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THE  HISTORY  OF 
HENRY  ESMOND 


PREFACE. 


THE  ESMONDS   OF  VIEGINIA, 

The  estate  of  Castlewood,  in  Virginia,  which  was  given 
to  our  ancestors  by  King  Charles  the  First,  as  some  return 
for  the  sacrifices  made  in  his  Majesty's  cause  by  the 
Esmond  family,  lies  in  Westmoreland  county,  between  the 
rivers  Potomac  and  Eappahannoc,  and  was  once  as  great 
as  an  English  Principality,  though  in  the  early  times  its 
revenues  were  but  small.  Indeed,  for  near  eighty  years 
after  our  forefathers  possessed  them,  our  plantations  were 
in  the  hands  of  factors,  who  enriched  themselves  one  after 
another,  though  a  few  scores  of  hogsheads  of  tobacco  were 
all  the  produce  that,  for  long  after  the  Restoration,  our 
family  received  from  their  Virginian  estates. 

My  dear  and  honoured  father.  Colonel  Henry  Esmond/ 
whose  history,  written  by  himself,  is  contained  in  the 
accompanying  volumes,  came  to  Virginia  in  the  year  1718, 
built  his  house  of  Castle  wood,  and  here  permanently  set- 
tled. After  a  long  stormy  life  in  England,  he  passed  the 
remainder  of  his  many  years  in  peace  and  honour  in  this 
country;  how  beloved  and  respected  by  all  his  fellow-citi- 
zens, how  inexpressibly  dear  to  his  family,  I  need  not  say. 
His  whole  life  was  a  benefit  to  all  who  were  connected 
with  him.  He  gave  the  best  example,  the  best  advice,  the 
most  bounteous  hospitality  to  his  friends;  the  tenderest 
care  to  his  dependants ;  and  bestowed  on  those  of  his  im- 
mediate family  such  a  blessing  of  fatherly  love  and  protec- 
tion as  can  never  be  thought  of,  by  us,  at  least,  without 
veneration  and  thankfulness;  and  my  sons'  children, 
whether  established  here  in  our  Republick,  or  at  home  in 
the  always  beloved  mother  country,  from  which  our  late 
quarrel  hath  separated  us,  may  surely  be  proud  to  be  de- 
scended from  one  who  in  all  ways  was  so  truly  noble.      • — 
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My  dear  mother  died  in  1736,  soon  after  our  return  from 
England,  whither  my  parents  took  me  for  my  education ; 
and  where  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  Mr.  Warrington, 
whom  my  children  never  saw.  When  it  pleased  heaven,  in 
the  bloom  of  his  youth,  and  after  but  a  few  months  of  a 
most  happy  union,  to  remove  him  from  me,  I  owed  my  re- 
covery from  the  grief  which  that  calamity  caused  me, 
mainly  to  my  dearest  father's  tenderness,  and  then  to  the 
blessing  vouchsafed  to  me  in  the  birth  of  my  two  beloved 
boys.  I  know  the  fatal  differences  which  separated  them 
in  politicks  never  disunited  their  hearts ;  and  as  I  can  love 
them  both,  whether  wearing  the  King's  colours  or  the  E,e- 
publick's,  I  am  sure  that  they  love  me  and  one  another,  and 
him  above  all,  my  father  and  theirs,  the  dearest  friend  of 
their  childhood,  the  noble  gentleman  who  bred  them  from 
their  infancy  in  the  practice  and  knowledge  of  Truth,  and 
Love  and  Honour. 

My  children  will  never  forget  the  appearance  and  figure 
of  their  revered  grandfather ;  and  I  wish  I  possessed  the 
art  of  drawing  (which  my  papa  had  in  perfection),  so  that 
I  could  leave  to  our  descendants  a  portrait  of  one  who  was 
so  good  and  so  respected.  My  father  was  of  a  dark  com- 
plexion, with  a  very  great  forehead  and  dark  hazel  eyes, 
overhung  by  eyebrows  which  remained  black  long  after  his 
hair  was  white.  His  nose  was  aquiline,  his  smile  extraor- 
dinary sweet.  How  well  I  remember  it,  and  how  little  any 
description  I  can  write  can  recall  his  image !  He  was  of 
rather  low  stature,  not  being  above  five  feet  seven  inches 
in  height ;  he  used  to  laugh  at  my  sons,  whom  he  called 
his  crutches,  and  say  they  were  grown  too  tall  for  him  to 
lean  upon.  But  small  as  he  was,  he  had  a  perfect  grace 
and  majesty  of  deportment,  such  as  I  have  never  seen  in 
this  country,  except  perhaps  in  our  friend  Mr.  Washing- 
ton, and  commanded  respect  wherever  he  appeared. 

In  all  bodily  exercises  he  excelled,  and  showed  an  ex- 
traordinary quickness  and  agility.  Of  fencing  he  was 
especially  fond,  and  made  my  two  boys  proficient  in  that 
art ;  so  much  so,  that  when  the  French  came  to  this  coun- 
try with  Monsieur  Rochambeau,  not  one  of  his  officers  was 
superior  to  my  Henry,  and  he  was  not  the  equal  of  my 
poor  George,  who  had  taken  the  King's  side  in  our  lament- 
able but  glorious  war  of  independence. 

Neither  my  father  nor  my  mother  ever  wore  powder  in 
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their  hair ;  both  their  heads  were  as  white  as  silver,  as  I 
can  remember  them.  My  dear  mother  possessed  to  the 
last  an  extraordinary  brightness  and  freshness  of  com- 
plexion ;  nor  would  people  believe  that  she  did  not  wear 
rouge.  At  sixty  years  of  age  she  still  looked  young,  and 
was  quite  agile.  It  was  not  until  after  that  dreadful  siege 
of  our  house  by  the  Indians,  which  left  me  a  widow  ere  I 
was  a  mother,  that  my  dear  mother's  health  broke.  She 
never  recovered  her  terror  and  anxiety  of  those  days,~which 
ended  so  fatally  for  me,  then  a  bride  scarce  six  months 
married,  and  died  in  my  father's  arms  ere  my  own  year  of 
widowhood  was  over. 

From  that  day,  until  the  last  of  his  dear  and  honoureu 
life,  it  was  my  delight  and  consolation  to  remain  with  him. 
as  his  comforter  and  companion;  and  from  those  little 
notes  which  my  mother  hath  made  here  and  there  in  the 
volumes  in  which  my  father  describes  his  adventures  in  Eu- 
rope, I  can  well  understand  the  extreme  devotion  with 
which  she  regarded  him — a  devotion  so  passionate  and  ex- 
clusive as  to  prevent  her,  I  think,  from  loving  any  other 
person  except  with  an  inferior  regard ;  her  whole  thoughts 
being  centred  on  this  one  object  of  affection  and  worship. 
I  know  that,  before  her,  my  dear  father  did  not  show  thil 
love  which  he  had  for  his  daughter ;  and  in  her  last  and 
most  sacred  moments,  this  dear  and  tender  parent  owned 
to  me  her  repentance  that  she  had  not  loved  me  enough:'^ 
her  jealousy  even  that  my  father  should  give  his  affection 
to  any  but  herself ;  and  in  the  most  fond  and  beautiful 
words  of  affection  and  admonition,  she  bade  me  never  to 
leave  him,  and  to  supply  the  place  which  she  was  quittni^7 
With  a  clear  conscience,  and  a  heart  inexpressibly  thankful, 
I  think  I  can  say  that  I  fuliilled  those  dying  commands, 
and  that  until  his  last  hour  my  dearest  father  never  had  to 
complain  that  his  daughter's  love  and  fidelity  failed  him. 

And  it  is  since  I  knew  him  entirely — for  during  my 
mother's  life  he  never  quite  opened  himself  to  me — since 
I  knew  the  value  and  splendour  of  that  affection  which  he 
bestowed  upon  me,  that  I  have  come  to  understand  and  par- 
don what,  I  own,  used  to  anger  me  in  my  mother's  lifetime, 
her  jealousy  respecting  her  husband's  love.  'Twas  a  gift 
so  precious,  that  no  wonder  she  who  had  it  was  for  keeping 
it  all,  and  could  part  with  none  of  it,  even  to  her  daughter. 

Though  I  never  heard  my  father  use  a  rough  word,  'twas 
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extraordinary  with  ho-w  mucli  awe  his  people  regarded 
him;  and  the  servants  on  our  plantation,  both  those  as- 
signed from  England  and  the  purchased  negroes,  obeyed 
him  with  an  eagerness  such  as  the  most  severe  taskmasters 
round  about  us  could  never  get  from  their  people.  He  was 
never  familiar,  though  perfectly  simple  and  natural;  he 
was  the  same  with  the  meanest  man  as  with  the  greatest, 
and  as  courteous  to  a  black  slave-girl  as  to  the  Governor's 
wife.  No  one  ever  thought  of  taking  a  liberty  with  him 
(except  once  a  tipsy  gentleman  from  York,  and  I  am  bound 
to  own  that  my  papa  never  forgave  him) :  he  set  the  hum- 
blest people  at  once  on  their  ease  with  him,  and  brought 
down  the  most  arrogant  by  a  grave  satirick  way,  which 
made  persons  exceedingly  afraid  of  him.  His  courtesy  was 
not  put  on  like  a  Sunday  suit,  and  laid  by  when  the  com- 
pany went  away ;  it  was  always  the  same ;  as  he  was  al- 
ways dressed  the  same,  whether  for  a  dinner  by  ourselves 
or  for  a  great  entertainment.  They  say  he  liked  to  be  the 
first  in  his  company ;  but  what  company  was  there  in  which 
he  would  not  be  first?  When  I  went  to  Europe  for  my 
education,  and  we  passed  a  winter  at  London  with  my  half 
brother,  my  Lord  Castlewood  and  his  second  lady,  I  saw 
at  her  Majesty's  Court  some  of  the  most  famous  gentlemen 
of  those  days ;  and  I  thought  to  myself  none  of  these  are 
better  than  my  papa ;  and  the  famous  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
who  came  to  us  from  Dawley,  said  as  much,  and  that  the 
men  of  that  time  were  not  like  those  of  his  youth : — "  Were 
your  father.  Madam,"  he  said,  "to  go  into  the  woods,  the 
Indians  would  elect  him  Sachem ; "  and  his  lordship  was 
pleased  to  call  me  Pocahontas. 

I  did  not  see  our  other  relative,  Bishop  Tusher's  lady, 
of  whom  so  much  is  said  in  my  papa's  memoirs — although 
my  mamma  went  to  visit  her  in  the  country.  I  have  no 
pride  (as  I  showed  by  complying  with  my  mother's  request, 
and  marrying  a  gentleman  who  was  but  the  younger  son  of 
a  Suffolk  Baronet),  yet  I  own  to  a  decent  respect  for  my 
name,  and  wonder  how  one  who  ever  bore  it,  should  change 
it  for  that  of  Mrs.  Thomas  Tusher.  I  pass  over  as  odious  and 
unworthy  of  credit  those  reports  (which  I  heard  in  Europe, 
and  was  then  too  young  to  understand),  how  this  person, 
having  left  hrr  family  and  fled  to  Paris,  out  of  jealousy  of 
the  Pretender  betrayed  his  secrets  to  my  Lord  Stair,  King 
George's  Ambassador,  and  nearly  caused  the  Prince's  death 
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there;  how  she  came  to  England  and  married  this  Mr. 
Tusher,  and  became  a  great  favourite  of  King  George  the 
Second,  by  whom  Mr.  Tusher  was  made  a  Dean,  and  then 
a  Bishop.  I  did  not  see  the  lady,  who  chose  to  remain  at 
lie.r  palace  all  the  time  we  were  in  London :  but  after  visit- 
ing her,  my  poor  mamma  said  she  had  lost  all  her  good 
looks,  and  warned  me  not  to  set  too  much  store  by  any  such 
gifts  which  nature  had  bestowed  upon  me.  She  grew  exceed- 
ingly stout;  and  I  remember  my  brother's  wife.  Lady 
Castlewood,  saying — "  No  wonder  she  became  a  favourite, 
for  the  King  likes  them  old  and  ugly,  as  his  father  did  be- 
fore him. "  On  which  papa  said — "AH  women  were  alike ; 
that  there  was  never  one  soJ)eautiful  as  that  one;  and  that 
we  could  forgive  her  everything  but  her  beauty."  And 
hereupon  my  mamma  looked  vexed,  and  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood began  to  laugh;  and  I,  of  course,  being  a  young 
creature,  could  not  understand  what  was  the  subject  of 
their  conversation. 

After  the  circumstances  narrated  in  the  third  book  of 
these  Memoirs,  my  father  and  mother  both  went  abroad, 
being  advised  by  their  friends  to  leave  the  country  in  con- 
sequence of  the  transactions  which  are  recounted  at  the  close 
of  the  third  volume  of  the  Memoirs.  But  my  brother, 
hearing  how  the  future  Bishop's  lady  had  quitted  Castle- 
wood and  joined  the  Pretender  at  Paris,  pursued  him,  and 
would  have  killed  him.  Prince  as  he  was,  had  not  the 
Prince  managed  to  make  his  escape.  On  his  expedition  to 
Scotland  directly  after,  Castlewood  was  so  enraged  against 
him  that  he  asked  leave  to  serve  as  a  volunteer,  and  join 
the  Duke  of  Argyle's  army  in  Scotland,  which  the  Pre- 
tender never  had  the  courage  to  face ;  and  thenceforth  my 
Lord  was  quite  reconciled  to  the  present  reigning  family, 
from  whom  he  hath  even  received  promotion. 

Mrs.  Tusher  was  by  this  time  as  angry  against  the  Pre- 
tender as  any  of  her  relations  could  be,  and  used  to  boast,  as 
I  have  heard,  that  she  not  onlj'  brought  back  my  Lord  to  the 
Church  of  England,  but  procured  the  English  peerage  for 
him,  which  ^q  junior  branch  of  our  family  at  present  enjoys. 
She  was  a  great  friend  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  would 
not  rest  until  her  husband  slept  at  Lambeth,  my  papa  used 
laughing  to  say.  However,  the  Bishop  died  of  apoplexy 
suddenly,  and  his  wife  erected  a  great  monument  over  him : 
and  the  pair  sleep  under  that  stone,  with  a  canopy  of  mar- 
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ble  clouds  and  angels  above  them — the  first  Mrs.  Tusher 
lying  sixty  miles  off  at  Castlewood. 

But  my  papa's  genius  and  education  are  both  greater 
than  auy  a  woman  can  be  expected  to  have,  and  his  adven- 
tures in  Europe  far  more  exciting  thai  his  life  in  this 
country,  which  was  past  in  the  tranquil  offices  of  love  and 
duty ;  and  I  shall  say  no  more  by  way  of  introduction  to 
his  Memoirs,  nor  keep  my  children  from  the  perusal  of  a 
story  which  is  much  more  interesting  than  that  of  their 
affectionate  old  mother, 

EACHEL  ESMOND  WAKEINGTON. 

Castlewood,  Virginia, 
November  3,  1778. 


THE    HISTOKY   OF 

HENRY    ESMOND. 


BOOK  I. 

THE  EARLY  YOUTH  OF  HENRY  ESMOND,  UP  TO  THE 
TIME  OF  HIS  LEAVING  TRINITY  COLLEGE,  IN 
CAMBRIDGE. 

The  actors  in  the  old  tragedies,  as  we  read,  piped  their  J 
iambics  to  a  tune,  speaking  from  under  a  mask,  and  wear- 
ing stilts  and  a  gre"t  head-dress.  'Twas  thought  the  dig- 
nity of  the  Tragick  Muse  required  these  appurtenances,  and 
that  she  was  not  to  move  except  to  a  measure  and  cadence. 
So  Queen  Medea  slew  her  children  to  a  slow  musick :  and 
King  Agamemnon  perished  in  a  dying  fall  (to  use  Mr. 
Dryden's  words)  :  the  Chorus  standing  by  in  a  set  attitude, 
and  rhythmically  and  decorously  bewailing  the  fates  of 
those  great  crowned  persons.  The  Muse  of  History  hath 
encumbered  herself  with  ceremony  as  well  as  her  Sister  of 
the  Theatre.  She  too  wears  the  mask  and  the  cothurnus, 
and  speaks  to  measure.  She  top,_in  our  age,  busies  herself 
with  the  affairs  only  of  kings ;  waiting  on  them  obsequi- 
ously and  stately,  as  if  she  were  but  a  mistress  of  court 
ceremonies,  and  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  registering  of 
the  affairs  of  the  common  people.  I  have  seen  in  his  very 
old  age  and  decrepitude  the  old  French  King  Lewis  the 
Fourteenth,  the  type  and  model  of  kiaghood — who  never 
moved  but  to  measure,  who  lived  and  died  according  to  the 
^.aws  of  his  Court-marshal,  persisting  in  enacting  through 
life  the  part  of  Hero;  and,  divested  of  poetry,  this  was 
but  a  little  wrinkled  old  man,  pock-marked,  and  with  a 
great  periwig  and  red  heels  to  make  him  look  tall — a  hero 
for  a  book  if  you  like,  or  for  a  brass  statu^e  or  a  painted 
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ceiling,  a  gcd  in  a  Eoman  shape,  but  what  more  than  a 
man  for  Madame  Maintenon,  or  the  barber  who  shaved 
him,  or  Monsieur  Fagon,  his  surgeon?  I  wonder  shall 
History  ever  pull  off  her  periwig  and  cease  to  be  court-rid- 
den?    Shall  we  see  something  of  France  and  England  be- 

_  sides  Versailles  and  Windsor?  I  saw  Queen  Anne  at  the 
latter  place  tearing  down  the  Park  slopes,  after  her  stag- 
hounds,  and  driving  her  one-horse  chaise — a  hot,  red- 
faced  woman,  not  in  the  least  resembling  that  statue  of  her 
which  turns  its  stone  back  upon  St.  Paul's,  and  faces  the 
coaches  struggling  up  Ludgate  Hill.  She  was  neither  bet- 
ter bred  nor  wiser  than  you  and  me,  though  we  knelt  to 
hand  her  a  letter  or  a  washhand-basin.  Why  shall  His- 
tory go  on  kneeling  to  the  end  of  time?  I  am  for  having 
her  rise  up  off  her  knees,  and  take  a  natural  posture :  not 
to  be  for  ever  performing  cringes  and  congees  like  a  court- 
chamberlain,  and  shuffling  backwards  out  of  doors  in  the 
presence  of  the  sovsreign.  In  a  word,  I  would  have  His- 
tory familiar  rather  than  heroick:  and  think  that  Mr. 
Hogarth  and  Mr.  Fielding  will  give  our  children  a  much 
better  idea  of  the  manners  of  the  present  age  in  England, 
than  the  Court  Gazette  and  the  newspapers  which  we  get 

/  thence. 

There  was  a  German  officer  of  Webb's,  with  whom  we 
wsed  to  joke,  and  of  whom  a  story  (whereof  J  myself  was 
the  author)  was  got  to  be  believed  in  the  army,  that  he 

\was  eldest  son  of  the  hereditary  Grand  Bootjack  of  the 
Empire,  and  the  heir  to  that  honour  of  which  his  ancestors 
had  been  very  proud,  having  been  kicked  for  twenty  gen- 
erations by  one  imperial  foot,  as  they  drew  the  boot  from 
the  other.  I  have  heard  that  the  old  Lord  Castlewood,  of 
part  of  whose  family  these  present  volumes  are  a  chronicle, 
though  he  came  of  quite  as  good  blood  as  the  Stuarts  whom 
he  served  (and  who  as  regards  mere  lineage  are  no  better 
than  a  dozen  English  and  Scottish  houses  I  could  name), 
was  prouder  of  his  post  about  the  Court  than  of  his  ances- 
tral honours,  and  valued  his  dignity  (as  Lord  of  the 
Butteries  and  Groom  of  the  King's  Posset)  so  highly,  that 
he  cheerfully  ruined  himself  for  the  thankless  and  thrift- 
less race  who  bestowed  it.  He  pawned  his  plate  for  King 
Charles  the  First,  mortgaged  his  property  for  the  same 
cause,  and  lost  the  greater  part  of  it  by  fines  and  seques- 
tration: stood  a  siege  of  his  castle  by  Ireton,  where  his 
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brother  Thomas  capitulated  (afterward  maliing  terms  with 
the  Commonwealth,  for  which  the  elder  brother  never  for- 
gave him),  and  where  his  second  brother  Edward,  who  had 
embraced  the  ecclesiastical  profession,  was  slain  on  Castle- 
wood  Tower,  being  engaged  there  both  as  preacher  and 
artilleryman.  This  resolute  old  loyalist,  who  was  with  the 
King  whilst  his  house  was  thus  being  battered  down, 
escaped  abroad  with  his  only  son,  then  a  boy,  to  return 
and  take  a  part  in  Worcester  fight.  On  that  fatal  field 
Eustace  Esmond  was  killed,  and  Castlewood  fled  from  it 
once  more  into  exile,  and  henceforward,  and  after  the 
Restoration,  never  was  away  from  the  Court  of  the  mon- 
arch (for  whose  return  we  offer  thanks  in  the  Prayer-Book) 
who  sold  his  country  and  who  took  bribes  of  the  French 
king. 

What  spectacle  is  more  august  than  that  of  a  great  kingj 
in  exile?  Who  is  more  worthy  of  respect  than  a  brave 
man  in  misfortune?  Mr.  Addison  has  painted  such  a  figure 
in  bis  noble  piece  of  Cato.  But  suppose  fugitive  Cato  fud- 
dling himself  at  a  tavern  with  a  wench  on  each  knee,  a 
dozen  faithful  and  tipsy  companions  of  defeat,  and  a  land- 
lord calling  out  for  his  bill ;  and  the  dignity  of  misfortune 
is  straightway  lost.  The  Historical  Muse  turns  away 
shamefaced  from  the  vulgar  scene,  and  closes  the  door — on 
which  the  exile's  unpaid  drink  is  scored  up — upon  him 
and  his  pots  and  his  pipes,  and  the  tavern-chorus  which  he 
and  his  friends  are  singing.  Such  a  man  as  Charles  should 
have  had  an  Ostade  or  Mieris  to  paint  him.  Your  Knellers 
and  Le  Bruns  only  deal  in  clumsy  and  impossible  allegories : 
and  it  hath  always  seemed  to  me  blasphemy  to  claim  Olym- J 
pus  for  such  a  wine-drabbled  divinity  as  that. 

About  the  King's  follower,  the  Viscount  Castlewood — 
orphaned  of  his  son,  ruined  by  his  fidelity,  bearing  many 
wounds  and  marks  of  bravery,  old  and  in  exile — his  kins- 
men I  suppose  should  be  silent ;  nor  if  this  patriarch  fell 
down  in  his  cups,  call  fie  upon  him,  and  fetch  passers-by 
to  laugh  at  his  red  face  and  white  hairs.  What!  does  a 
stream  rush  out  of  a  mountain  free  and  pure,  to  roll 
through  fair  pastures,  to  feed  and  throw  out  bright  tribu- 
taries, and  to  end  in  a  village  gutter?  Lives  that  have 
noble  commencements  have  often  no  better  endings ;  it  is 
not  without  a  kind  of  awe  and  reverence  that  an  observer 
should  speculate  upon  such  careers  as  he  traces  the  course 
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fof  them.  I  have  seen  too  much  of  success  in  life  to  take 
off  my  hat  and  huzzah  to  it  as  it  passes  in  its  gilt  coach : 
and  would  do  my  little  part  with  my  neighbours  on  foot, 
that  they  should  not  gape  with  too  much  wonder,  nor  ap- 
(olaud  too  loudly.  Is  it  the  Lord  Mayor  going  in  state  to 
mince-pies  and  the  Mansion  House?  Is  it  poor  Jack  of 
Newgate's  procession,  with  the  sheriff  and  javelin-men, 
conducting  him  on  his  last  journey  to  Tyburn?  I  look  into 
my  heart  and  think  I  am  as  good  as  my  Lord  Mayor, 
and  know  I  am  as  bad  as  Tyburn  Jack.  Give  me  a  chain 
and  red  gown  and  a  pudding  before  me,  and  I  could  play 
the  part  of  Alderman  very  well,  and  sentence  Jack  after 
dinner.  _  Starve  me,  keep  me  from  books  and  honest  peo- 
ple, educate  me  to  love  dice,  gin,  and  pleasure,  and  put  me 
on  Hounslow  Heath,  with  a  purse  before  me,  and  I  will 
take  it.  "And  I  shall  be  deservedly  hanged,"  say  you, 
wishing  to  put  an  end  to  this  prosing.  I  don't  say  'No. 
I  can't  but  accept  the  world  as  I  find  it,  including  a  rope's 
-  end,  as  long  as  it  is  in  fashion. 


HENRY  ESMOND. 


CHAPTER   I. 

AN  ACCOUNT  OF   THE  FAMILY  OF   ESMOND  OF   CAS- 
TLEWOOD  HALL. 

When  Francis,  fourth  Viscount  Castlewood,  came  to  Ms 
title,  and  presently  after  to  take  possessiou  of  his  house  of 
Castlewood,  county  Hants,  in  the  year  1691,  almost  the 
only  tenant  of  the  place  besides  the  domestics  was  a  lad  of 
twelve  years  of  age,  of  whom  no  one  seemed  to  take  any 
note  until  my  Lady  Viscountess  lighted  upon  him,  going 
over  the  house  with  the  housekeeper  on  the  day  of  her  ar- 
rival. The  boy  was  in  the  room  known  as  the  Book-room, 
or  Yellow  Gallery,  where  the  portraits  of  the  family  used 
to  hang,  that  fine  piece  among  others  of  Sir  Antonio  Van 
Dyck  of  George,  second  Viscount,  and  that  by  Mr.  Dob- 
son  of  my  lord  the  third  Viscount,  just  deceased,  which  it 
seems  his  lady  and  widow  did  not  think  fit  to  carry  away, 
when  she  sent  for  and  carried  off  to  her  house  at  Chelsea, 
near  to  London,  the  picture  of  herself  by  Sir  Peter  Lely, 
in  which  her  ladyship  was  represented  as  a  huntress  of 
Diana's  court. 

The  new  and  fair  lady  of  Castlewood  found  the  sad, 
lonely,  little  occupant  of  this  gallery  busy  over  his  great 
book,  which  he  laid  down  when  he  was  aware  that  a 
stranger  was  at  hand.  And,  knowing  who  that  person 
must  be,  the  lad  stood  up  and  bowed  before  her,  perform- 
ing a  shy  obeisance  to  the  mistress  of  his  house. 

She  stretched  out  her  hand— \indeed  when  was  it  that 
that  hand  would  not  stretch  out  to  do  an  act  of  kindness. 
or  to  protect  grief  and  ill-fortune?  )  "And  this  is  our  kins- 
man," she  said;  "  and  what  is  your  name,  kinsman?  " 

"  My  name  is  Henry  Esmond,"  said  the  lad^lookiug  up  at 
her  in  a  sort  of  delight  and  wonder,  for  she  had  come  upon 
him  as  a  Dea  certe,  and  appeared  the  most  charming  object 
he  had  ever  looked  on.  Her  golden  hair  was  shining  in  the 
gold  of  the  sun ;  her  complexion  was  of  a  dazzling  bloom ; 
her  lips  smiling,  and  her  eyes  beaming  with  a  kindness 
which  made  Harry  Esmond's  heart  to  beat  with  surprise. 

"His  name  is  Henry  Esmond,  sure  enough,  my  lady," 
says  Mrs.   Worksop,  the  housekeeper  (an  old  tyrant  whom 
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Henry  Esmond  plagued  more  than  he  hated),  and  the  old 
gentlewoman  looked  significantly  towards  the  late  lord's 
picture,  as  it  now  is  in  the  family,  noble  and  severe-look- 
ing, with  his  hand  on  his  sword,  and  his  order  on  his  cloak, 
which  he  had  from  the  Emperor  during  the  war  on  the 
Danube  against  the  Turk. 

Seeing  the  great  and  undeniable  likeness  between  this 
portrait  and  the  lad,  the  new  Viscountess,  who  had  still 
hold  of  the  boy's  hand  as  she  looked  at  the  picture,  blushed 
and  dropped  the  hand  quickly,  and  walked  down  the  gal- 
lery, followed  by  Mrs.  Worksop. 

When  the  lady  came  back,  Harry  Esmond  stood  exactly 
in  the  same  spot,  and  with  his  hand  as  it  had  fallen  when 
he  dropped  it  on  his  black  coat. 

Qler  heart  melted,  I  suppose,  (indeed  she  hath  since 
owned  as  much),  at  the  notion  that  she  should  do  anything 
unkind  to  any  mortal,  great  or  small'jAfor,  when  she  re- 
turned, she  had  sent  away  the  housekeJeper  upon  an  errand 
by  the  door  at  the  farther  end  of  the  gallery ;  and,  coming 
back  to  the  lad,  with  a  look  of  infinite  pity  and  tenderness 
in  her  eyes,  she  took  his  hand  again,  placing  her  other  fair 
hand  on  his  head,  and  saying  some  words  to  him,  which 
were  so  kind,  and  said  in  a  voice  so  sweet,  that  the  boy, 
who  had  never  looked  upon  so  much  beauty  before,  felt  as 
if  the  touch  of  a  superior  being  or  angel  smote  him  down 
to  the  ground,  and  kissed  the  fair  protecting  hand  as  he 
knelt  on  one  knee.  '  ^o  the  very  last  hour  of  his  life, 
Esmond  remembered  the  lady  as  she  then  spoke  and 
looked,  the  rings  on  her  fair  hands,  the  very  scent  of  her 
robe,  the  beam  of  her  eyes  lighting  up  with  surprise  and 
kindness,  her  lips  blooming  in  a  smile,  the  sun  making  a 
golden  halo  round  her  hairfy 

As  the  boy  was  yet  in  tEis  attitude  of  humility,  enters 
behind  him  a  portly  gentleman,  with  a  little  girl  of  four 
years  old  in  his  hand.  The  gentleman  burst  into  a  great 
laugh  at  the  lady  and  her  adorer,  .with  his  little  queer 
figure,  his  sallow  face,  and  long  iDlack  hair.  The  lady 
blushed,  and  seemed  to  deprecate  his  ridicule  by  a  look  jf 
appeal  to  her  husband,  for  it  was  my  Lord  Viscount  who 
now  arrived,  and  whom  the  lad  knew,  having  once  before 
seen  him  in  the  late  lord's  lifetime. 

"  So  this  is  the  little  priest ! "  says  my  lord,  looking 
down  at  the  lad ;  "  welcome,  kinsman ! " 
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_  "He  is  saying  his  prayers  to  mamma;"  says  the  little 
girl,  who  came  up  to  her  papa's  kuees ;  and  my  lord  burst 
out  into  another  great  laugh  at  this,  and  kinsman  Henry 
looked  very  silly.  He  invented  a  half-dozen  of  speeches 
in  reply,  but  'twas  months  afterwards  when  he  thought  of 
this  adventure  :  as  it  was,  he  had  never  a  word  in  answer. 

"Le  pauvre  enfant,  il  n'a  que  nous,"  says  the  lady, 
looking  to  her  lord;  and  the  boy,  who  understood  her, 
though  doubtless  she  thought  otherwise,  thanked  her  with 
all  his  heart  for  her  kind  speech. 

"And  he  sha'n't  want  for  friends  here,"  says  my  lord, 
in  a  kind  voice,  "  shall  he,  little  Trix?  " 

The  little  girl,  whose  name  was  Beatrix,  and  whom  her 
papa  called  by  this  diminutive,  looked  at  Henry  Esmond 
solemnly,  with  a  pair  of  large  eyes,  and  then  a  smile  shone 
over  her  face,  which  was  as  beautiful  as  that  of  a  cherub, 
aud  she  came  up  and  put  out  a  little  hand  to  him.  A  keen 
and  delightful  pang  of  gratitude,  happiness,  affection, 
filled  the  orphan  child's  heart,  as  he  received  from  the 
protectors,  whom  HeavenTiar  sent  to  him,  these  touching 
words  and  tokens  of  friendliness  and  kindness.  But  an 
hour  sincCj  he  had  felt  quite  alone  in  the  world:  when  he 
heard  the  great  peal  of  bells  from  Castlewood  church  ring- 
ing that  morning  to  welcome  the  arrival  of  the  new  lord 
and  lady,  it  had  rung  only  terror  and  .anxiety  to  him,  for 
he  knew  not  how  the  new  owner  would  deal  with  him ;  and 
those  to  whom  he  formerly  looked  for  protection  were  for- 
gotten or  dead.  Pride  and  doubt  too  had  kept  him  within- 
doors, when  the  Vicar  and  the  people  of  the  village,  and 
the  servants  of  the  house,  had  gone  out  to  welcome  my 
Lord  Castlewoodj^-for  Henry  Esmond  was  no  servant, 
though  a  dependant;  no  relative,  though  he  bore  the  iiame 
and  inherited  the  blood  of  the  house;  and  in  the  midst  of 
the  noise  and  acclamations  attending  the  arrival  of  the  new 
lord  (for  whom,  you  may  be  sure,  a  feast  was  got  ready, 
and  guns  were  fired,  and  tenants  and  domesticks  huzzaed 
when  his  carriage  approached  and  rolled  into  the  court- 
yard of  the  Hall),  no  one  ever  took  any  notice  of  young 
Henry  Esmond,  who  sate  unobserved  and  alone  in  the 
Book-room,  until  the  afternoon  of  that  day,  when  his  new 
friends  found  him. 

When  my  lord  and  lady  were  going  away  thence,  the 
little  girl,  still  holding  her  kinsman  by  the  hand,  bade  him 
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to  come  too.  Y!  Tlu)u  wilt  always  forsake  an  old  friend  for 
a  new  one,  Trix," Jsays  her  father  to  her  good-naturedly; 
and  went  into  the  gallery,  giving  an  arm  to  his  lady.  They 
passed  thence  through  the  musick-gallery,  long  since  dis- 
mantled, and  Queen  Elizabeth's  Rooms,  in  the  clock-tower, 
and  out  into  the  terrace,  where  was  a  fine  prospect  of  sun- 
set and  the  great  darkling  woods  with  a  cloud  of  rooks  re- 
turning ;  and  the  plain  and  river  with  Castlewood  village 
beyond,  and  purple  hills  beautiful  to  look  at — and  the  little 
heir  of  Castlewood,  a  child  of  two  years  old,  was  already 
here  on  the  terrace  in  his^nurse's  arms,  from  whom  he  ran 
across  the  grass"  instantly  he'perceived  his  mother,  and 
came  to  her. 

"  If  thou  canst  not  be  happy  here,"  says  my  lord,  look- 
ing round  at  the  scene,  "thou  art  hard  to  please,  Rachel." 

"I  am  happy  where  you  are,"  she  said,  "but  we  were 
happiest  of  all  at  Walcote  Forest."  Then  my  lord  began 
to  describe  what  was  before  them  to  his  wife,  and  what 
indeed  little  Harry  knew  better  than  he — viz.,  the  history 
of  the  house  :  how  by  yonder  gate  the  page  ran  away  with 
the  heiress  of  Castlewood,  by  which  the  estate  came  into 
the  present  family;  how  the  Roundheads  attacked  the 
clock-tower,  which  my  lord's  father  was  slain  in  defending. 
"  I  was  but  two  years  old  then,"  says  he,  "but  take  forty- 
six  from  ninety,  and  how  old  shall  I  be,  kinsman  Harry?  " 

"Thirty,"  says  his  wife,  with  a  laugh. 

"A  great  deal  too  old  for  you,  Rachel,"  answers  my 
lord,  looking  fondly  down  at  her.  Indeed  she  seemed  to 
be  a  girl,  and  was  at  that  time  scarce  twenty  years  old. 

"You  know,  Frank,  I  will  do  anything  to  please  you," 
says  she,  "  and  I  promise  you  I  will  grow  older  every  day. " 

"You  mustn't  call  papa,  Frank;  you  must  call  papa  my 
lord  now,"  says  Miss  Beatrix,  with  a  toss  of  her  little 
head ;  at  which  the  mother  smiled,  aiid  the  good-natured 
father  laughed,  and  the  little  trotting  boy  laughed,  not 
knowing  why — but  because  he  was  happy,  no  doubt — as 
every  one  seemed  to  be  there.  How  those  trivial  incidents 
and  words,  the  landscape  and  sunshine,  and  the  group  of 
people  smiling  and  talking,  remain  fixed  on  the  memory ! 

As  the  sun  was  setting,  the  little  heir  was  sent  in  the 
arms  of  his  nurse  to  bed,  whither  he  went  howling ;  but 
little  Trix  was  promised  to  sit  to  supper  that  night — "and 
you  will  come  too,  kinsman,  won't  you?  "  she  said. 
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Harry  Esmond  blushed:  "I — I  have  supper  with  Mrs. 
Worksop,"  says  he. 

"D — n  it,"  says  my  lord,  "thou  shalt  sap  with  us, 
Harry,  to-night!  Sha'n't  refuse  a  lady,  shall  he,  Trix?  " 
— and  they  all  wondered  at  Harry's  performance  as  a 
treueher-man,  in  which  character  the  poor  boy  acquitted 
himself  very  remarkably;  for  the  truth  is  he  had  no  din- 
ner, nobody  thinking  of  him  in  the  bustle  which  the  house 
was  in,  during  the  preparations  antecedent  to  the  new 
lord's  arrival. 

"  No  dinner !  poor  dear  child !  "  says  my  lady,  heaping 
up  his  plate  with  meat,  and  my  lord,  filling  a  bumper  for 
him,  bade  him  call  a  health;  on  which  Master  Harry, 
crying  "The  King,"  tossed  off  the  wine.  My  lord  was 
ready  to  drink  that,  and  most  other  toasts :  indeed  only  too 
readily.  He  would  not  hear  of  Doctor  Tusher  (the  Vicar 
of  Castlewood,  who  came  to  supper)  going  away  when  the 
sweetmeats  were  brought :  he  had  not  had  a  chaplain  long 
enough,  he  said,  to  be  tired  of  him :  so  his  reverence  kept 
my  lord  company  for  some  hours  over  a  pipe  and  a  punch- 
bowl ;  and  went  away  home  with  rather  a  reeling  gait,  and 
declaring  a  dozen  of  times,  that  his  lordship's  affability  sur- 
passed every  kindness  he  had  ever  had  from  his  lordship's 
gracious  family. 

As  for  young  Esmond,  when  he  got  to  his  little  cham- 
ber, it  was  with  a  heart  full  of  surprise  and  gratitude 
towards  the  new  friends  whom  this  happy  day  had  brought 
him.  He  was  up  and  watching  long  before  the  house  was 
astir,  longing  to  see  that  fair  lady  and  her  children — that 
kind  protector  and  patron ;  and  only  fearful  lest  their  wel- 
come of  the  past  night  should  in  any  way  be  withdrawn 
or  altered.  But  presently  little  Beatrix  came  out  into  the 
garden,  and  her  mother  followed,  who  greeted  Harry  as 
kindly  as  before.  He  told  her  at  greater  length  the  his- 
tories of  the  house  (which  he  had  been  taught  in  the  old 
lord's  time),  and  to  which  she  listened  with  great  interest; 
and  then  he  told  her,  with  respect  to  the  night  before,  that 
he  understood  French,  and  thanked  her  for  her  protection. 

"Do  you?  "  says  she,  with  a  blush;  "then,  sir,  you  shall 
teach  me  and  Beatrix."  And  she  asked  him  many  more 
questions  regarding  himself,  which  had  best  be  told  more 
fully  and  explicitly  than  in  those  brief  replies  which  the 
lad  made  to  his  mistress's  questions. 
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CHAPTER    II. 

RELATES  HOW  FRANCIS,  FOURTH  VISCOUNT,  ARRIVES 
AT   CASTLEWOOD. 

'Tis  known  that  the  name  of  Esmond  and  the  estate  of 
Castlewood,  com.  Hants,  came  into  possession  of  the  pres- 
ent family  through  Dorothea,  daughter  and  heiress  of  Ed- 
ward, Earl  and  Marquis  of  Esmond,  and  Lord  of  Castle- 
wood, which  lady  married,  23  Eliz.,  Henry  Poyns,  gent. ; 
the  said  Henry  being  then  a  page  in  the  household  of  her 
father.  Francis,  son  and  heir  of  the  above  Henry  and 
Dorothea,  who  took  the  maternal  name  which  the  family 
hath  borne  subsequently,  was  made  Knight  and  Baronet 
by  King  James  the  First;  and  being  of  a  military  disposi- 
tion, remained  long  in  Germany  with  the  Elector-Palatine, 
in  whose  service  Sir  Francis  incurred  both  expense  and 
danger,  lending  large  sums  of  money  to  that  unfortunate 
Prince ;  and  receiving  many  wounds  in  the  battles  against 
the  Imperialists,  in  which  Sir  Francis  engaged. 

On  his  return  home  Sir  Francis  was  rewarded  for  his 
services  and  many  sacrifices,  by  his  late  Majesty  James  the 
First,  who  graciously  conferred  upon  this  tried  servant  the 
post  of  Warden  of  the  Butteries  and  Groom  of  the  King's 
Posset,  which  high  and  coniidential  ofiice  he  filled  in  that 
king's  and  his  unhappy  successor's  reign. 

His  age,  and  many  wounds  and  infirmities,  obliged  Sir 
Francis  to  perform  much  of  his  duty  by  deputy ;  and  his 
son.  Sir  George  Esmond,  knight  and  banneret,  first  as  his 
father's  lieutenant,  and  afterwards  as  inheritor  of  his  fa- 
ther's title  and  dignity,  performed  this  office  during  almost 
the  whole  of  the  reign  of  King  Charles  the  First,  and  his 
two  sons  who  succeeded  him. 

Sir  George  Esmond  married,  rather  beneath  the  rank 
that  a  person  of  his  name  and  honour  might  aspire  to,  the 
daughter  of  Thomas  Topham,  of  the  city  of  London,  alder- 
man and  goldsmith,  who,  taking  the  Parliamentary  side  in 
the  troubles  then  commencing,  disappointed  Sir  George  of 
the  property  which  he  expected  at  the  demise  of  his  father- 
in-law,  who  devised  his  money  to  his  second  daughter,  Bar- 
bara, a  spinster. 
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Sir  George  Esmond,  on  his  part,  was  conspicuous  for  his 
attachment  and  loyalty  to  the  Royal  cause  and  person ;  and 
the  King  being  at  Oxford  in  1642,  Sir  George,  with  the 
consent  of  his  father,  then  very  aged  and  infirm,  and  re- 
siding at  his  house  of  Castlewood,  melted  the  whole  of  the 
family  plate  for  his  Majesty's  service. 

For  this,  and  other  sacrifices  and  merits,  his  Majesty, 
by  patent  under  the  Privy  Seal,  dated  Oxford,  Jan.,  1643, 
was  pleased  to  advance  Sir  Francis  Esmond  to  the  dignity 
of  "Viscount  Castlewood,  of  Shandon,  in  Ireland:  and  the 
Viscount's  estate  being  much  impoverished  by  loans  to  the 
King,  which  in  those  troublesome  times  his  Majesty  could 
not  repay,  a  grant  of  land  in  the  plantations  of  Virginia 
was  given  to  the  Lord  Viscount ;  part  of  which  land  is  in 
possession  of  descendants  of  his  family  to  the  present  day. 

The  first  Viscount  Castlewood  died  full  of  years,  and 
within  a  few  months  after  he  had  been  advanced  to  his 
honours.  He  was  succeeded  by  his  eldest  son,  the  before- 
named  George ;  and  left  issue  besides,  Thomas,  a  colonel  in 
the  King's  army,  that  afterwards  joined  the  Usurper's  Gov- 
ernment; and  Francis,  in  holy  orders,  who  was  slain 
whilst  defending  the  House  of  Castlewood  aganst  the  Par- 
liament, anno  1647. 

George  Lord  Castlewood  (the  second  Viscount),  of  King 
Charles  the  First's  time,  had  no  male  issue  save  his  one 
son,  Eustace  Esmond,  who  was  killed,  with  half  of  the 
Castlewood  men  beside  him,  at  Worcester  fight.  The  lands 
about  Castlewood  were  sold  and  apportioned  to  the  Com- 
monwealth-men; Castlewood  being  concerned  in  almost  all 
of  the  plots  against  the  Protector,  after  the  death  of  the 
King,  and  up  to  King  Charles  the  Second's  restoration. 
My  lord  followed  that  King's  Court  about  in  its  exile, 
having  rumed  himself  in  its  service.  He  had  but  one 
daughter,  who  was  of  no  great  comfort  to  her  father ;  for 
misfortune  had  not  taught  those  exiles  sobriety  of  life ;  and 
it  is  said  that  the  Duke  of  York  and  his  brother  the  King 
both  quarrelled  about  Isabel  Esmond.  She  was  maid  of 
honour  to  the  Queen  Henrietta  Maria ;  she  early  joined  the 
Eoman  Church ,  her  father,  a  weak  man,  following  her  not 
long  after  at  Breda. 

On  the  death  of  Eustace  Esmond  at  Worcester,  Thomas 
Esmond,  nephew  to  my  Lord  Castlewood,  and  then  a  strip- 
ing, became  he'r  to  the  title.      His  father  had  taken  the 
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Parliament  side  in  the  quarrels,  and  so  had  been  estranged 
from  the  chief  of  his  house ;  and  my  Lord  Castlewood  was 
at  first  so  much  enraged  to  think  that  his  title  (albeit  little 
more  than  an  empty  one  now)  should  pass  to  a  rascally 
Roundhead,  that  he  would  have  married  again,  and  indeed 
proposed  to  do  so  to  a  vintner's  daughter  at  Bruges,  to 
whom  his  lordship  owed  a  score  for  lodging  when  the  King 
was  there,  but  for  fear  of  the  laughter  of  the  Court,  and 
the  anger  of  his  daughter,  of  whom  he  stood  in  awe ;  for 
she  was  in  temper  as  imperious  and  violent  as  my  lord,  who 
was  much  enfeebled  by  wouuds  and  drinking,  was  weak. 

Lord  Castlewood  would  have  had  a  match  between  this 
daughter  Isabel  and  her  cousin,  the  son  of  that  Francis 
Esmond  who  was  killed  at  Castlewood  siege.  And  the 
lady,  it  was  said,  took  a  fancy  to  the  young  man,  who  was 
her  junior  by  several  years  (which  circumstance  she  did  not 
consider  to  be  a  fault  in  him)  ;  but  having  paid  his  court, 
and  being  admitted  to  the  intimacy  of  the  house,  he  sud- 
denly flung  up  his  suit,  when  it  seemed  to  be  pretty  pros- 
perous, without  giving  a  pretext  for  his  behaviour.  His 
friends  rallied  him  at  what  they  laughingly  chose  to  call 
his  infidelity;  Jack  Churchill,  Frank  Esmond's  lieutenant 
in  the  Royal  Regiment  of  Eoot-guards,  getting  the  com- 
pany which  Esmond  vacated,  when  he  left  the  Court  and 
went  to  Tangier  in  a  rage  at  discovering  that  his  promo- 
tion depended  on  the  complaisance  of  his  elderly  affianced 
bride.  He  and  Churchill,  who  had  been  condiscipuli  at  St. 
Paul's  School,  had  words  about  this  matter;,  and  Frank 
Esmond  said  to  him  with  an  oath,  "  Jack,  your  sister  may 
be  so-and-so,  but  by  Jove  my  wife  sha'n't!"  and  swords 
were  drawn,  and  blood  drawn  too,  until  friends  separated 
them  on  this  quarrel.  Few  men  were  so  jealous  about  the 
point  of  honour  in  those  days ;  and  gentlemen  of  good  birth 
and  lineage  thought  a  royal  blot  was  an  ornament  to  their 
family  coat.  Frank  Esmond  retired  in  the  sulks,  first  to 
Tangier,  whence  he  returned  after  two  years'  service,  set- 
tling on  a  small  property  he  had  of  his  mother,  near  to 
Winchester,  and  became  a  country  gentleman,  and  kept  a 
pack  of  beagles,  and  never  came  to  Court  again  in  King 
Charles's  time.  But  his  uncle  Castlewood  was  never  rec- 
onciled to  him ;  nor,  for  some  time  afterwards,  his  cousin 
whom  he  had  refused. 

By  places,  pensions,  bounties  from  France,  and  gifts 
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from  the  King,  whilst  his  daughter  was  in  favour,  Lord 
Castlewood,  who  had  spent  in  the  Eoyal  service  his  youth 
and  fortune,  did  not  retrieve  the  latter  quite,  and  never 
cared  to  visit  Castlewood,  or  repair  it,  since  the  death  of 
his  son,  but  managed  to  keep  a  good  house,  and  figure  at 
Court,  and  to  save  a  considerable  sum  of  ready  money. 

And  now,  his  heir  and  nephew,  Thomas  Esmond,  began 
to  bid  for  his  uncle's  favour.  Thomas  had  served  with  the 
Emperor,  and  with  the  Dutch,  when  King  Charles  was 
compelled  to  lend  troops  to  the  States ;  and  against  them, 
when  his  Majesty  made  an  alliance  with  the  French  King. 
In  these  campaigns  Thomas  Esmond  was  more  remarked  for 
duelling,  brawling,  vice,  and  play,  than  for  any  conspicu- 
ous gallantry  in  the  field,  and  came  back  to  England,  like 
many  another  English  gentleman  who  has  travelled,  with 
a  character  by  no  means  improved  by  his  foreign  experi- 
ence. He  had  dissipated  his  small  paternal  inheritance  of 
a  younger  brother's  portion,  and,  as  truth  must  be  told, 
was  no  better  than  a  hanger-on  of  ordinaries,  and  a  brawler 
about  Alsatia  and  the  Friars,  when  he  bethought  him  of  a 
means  of  mending  his  fortune. 

His  cousin  was  now  of  more  than  middle  age,  and  had 
nobody's  word  but  her  own  for  the  beauty  which  she  said 
she  once  possessed.  She  was  lean,  and  yellow,  and  long 
in  the  tooth ;  all  the  red  and  white  in  all  the  toy-shops  of 
London  could  not  make  a  beauty  of  her — Mr.  Killigrew 
called  her  the  Sibyl,  the  death's-head  put  up  at  the  King's 
feast  as  a  memento  mori,  &c. — in  fine^a  woman  who  might 
be  easy  of  conquest,  but  whom  only  a^very  bold  man  would 
think,  of  conquering.  This  bold  man  was  Thomas  Esmond. 
He  ha d~~ar fancy  to  my  Lord  Castlewo^od's"  savings,  the 
amount  of  which  rumour  had  very  much  exaggerated.  Ma- 
dame  Isabel  was  said  to  have  Eoyal  jewels  of  great  value; 
'whereas  poor  Tom  Esmond's  last  coat  but  one  was  in  pawn. 

My  lord  had  at  this  time  a  fine  house  in  Lincoln's-Inn- 
Fields,  nigh  to  the  Duke's  Theatre  and  the  Portugal  am- 
bassador's chapel.  Tom  Esmond,  who  had  frequented  the 
one,  as  long  as  he  had  money  to  spend  among  the  actresses, 
now  came  to  the  church  as  assiduously.  He  looked  so  lean 
and  shabby,  that  he  passed  without  difficulty  for  a  re- 
pentajit  sinner ;  and  so,  becoming  converted,  you  may  be 
sure  took  his  uncle's  priest  for  a  director. 

This  charitable  father  reconciled  him  with  the  old  lord, 
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his  uncle,  who  a  short  time  before  would  not  speak  to  him, 
as  Tom  passed  under  my  lord's  coach  window,  his  lordship 
going  in  state  to  his  place  at  Court,  while  his  nephew  slunk 
by  with  his  battered  hat  and  feather,  and  the  point  of  his 
rapier  sticking  out  of  ^he  scabbard — to  his  two-penny  or- 
dinary in  Bell  Yard. 

Thomas  Esmond,  after  his  reconciliation  with  his  uncle, 
very  soon  began  to  grow  sleek,  and  to  show  signs  of  the 
benefits  of  good  living  and  clean  linen.  He  fasted  rigor- 
ously twice  a  week,  to  be  sure ;  but  he  made  amends  on  the 
other  days :  and,  to  show  how  great  his  appetite  was,  Mr. 
Wycherley  said,  he  ended  by  swallowing  that  fly-blown 
rank  old  morsel  his  cousin.  There  were  endless  jokes  and 
lampoons  about  this  marriage  at  Coi\rt:  but  Tom  rode 
thither  in  his  uncle's  coach  now,  called  him  father,  and 
having  won  could  afford  to  laugh.  This  marriage  took 
place  very  shortly  before  King  Charles  died:  whom  the 
Viscount  of  Castlewood  speedily  followed. 

The  issue  of  this  marriage  was  one  son,  whom  the 
parents  watched  with  an  intense  eagerness  and  care;  but 
who,  in  spite  of  nurses  and  physicians,  had  only  a  brief 
existence.  His  tainted  blood  did  not  run  very  long  in  his 
poor  feeble  little  body.  ^  Symptoms  of  evil  broke  out  early 
on^him ;  and,  part  from  flattery,  part  superstition,  nothing 
would  satisfy  my  lord  and  lady,  especially  the  latter,  but 
having  the  poor  little  cripple  touched  by  his  Majesty  at  his 
church.  They  were  ready  to  cry  out  miracle  at  first  (the 
doctors  and  quack-salvers  being  constantly  in  attendance 
on  the  child,  and  experimenting  on  his  poor  little  body 
with  every  conceivable  nostrum) — but  though  there  seemed, 
from  some  reason,  a  notable  amelioration  in  the  infant's 
health  after  his  Majesty  touched  him,  in  a  few  weeks  after- 
ward the  poor  thing  died — causing  the  lampooners  of  the 
Court  to  say,  that  the  King,  in  expelling  evil  out  of  the 
infant  of  Tom  Esmond  and  Isabella  his  wife,  expelled 
the  life  out  of  it,  which  was  nothing  but  corruption. 

The  mother's  natural  pang  at  losing  this  poor  little  child 
must  have  been  increased  when  she  thought  of  her  rival 
Frank  Esmond's  wife,  who  was  a  favourite  of  the  whole 
Court,  where  my  poor  Lady  Castlewood  was  neglected,  and 
who  had  one  child,  a  daughter,  flourishing  and  beautiful, 
and  was  about  to  become  a  mother  once  more. 

The  Court,  as  I  have  heard,  only  laughed  the  more  be- 
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cause  the  poor  lady,  who  had  pretty  well  passed  the  age 
wheif  ladies  are  accustomed  to  have  children,  nevertheless 
determined  not  to  give  hope  up,  and  even  when  she  came 
to  live  at  Castlewood,  was  constantly  sending  over  to  Hex- 
ton  for  the  doctor,  and  announcing  to  her  friends  the  ar- 
rival of  an  heir.  This  absurdity  of  hers  was  one  amongst 
many  others  which  the  wags  used  to  play  upon.  Indeed, 
to  the  last  days  of  her  life,  my  Lady  Viscountess  had  the 
comfort  of  fancying  herself  beautiful,  and  persisted  in 
blooming  up  to  the  very  midst  of  winter,  painting  roses  on 
her  cheeks  long  after  their  natural  season,  and  attiring  her- 
self like  summer  though  her  head  was  covered  with  snow. 
Gentlemen  who  were  about  the  Court  of  King  Charles, 
and  King  James,  have  told  the  present  writer  a  number  of 
stories  about  this  queer  old  lady,  with  which  it's  not  nec- 
essary that  posterity  should  be  entertained.  She  is  said  to 
have  had  great  powers  of  invective;  and,  if  she  fought 
with  all  her  rivals  in  King  James's  favour,  'tis  certain  she 
must  have  had  a  vast  number  of  quarrels  on  her  hands. 
She  was  a  woman  of  an  intrepid  spirit,  and,  it  appears, 
pursued^hd  VatheFTatigueS'  his  Majesty  with  her  rights 
and  her  wrongs.  Some  say  that  the  cause  of  her  leaving 
Court  was  jealousy  of  Frank  Esmond's  wife;  others,  that 
she  was  forced  to  retreat  after  a  great  battle  which  took 
place  at  Whitehall,  between  her  ladyship  and  Lady  Dor- 
chester, Tom  Killigrew's  daughter,  whom  the  King  de- 
lighted to  honour,  and  in  which  that  ill-favoured  Esther 
got  the  better  of  our  elderly  Vashti.  But  her  ladyship, 
for  her  part,  always  averred  that  it  was  her  husband's 
quarrel,  and  not  her  own,  which  occasioned  the  banishment 
of  the  two  into  the  country;  and  the  cruel  ingratitude  of 
the  Sovereign  in  giving  away,  out  of  the  family,  that  place 
of  Warden  of  the  Butteries  and  Groom  of  the  King's  Pos- 
set, which  the  two  last  Lords  Castlewood  had  held  so  hon- 
ourably, and  which  was  now  conferred  upon  a  fellow  of 
yesterday,  and  a  hanger-on  of  that  odious  Dorchester  crea- 
ture, my  Lord  Bergamot  ;*  "  I  never, "  said  my  lady,  "  could 

*  Lionel  Tipton,  created  Baron  Bergamot,  ann.  1686,  Gentleman 
Usher  of  the  Back  Stairs,  and  afterwards  appointed  Warden  of  the 
Butteries  and  Groom  of  the  King's  Posset  (on  the  decease  of  George, 
second  Viscount  Castlewood),  accompanied  his  Majesty  to  St.  Ger- 
main' s,  where  he  died  without  issue.  No  Groom  of  the  Posset  was 
appointed  by  the  Prince  of  Orange,  nor  hath  there  been  such  an  offi- 
cer in  any  succeeding  reign. 
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have  come  to  see  his  Majesty's  posset  carried  by  any  other- 
hand  than  an  Esmond.  I  should  have  dashed  the  salver 
out  of  Lord  Bergamot's  hand,  had  I  met  him."  And  those 
■who  knew  her  ladyship  are  aware  that  she  was  a  person 
quite  capable  of  performing  this  feat,  had  she  not  wisely 
kept  out  of  the  way. 

Holding  the  purse-strings  in  her  own  control,  to  which, 
indeed,  she  liked  to  bring  most  persons  who  came  near 
her.  Lady  Castlewood  could  command  her  husband's  obedi- 
ence, and  so  broke  up  her  establishment  at  London ;  she 
had  removed  from  Lincoln' s-Inn-Fields  to  Chelsea,  to  a 
pretty  new  house  she  bought  there ;  and  brought  her  estab- 
lishment, her  maids,  lap-dogs,  and  gentlewomen,  her  priest, 
and  his  lordship  her  husband,  to  Castlewood  Hall,  that  she 
had  never  seen  since  she  quitted  it  as  a  child  with  her 
father  during  the  troubles  of  King  Charles  the  First's  reign. 
The  walls  were  still  open  in  the  old  house  as  ■  they  had 
been  left  by  the  shot  of  the  Commonwealth-men.  A  part 
of  the  mansion  was  restored  and  furbished  up  with  the 
plate,  hangings,  and  furniture  brought  from  the  house  in 
London.  My  lady  meant  to  have  a  triumphal  entry  into 
Castlewood  village,  and  expected  the  people  to  cheer  as  she 
drove  over  the  Green  ia  her  great  coach,  my  lord  beside 
her,  her  gentlewomen,  lap-dogs,  and  cockatoos  on  the  op- 
posite seat,  six  horses  to  her  carriage,  and  servants  armed 
and  mounted  following  it  and  preceding  it.  But  'twas  in 
the  height  of  the  No-Popery  cry ;  the  folks  in  the  village 
and  the  neighbouring  town  were  soared  by  the  sight  of  her 
ladyship's  painted  face  and  eyelids,  as  she  bobbed  her 
head  out  of  the  coach  window,  meaning,  no  doubt,  to  be 
very  gracious :  and  one  old  woman  said,  "  Lady  Isabel ! 
lord-a-mercy,  it's  Lady  Jezebel!"  a  name  by  which  the 
enemies  of  the  right  honourable  Viscountess  were  afterwards 
in  the  habit  of  designating  her.  The  country  was  then  in 
a  great  No-Popery  fervour ;  her  ladyship's  known  conver- 
sion, and  her  husband's,  the  priest  in  her  train,  and  the 
service  performed  at  the  chapel  of  Castlewood  (though  the 
chapel  had  been  built  for  that  worship  before  any  other 
was  heard  of  in  the  country,  and  though  the  service  was 
performed  in  the  most  quiet  manner),  got  her  no  favour  at 
first  in  the  county  or  village.  '  By  far  the  greater  part  of 
the  estate  of  Castlewood  had  been  confiscated,  and  been 
parcelled  out  to  Commonwealth-men.    One  or  two  of  these 
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old  Cromwellian  soldiers  were  still  alive  in  the  village,  and 
looked  grimly  at  first  upon  my  Lady  Viscountess,  when  she 
came  to  dwell  there. 

She  appeared  at  the  Hexton  Assembly,  bringing  her  lord 
after  her,  scaring  the  country  folks  with  the  splendour  of 
her  diamonds,  which  she  always  wore  in  public.  They 
said  she  wore  them  in  private,  too,  and  slept  withTthem 
round  her  neck;  though  the  writer  can  pledge  his  word 
that  this  was  a  calumny.  "If  she  were  to  take  them  off," 
my  Lady  Sark  said,  "  Tom  Esmond,  her  husband,  would 
run  away  with  them  and  pawn  them."  'Twas  another 
calumny.  My  Lady  Sark  was  also  an  exile  from  Court, 
and  there  had  been  war  between  the  two  ladies  before. 

The  village  people  began  to  be  reconciled  presently  to 
their  lady,  who  was  generous  and  kind,  though  fantastic 
and  haughty,  in  her  ways,  and  whose  praises  Doctor 
Tusher,  the  Vicar,  sounded  loudly  amongst  his  flock.  As 
for  my  lord,  he  gave  no  great  trouble,  being  considered 
scarce  more~thah'aii  appendage  to  my  ladyTwho,  as^duugh^" 
"ter  of~tfil~oK^oMs  of^CastTewbody  arid  possessor  of  vast 
wealth,  as  the  country  folks  said  (though  indeed  nine- 
tenths  of  it  existed  but  in  rumour),  was  looked  upon  as 
the  real  queen  of  the  Castle,  and  mistress  of  all  it  con- 
tained. 

2 


18  HENRY  ESMOND. 


// 


CHAPTER    III. 


WHITHER  IN  THE  TIME  OF  THOMAS,  THIRD  VIS- 
COUNT, IJHAD  PRECEDED  HIM  AS  PAGE  TO  ISA- 
BELLA.'   / 

Coming  up  to  London  again  some  short  time  after  this 
retreat,  the  Lord  Castlewood  despatched  a  retainer  of  his 
to  a  little  cottage  in  the  village  of  Ealing,  near  to  London, 
where  for  some  time  had  dwelt  an  old  French  refugee,  by 
name  Mr.  Pastoureau,  one  of  those  whom  the  persecution 
of  the  Huguenots  by  the  French  king  had  brought  over  to 
this  country.  With  this  old  man  lived  a  little  lad,  who 
went  by  the  name  of  (Henry  Thomasj  He  remembered  to 
have  lived  in  another  place  a  short  time  before,  near  to 
London  too,  amongst  looms  and  spinning-wheels,  and  a 
great  deal  of  psalm-singing  and  church-going,  and  a  whole 
colony  of  Frenchmen. 

There  he  had  a  dear,  dear  friend,  who  died,  and  whom 

1^  he  called  Aunt.     She  used  to  visit  him  in  his  dreams  some- 

,    times ;  and  her  face,  though  it  was  homely,  was  a  thousand 

'    times  dearer  to  him  than  that  of  Mrs.  Pastoureau,   Bon 

Papa  Pastoureau' s  new  wife,  who  came  to  live  with  him 

after  aunt  went  away.     And  there,  at  Spittlefields,  as  it 

used  to  be  called,  lived  Uncle  George,  who  was  a  weaver 

too,  but  used  to  tell  Harry  tha*;  he  was  a  little  gentleman, 

and  that  his  father  was  a  captain,  and  his  mother  an  angel. 

When  he  said  so,  Bon  Papa  iised  to  look  up  from  the 
loom,  where  he  was  embroidering  beautiful  silk  flowers,  and 
say,  "Angel!  she  belongs  to  the,  Babylonish  scarlet  woman." 
Bon  Papa  was  always  talking  of  the  scarlet  woman.  He  had 
a  little  room  where  he  always  used  to  preach  and  sing  hymns 
out  of  his  great  old  nose.  Little  Harry -did  not  like  the 
preaching ;  he  liked  better  the  fine  stories  which  aunt  used 
to  tell  him.  Bon  Papa's  wife  never  told  him  pretty  stories ; 
she  quarrelled  with  Uncle  George,  and  he  went  away. 

After  this,  Harry's  Bon  Papa  and  his  wife  and  two' chil- 
dren of  her  own  that  she  brought  with  her,  came  to  live 
at  Ealing.  The  new  wife  gave  her  children  the  best  of 
everything,  and   Harry  many  a  whipping,  he   knew  not 
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why.  Besides  blows,  he  got  ill  names  from  her,  which 
need  not  be  set  down  here,  for  the  sake  of  old  Mr.  Pas- 
toureaii,  who  was  still  kind  sometimes.  The  unhappiness 
of  those  days  is  long  forgiven,  though  they  east  a  shade  i 
of  melancholy  over  the  child's  youth,  which  will  aceom-  i 
pany  him,  no  doubt,  to  the  end  of  his  days :  as  those  ten- 
der twigs  are  bent  the  trees  grow  afterward ;  and  he,  at 
least,  who  has  suffered  as  a  child,  and  is  not  quite  per- 
verted in  that  early  school  of  unhappiness,  learns  to  be 
gentle  and  long-suffering  with  little  children. 

Harry  was  very  glad  when  a  gentleman  dressed  in  black, 
on  horseback,  with  a  mounted  servant  behind  him,  came  to 
fetch  him.  away  from  Ealing.  The  noverca,  or  unjust 
stepmother,  who  had  neglected  him  for  her  own  two  chil- 
dren, gave  him  supper  enough  the  night  before  he  went 
away,  and  plenty  in  the  morning.  She  did  not  beat  him. 
once,  and  told  the  children  to  keep  their  hands  off  him. 
One  was  a  girl,  and  Harry  never  could  bear  to  strike  a 
girl ;  and  the  other  was  a  boy,  whom  he  could  easily  have 
beat,  but  he  always  cried  out,  when  Mrs.  Pastoureau  came 
sailing  to  the  rescue  with  arms  like  a  flail.  She  only 
washed  Harry's  face  the  day  he  went  away;  nor  ever  so 
much  as  once  boxed  his  ears.  She  whimpered  rather  when 
the  gentleman  in  black  came  for  the  boy;  and  old  Mr. 
Pastoureau,  as  he  gave  the  child  his  blessing,  scowled  over 
his  shoulder  at  the  strange  gentleman,  and  grumbled  out 
something  about  Babylon  and  the  scarlet^  lady.  He  was 
grown  quite  old,  like  a  child  almost;  /Mrs.  Pastoureau 
used  to  wipe  his  nose  as  she  did  to  the  children.  She  was 
a  great,  big,  handsome  young  womanj  but,  though  she  pre- 
tended to  cry,  Harry  thought  'twas  only  a  sham,  and 
sprang  quite  delighted  upon  the  horse  upon  which  the 
lacquey  helped  him. 

He  was  a  Frenchman;  his  name  was  Blaise.  The  child 
could  talk  to  him  in  his  own  language  perfectly  well :  he 
knew  it  better  than  English  indeed,  having  lived  hitherto 
chiefly  among  French  people :  and  being  called  the  Little 
Frenchman  by  other  boys  on  Ealing  Green.  He  soon  learnt 
to  speak  English  perfectly,  and  to  forget  some  of  his 
French :  children  forget  easily.  Some  earlier  and  fainter 
recollections  the  child  had  of  a  different  country ;  and  a 
town  with  tall  white  houses ;  and  a  ship.  But  these  were 
quite  indistinct  in  the  boy's  mind,  as  indeed  the  memory  of 
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Ealing  soon  became,  at  least  of  much  that  he  suffered 
there. 

The  lacquey  before  whom  he  rode  was  very  lively  and 
voluble,  and  informed  the  boy  that  the  gentleman  riding 
before  him  was  my  ford's  chaplain,  Father  Holt — that  he 
was  now  to  be  called  Master  Harry  Esmond^^that  my  Lord 
Viscount  Castlewooa  was  his  parrdin — that  he  was  to 
live  at  the  great  house  of  Castlewood,  in  the  province  of 

shire,  where  he  would  see  Madam,  the  Viscountess, 

who  was  a  grand  lady.  And  so,  seated  on  a  cloth  before 
Blaise's  saddle,  Harry  Esmond  was  brought  to  London,  and 
to  a  fine  square  called  Covent  Garden,  near  to  which  his 
patron  lodged. 

Mr.  Holt,  the  priest,  took  the  child  by  the  hand,  and 
brought  him  to  this  nobleman,  a  grand  languid  nobleman 
in  a  great  cap  and  flowered  morning-gown,  sucking  oranges. 
He  patted  Harry  on  the  head  and  gave  him  an  orange. 

"C'est  bien  Qa,"  he  said  to  the  priest  after  eyeing  the 
child,  and  the  gentleman  in  black  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"Let  Blaise  take  him  out  for  a  holyday,"  and  out  for  a 
holyday  the  boy  and  the  valet  went.  Harry  went  jumping 
along;  he  was  glad  enough  to  go. 

He  will  remember  to  his  life's  end  the  delights  of  those 
days.  He  was  taken  to  see  a  play  by  Monsieur  Blaise,  in 
a  house  a  thousand  times  greater  and  finer  than  the  booth 
at  Ealing  Fair — and  on  the  next  happy  day  they  took  water 
on  the  river,  and  Harry  saw  London  Bridge,  with  the 
houses  and  booksellers'  shops  thereon,  looking  like  a  street, 
and  the  Tower  of  London,  with  the  Armour,  and  the  great 
lions  and  bears  in  the  moat — all  under  company  of  Mon- 
sieur Blaise. 

Presently,  of  an  early  morning,  all  the  party  set  forth 
for  the  country,  namely,  my  Lord  Viscount  and  the  other 
gentleman;  Monsieur  Blaise. and  Harry  on  a  pillion  behind 
him,  and  two  or  three  men  with  pistols  and  leading  the 
baggage-horses.  And  all  along  the  road  the  Frenchman 
told  little  Harry  stories  of  brigands,  which  made  the  child's 
hair  stand  on  end,  and  terrified  him;  so  that  at  the  great 
gloomy  inn  on  the  road  where  they  lay,  he  besought  to  be 
allowed  to  sleep  in  a  room  with  one  of  the  servants,  and 
was  compassionated  by  Mr.  Holt,  the  gentleman  who  trav  ■ 
elled  with  my  lord,  and  who  gave  the  child  a  little  bed  in 
his  chamber. 
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His  artless  talk  and  answers  very  likely  inclined  tliis 
gentleman  in  the  boy's  favour,  for  next  day  Mr.  Holt  said 
Harry  should  ride  behind  him,  and  not  with  the  French 
lacquey ;  and  all  along  the  journey  put  a  thousand  ques- 
tions to  the  child — as  to  his  foster-brother  and  relations  at 
Ealing ;  what  his  old  grandfather  had  taught  him ;  what 
languages  he  knew ;  whether  he  could  read  and  write,  and 
sing,  and  so  forth.  And  Mr.  Holt  found  that  Harry  could 
read  and  write,  and  possessed  the  two  languages  of  French 
and  English  very  well ;  and  when  he  asked  Harry  about 
singing,  the  lad  broke  out  with  a  hymn  to  the  tune  of  Dr. 
Martin  Luther,  which  set  Mr.  Holt  a-laughing ;  and  even 
caused  his  grand  parrain  in  the  laced  hat  and  periwig  to 
laugh  too  when  Holt  told  him  what  the  child  was  singing. 
For  it  appeared  that  Dr.  Martin  Luther's  hymns  were  not 
sung  in  the  churches  Mr.  Holt  preached  at. 

"  You  must  never  sing  that  song  any  more :  do  you  hear, 
little  mannikin?  "  says  my  Lord  Viscount,  holding  up  a 
linger. 

"But  we  will  try  and  teach  you  a  better,  Harry,"  Mr. 
Holt  said ;  and  the  child  answered,  for  he  was  a  docile 
child,  and  of  an  affectionate  nature,  "  That  he  loved  pretty 
songs,  and  would  try  and  learn  anything  the  gentleman 
would  tell  him."  That  day  he  so  pleased  the  gentlemen 
by  his  talk,  that  they  had  him  to  dine  with  them  at  the 
inn,  and  encouraged  him  in  his  prattle;  and  Monsieur 
Blaise,  with  whom  he  rode  and  dined  the  day  before, 
waited  upon  him  now. 

"'Tis  well,  'tis  well!"  said  Blaise,  that  night  (in  his 
own  language)  when  they  lay  again  at  an  inn.  "  We  are  a 
little  lord  here ;  we  are  a  little  lord  now :  we  shall  see 
what  we  are  when  we  come  to  Castlewood,  where  my  lady 
is." 

"  When  shall  we  come  to  Castlewood,  Monsieur  Blaise?  " 
says  Harry. 

"  Parbl&ii!  my  lord  does  not  press  himself,"  Blaise  says, 
with  a  grin ;  and,  indeed,  it  seemed  as  if  his  lordship  was 
not  in  a  great  hurry,  for  he  spent jfchree.  days  on  that  jour- 
ney,  which  Harry  Esmond  hath  often  since  ridden  in  a 
dozenhoufsT"  For  the  last  two  of  the  day  s'Harry  rode 
with  the  priest,  who  was  so  kind  to  him,  that  the  child 
had  grown  to  be  quite  fond  and  familiar  with  him  by 
the  journey's  end,  and  had  scarce  a  thought  in  his  little 
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heart  which  by  that  time  he  had  not  confided  to  his  new- 
friend. 

At  length,  on  the  third  day,  at  evening,  they  came  to  a 
village  standing  on  a  green  with  elms  round  it,  very  pretty 
to  look  at ;  and  the  people  there  all  took  off  their  hats,  and 
made  curtsies  to  my  Lord  Viscount,  who  bowed  to  them 
all  languidly;  and  there  was  one  portly  person  that  wore  a 
cassock  and  a  broad-leafed  hat,  who  bowed  lower  than  any 
one — and  with  this  one  both  my  lord  and  Mr.  Holt  had  a 
few  words.  "This,  Harry,  is  Castlewood  church,"  says 
Mr.  Holt,  "  and  this  is  the  pillar  thereof,  learned  Doctor 
Tusher.  Take  off  your  hat,  sirrah,  and  salute  Doctor 
Tusher!" 


"Come  up  to  supper,  Doctor,"  says  my  lord;  at  which 
the  Doctor  made  another  low  bow,  and  the  party  moved  on 
towards  a  grand  house  that  was  before  them,  with  many 
grey  towers  and  vanes  on  them,  and  windows  flaming  in 
the  sunshine;  and  a  great  army  of  rooks,  wheeling  over 
their  heads,  made  for  the  woods  behind  the  house,  as 
Harry  saw ;  and  Mr.  Holt  told  him  that  they  lived  at 
Castlewood  too. 

They  came  to  the  house,  and  passed  under  an  arch  into 
a  courtyard,  with  a  fountain  in  the  centre,  where  many 
men  came  and  held  my  lord's  stirrup  as  he  descended,  and 
paid  great  respect  to  Mr.  Holt  likewise.  And  the  child 
thought  that  the  servants  looked  at  him  curiously,  and 
smiled  to  one  another — and  he  recalled  what  Blaise  had 
said  to  him  when  they  were  in  London,  and  Harry  had 
spoken  about  his  godpapa,  when  the  Frenchman  said, 
"  Parhleu,  one  sees  well  that  my  lord  is  your  godfather ;  " 
words  whereof  the  poor  lad  did  not  know  the  meaning 
then,  though  he  apprehended  the  truth  in  a  very  short  time 
afterwards,  and  learned  it,  and  thought  of  it  with  no  small 
feeling  of  shame. 

Taking  Harry  by  the  hand  as  soon  as  they  were  both 
descended  from  their  horses,  Mr.  Holt  led  him  across  the 
court,  and  under  a  low  door  to  rooms  on  a  level  with  the 
ground;  one  of  which  Father  Holt  said  was  to  be  the  boy's 
chamber,  the  other  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  being 
the  Father's  own ;  and  as  soon  as  the  little  man's  face  was 
washed,  and  the  Father's  own  dresS  arranged,  Harry's 
guide  took  him  once  more  to  the  door  by  which  my  lord 
had  entered  the  hall,  and  up  a  stair,  and  through  an  ante- 


HENRY    ESMONB.  25 

room  to  my  lady's  drawing-room — an  apartment  than 
which  Harry  thought  he  had  never  seen  anything  moi'9 
grand — no,  not  in  the  Tower  of  London  which  he  had  just 
visited.  Indeed,  the  chamber  was  richly  ornamented  in 
the  manner  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  time,  with  great  stained 
windows  at  either  end,  and  hangings  of  tapestry,  which 
the  sun  shining  through  the  coloured  glass  painted  of  ft 
thousand  hues ;  and  here  in  state,  by  the  fire,  sate  a  lady  to 
whom  the  priest  took  up  Harry,  who  was  indeed  amazed 
by  her  appearance. 

My  Lady  Viscountess's  face  was  daubed  with  white  and 
red  ujTW  the  eyes,  to  which  the  paint  gave  an  unearthly 
glare :  she  had  a  tower  of  lace  on  her  head,  under  which 
was  a  bush  of  Hack  curls — borrowed  curls — so  that  no 
wonder  little  Harry  Esmond  was  scared  when  he  was  first 
presented  to  her — the  kind  priest  acting  as  master  of  the 
ceremonies  at  that  solemn  uitroduction — and  he  stared  at 
her  with  eyes  almost  as  great  as  her  own,  as  heTiad  stared 
at'tlie'player-woman  wTio  acted  the  wicked  tragedy-queen, 
when  the  players  came  down  to  Ealing  Fair.  She  sate  in 
agreat  chair  by  the  fire-corner :  in  her  lap  was  a  spaniel- 
dog  that  barked  furiously ;  on  a  little  table  by  her  was  her 
ladyship's  snuff-box  and  her  sugar-plum  box.  She  wore  a 
dress  of  Black  velvet,  and  a  petticoat  of  flame-coloured 
brocade.  She  had  as  many  rings  on  her  fingers  as  the  old 
woman  of  Banbury  Cross ;  and  pretty  small  feet  which  she 
was  fond  of  showing,  with  great  gold  clocks  to  her  stock- 
ings, and  white  pantofles  with  red  heels ;  and  an  odour  of 
musk  was  shook  out  of  her  garments  whenever  she  moved 
or  quitted  the  room,  leaning  on  her  tortoiseshell  stick,  little 
Fury  barking  at  her  heels. 

_Mrs.  Tusher,  the  parson's  wife,  was  with  my  lady.  She 
had  been  waiting- woman  to  her  ladyship  in  the  late  lord's 
time,  and,  having  her  soul  in  that  business,  took  naturally 
to  it  when  the  Viscountess  of  Castlewood  returned  to  in- 
habit her  father's  house. 

"  I  present  to  your  ladyship  your  kinsman  and  little 
jpage  of  honour.  Master  Henry  Esmond,"  Mr.  Holt  said, 
bowing  lowly,  with  a  sort  of  comical  humility.  "  Make  a 
pretty  bow  to  my  lady.  Monsieur ;  and  then  another  little 
bow,  not  so  low,  to  Madame  Tusher — the  fair  priestess  of 
Castlewood." 

"Where  I  have  lived  and  hope  to  die,  sir,"  says  Ma- 
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dame  Tusher,  giving  a  hard  glance  at  the  brat,  and  then  at 
my  lady. 

Upon  her  the  boy's  whole  attention  was  for  a  time  di- 
rected. He  could  not  keep  his  great  eyes  off  from  her. 
Since  the  Empress  of  Ealing,  he  had  seen  nothing  so  awful. 

"  Does  my  appearance  please  you,  little  page?  "  asked 
the  lady. 

"He  would  be  very  hard  to  please  if  it  didn't,"  cried 
Madame  Tusher. 

"Have  done,  you  silly  Maria,"  said  Lady  Castle  wood. 

"Where  I'm  attached,  I'm  attached,  Madame — and  I'd 
die  rather  than  not  say  so." 

"  Je  meurs  ou  je  m'attaehe,"  Mr.  Holt  said  with  a  polite 
grin.  "  The  ivy  says  so  in  the  picture,  and  clings  to  the 
oak  like  a  fond  parasite  as  it  is." 

"  Parricide,  sir !  "  cries  Mrs.  Tusher. 

•"  "  Hush,  Tusher — you  are  always  bickering  with  Father 

Holt,"  cried  my  lady.    "  Come  and  kiss  my  hand,  child ;  " 

and  the  oak  held  out  a  branch  to  little  Harry  Esmond,  who 

'    took  and  dutifully  kissed  the   lean  old  hand,  upon  the 

-gnarled  knuckles  of  which  there  glittered  a  hundred  rings. 

"  To  kiss  that  hand  would  make  many  a  pretty  fellow 
happy!  "  cried  Mrs.  Tusher:  on  which  my  lady  crying  out, 
"  ,Go,  you  foolish  Tusher !  "  and  tapping  her  with  her  great 
fan,  Tusher  ran  forward  to  seize  her  hand  and  kiss  it. 
Pury  arose  and  barked  furiously  at  Tusher;  and  Father 
Holt  looked  on  at  this  queer  scene,  with  arch,  grave 
glances. 

The  awe  exhibited  by  the  little  boy  perhaps  pleased  the 
lady  to  whom  this  artless  flattery  was  bestowed :  for  hav- 
ing gone  down  on  his  knee  (as  Father  Holt  had  directed 
him,  and  the  mode  then  was)  and  performed  his  obeisance, 
she  said,  "Page  Esmond,  my  groom  of  the  chamber  will 
inform  you  what  your  duties  are,  when  you  wait  upon  my 
lord  and  me ;  and  good  Father  Holt  will  instruct  you  as 
becomes  a  gentleman  of  our  name.  You  will  pay  him 
obedience  in  everything,  and  I  pray  you  may  grow  to  be  as 
learned  and  as  good  as  your  tutor." 

The  lady  seemed  to  have  the  greatest  reverence  for  Mr. 
Holt,  and  to  be  more  afraid  of  him  than  of  anything  else 
in  the  world.  If  she  was  ever  so  angry,  a  word  or  look 
from  Father  Holt  made  her  calm :  indeed  he  had  a  vast 
power  of  subjecting  those  who  came  near  him ;  and,  among 
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the  rest,  his  new  pupil  gave  himself  up  with  an  entire  con- 
fidence and  attachment  to  the  good  Father,  and  became  his 
willing  slave  almost  from  the  first  moment  he  saw  him. 

He  put  his  small  hand  into  the  Father's  as  he  walked 
away  from  his  first  presentation  to  his  mistress,  and  asked 
many  questions  in  his  artless  childish  way.  "  Who  is  that 
other  woman?  "  he  asked.  "  She  is  fat  and  round;  she  is 
more  pretty  than  my  Lady  Castlewood. " 

"She  is  Madame  Tusher,  the  parson's  wife  of  Castle- 
wood.    She  has  a  son  of  your  age,  but  bigger  than  you." 

"Why  does  she  like  so  to  kiss  my  lady's  hand?  It  is 
not  good  to  kiss. " 

"Tastes  are  different,  little  man.  Madame  Tusher  is 
attached  to  my  lady,  having  been  her  waiting-woman  be- 
fore she  was  married,  in  the  old  lord's  time.  She  married 
Doctor  Tusher  the  chaplain.  The  English  household  di- 
vines often  marry  the  waiting-women." 

"  You  will  not  marry  the  French  woman,  will  you?  I 
saw  her  laughing  with  Blaise  in  the  buttery. " 

"  I  belong  to  a  church  that  is  older  and  better  than  the 

English  church,"  Mr.  Holt  said  (making  a  sign  whereof 

Esmond  did  not  then  understand  the  meaning,  across  his 

breast  and  forehead) ;    "  in  our  church  the  clergy  do  not 

_marry.     You  will  understand  these  things  better  soon." 

"  Was  not  Saint  Peter  the  head  of  your  church? — Dr. 
Rabbits  of  Ealing  told  us  so." 

The  Father  said,  "  Yes,  he  was. " 

_"  But^Samt  Peter  was  married,  for  we  heard  only  last 
Sunday  that  his  wife's  mother  lay  sick  of  a  fever."  On 
which  the  Father  again  laughed,  and  said  he  would  under- 
stand this  too  better  soon,  and  talked  of  other  things,  and 
took  away  Harry  Esmond,  and  showed  him  the  great  old 
house  which  he  had  come  to  inhabit. 

It  stood  on  a  rising  green  hill,  with  woods  behind  it,  in 
which  were  rooks'  nests,  where  the  birds  at  morning  and 
returning  home  at  evening  made  a  great  cawing.  At  the 
foot  of  the  hill  was  a  river,  with  a  steep  ancient  bridge 
crossing  it ;  and  beyond  that  a  large  pleasant  green  flat, 
where  the  village  of  Castlewood  stood,  and  stands,  with 
the  church  in  the  midst,  the  parsonage  hard  by  it,  the  inn 
with  the  blacksmith's  forge  beside  it,  and  the  sign  of  the 
"Three  Castles  "  on  the  elm.  The  London  road  stretched 
away  towards  the  rising  sun,  and  to  the  west  were  swell- 
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tfng  hills  and  peaks,  behind  which  many  a  time  Harry- 
Esmond  saw  the  same  sun  setting,  that  he  now  looks  on 
thousands  of  miles  away  across  the  great  ocean — in  a  new 
Castlewood,  by  another  stream,  that  bears,  like  the  new 
country  of  wandering  ^neas,  the  fond  names  of  the  land 
^of  his  youth. 

The  Hall  of  Castlewood  was  built  with  two  courts, 
whereof  one  only,  the  fountain-court,  was  now  inhabited, 
the  other  having  been  battered  down  in  the  Cromwellian 
wars.  In  the  fountain-court,  still  in  good  repair,  was  the 
great  hall,  near  to  the  kitchen  and  butteries.  A  dozen  of 
living-rooms  looking  to  the  north,  and  communicating  with 
the  little  chapel  that  faced  eastwards  and  the  buildings 
stretching  from  that  to  the  main  gate,  and  with  the  hall 
(which  looked  to  the  west)  into  the  court  now  dismantled. 
This  court  had  been  the  most  magnificent  of  the  two,  until 
the  Protector's  cannon  tore  down  one  side  of  it  before  the 
place  was  taken  and  stormed.  The  besiegers  entered  at 
the  terrace  under  the  clock-tower,  slaying  every  man  of  the 
garrison,  and  at  their  head  my  lord's  brother,  Francis 
Esmond. 

The  Eestoration  did  not  bring  enough  money  to  the  Lord 
Castlewood  to  restore  this  ruined  part  of  his  house ;  where 
were  the  morning  parlours,  above  them  the  long  musick- 
gallery,  and  before  which  stretched  the  garden-terrace, 
where,  however,  the  flowers  grew  again  which  the  boots  of 
the  Roundheads  had  trodden  in  their  assault,  and  which 
was  restored  without  much  cost,  and  only  a  little  care, 
by  both  ladies  who  succeeded  the  second  viscount  in  the 
government  of  this  mansion.  Round  the  terrace-garden 
was  a  low  wall  with  a  wicket  leading  to  the  wooded  height 
beyond,  that  is  called  Cromwell's  Battery  to  this  day. 

Young  Harry  Esmond  learned  the  domestic  part  of  his 
duty,  which  was  easy  enough,  from  the  groom  of  her  lady- 
ship's chamber:  serving  the  Countess,  as  the  custom  com- 
monly was  in  his  boyhood,  as  page,  waiting  at  her  chair, 
bringing  her  scented  water  and  the  silver  basiu  after  dinner 
— sitting  on  her  carriage-step  on  state  occasions,  or  on 
public  days  introducing  her  company  to  her.  This  was 
chiefly  of  the  Catholic  gentry,  of  whom  there  were  a  pretty 
many  in  the  country  and  neighbouring  city ;  and  who  rode 
not  seldom  to  Castlewood  to  partake  of  the  hospitalities 
there.    In  the  second  year  of  their  residence,  the  company 
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seemed  especially  to  increase.  My  lord  and  my  lady  were 
seldom  without  visitors,  in  whose  society  it  was  curious 
to  contrast  the  difference  of  behaviour  between  Father  Holt, 
the  director  of  the  family,  and  Doctor  Tusher,  the  rector 
of  the  parish — Mr.  Holt  moving  amongst  the  very  highest 
as  quite  their  equal,  and  as  commanding  them  all ;  while 
poor  Doctor  Tusher,  whose  position  was  indeed  a  difficult 
one,  having  been  chaplain  once  to  the  Hall,  and  still  to  the 
Protestant  servants  there,  seemed  more  like  an  usher  than 
an  equal,  and  always  rose  to  go  away  after  the  first  course. 
Also  there  came  in  these  times  to  Father  Holt  many 
private  visitors,  whom,  after  a  little,  Henry  Esmond  had 
little  difficulty  in  recognizing  as  ecclesiastics  of  the  Father's 
persuasion,  whatever  their  dresses  (and  they  adopted  all) 
might  be.  These  were  closeted  with  the  Father  constantly, 
and  often  came  and  rode  away  without  paying  their  devoirs 
to  my  lord  and  lady — to  the  lady  and  lord  rather — his 
lordship  being  little  more  than  a  cipher  in  the  house,  and 

^entirely  under  his  domineering  partner.  A  little  fowling, 
a  little  hunting,  a  great  deal  of  sleep,  and  a  long  time  at 
cards  and  table,  carried  through  one  day  after  another  with 
his  lordship.  When  meetings  took  place  in  this  second 
year,  which  often  would  happen  with  closed  doors,  the 
page  found  my  lord's  sheet  of  paper  scribbled  over  with 
dogs  and  horses,  and  'twas  said  he  had  much  ado  to  keep 
himself  awake  at  these  councils :  the  Countess  ruling  over 
them,  and  he  acting  as  little  more  than  her  secretary. 

Father  Holt,  began  speedily  to  be  so  much  occupied  with 
these  meetings  as  rather  to  neglect  the  education  of  the 
little  lad  who  so  gladly  put  himself  under  the  kind  priest's 
orders.  At  first  they  read  much  and  regularly,  both  in 
Latm  and  French;  the  Father  not  neglecting  in  anything 
to  impress  his  faith  upon  his  pupil,  but  not  forcing  him 
violently,  apd  treating  him  with  a  delicacy  and^kindness 

jwhich  surprised  and  attached  the  child,  always  more  easily 
won  by  these  methods  than  by  any  severe  exercise  of  au^ 
thority.  And  his  delight  in  (our  walks  was  to  tell  Harry 
of  the  glories  of  his  order,  of  i'ts  martyrs  and  heroes,  of 
its  Brethren  converting  the  heathen  by  myriads,  traversing 
the  desert,  facing  the  stake,  ruling  the  courts  and  councils, 
or  braving  the  tortures  of  kings;  so  that  Harry  Esmond 
thought  that  to  belong  to  the  Jesuits  was  the  greatest  prize 
of  life  and  bravest  end  of  ambition ;  the  greatest  career  here 
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and  in  heaven  the  surest  reward ;  and  began  to  long  for  the 
day,  not  only  when  he  should  enter  into  the  one  church 
and  receive  his  first  communion,  but  when  he  might  join 
that  wonderful  brotherhood,  which  was  present  through- 
out all  the  world,  and  which  numbered  the  wisest,  the 
bravest,  the  highest  born,  the  most  eloquent  of  men  among 
its  members.  Father  Holt  bade  him  keep  his  views  secret, 
and  to  hide  them  as  a  great  treasure  which  would  escape 
him  ii  it  was  revealed;  and,  proud  of  this  confidence  and 
secret  vested  in  him,  the  lad  became  fondly  attached  to 
the  master  who  initiated  him  into  a  mystery  so  wonderful 
and  awful.  And  when  little  Tom  Tusher,  his  neighbour, 
came  from  school  for  his  holiday,  and  said  how  he,  too, 
was  to  be  bred  up  for  an  English  priest,  and  would  get 
what  he  called  an  exhibition  from  his  school,  and  then  a 
college  scholarship  and  fellowship,  and  then  a  good  living 
■ — it  tasked  young  Harry  Esmond's  powers  of  reticence  not 
to  say  to  his  young  companion,  "  Church !  priesthood !  fat 
living !  My  dear  Tommy,  do  you  call  yours  a  church  and 
a  priesthood?  What  is  a  fat  living  compared  to  convert- 
Jiig  a  hundred  thousand  heathens  by  a  single  sermon? 
What  is  a  scholarship  at  Trinity  by  the  side  of  a  crown  of 
martyrdom,  with  angels  awaiting  you  as  your  head  is  taken 
off?  Could  your  master  at  school  sail  over  the  Thames  on 
his  gown?  Have  you  statues  in  your  church  that  can 
J)leed,^ speak,  walk,  and  cry?  My  good  Tommy,  in  dear 
Father  Holt's  church  these  things  take  place  every  day. 
You  know  Saint  Philip  of  the  Willows  appeared  to  Lord 
Castlewood,  and  caused  him  to  turn  to  the  one  true  church. 
No  saints  ever  come  to  you."  And  Harry  Esmond,  be- 
cause of  his  promise  to  Father  Holt,  hiding  away  these 
treasures  of  faith  from  T.  Tusher,  delivered  himself  of 
them  nevertheless  simply  to  Father  Holt ;  who  stroked  his 
head,  smiled  at  him  with  his  inscrutable  look,  and  told 
him  that  he  did  well  to  meditate  on  these  great  things,  and 
not  to  talk  of  them  except  under  direction. 
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CHAPTER    lY. 

I   AM   PLACED    UNDER  A   POPISH  PRIEST  AND  BRED 
TO  THAT  RELIGION.— VISCOUNTESS  CASTLBWOOD. 

Had  time  enough  been  given,  and  his  childish  inclina- 
tions been  properly  nurtured,  Harry  Esmond  had  been  a 
Jesuit  priest  ere  he  was  a  dozen  years  older,  and 'might 
have  finished  his  days  a  martyr  in  China  or  a  victim  on 
Tower  Hill:  for,  in  the  few  months  they  spent  together 
at  Castlewood,  Mr.  Holt  obtained  an  entire  mastery  over 
the  boy's  intellect  and  affections;  and  had  brought  him  to 
think,  as  indeed  Father  Holt  thought  with  all  his  heart 
too,  that  no  life  was  so  noble,  no  death  so  desirable,  as 
that  which  many  brethren  of  his  famous  order  were  ready 
to  undergo.  By  love,  by  a  brightness  of  wit  and  good- 
humour  that  charmed  all,  by  an  authority  which  he  knew 
how  to  assume,  by  a  mystery  and  silence  about  him  which 
increased  the  child's  reverence  for  him,  he  won  Harry's 
absolute  fealty,  and  would  have  kept  it,  doubtless,  if 
schemes  greater  and  more  important  than  a  poor  little 
boy's  admission  into  orders  had  not  called  him  away. 

After  being  at  home  for  a  few  months  in  tranquillity  (if 
theirs  might  be  called  tranquillity,  which  was,  in  truth,  a 
constant  bickering),  my  lord  and  lady  left  the  country  for 
London,  taking  their  director  with  them :  and  his  little 
pupil  scarce  ever  shed  more  bitter  tears  in  his  lifeThanThe 
did  for_ nights  after  the_  first  parting  .with.,  his  dear  friend, 
as  he  lay  in  the  lonely  chamber  next  to  that  which  the 
Father  used  to  occupy.  He  and  a  few  domestics  were  left 
as  the  only  tenants  of  the  great  house :  and,  though  Harry 
sedulously  did  all  the  tasks  which  the  Father  set  him,  he 
had  many  hours  unoccupied,  and  read  in  the  library,  and* 
bewildered  his  little  brains  with  the  great  books'  he  found . 
there. 

After  a  while,  the  little  lad  grew  accustomed  to  the 
loneliness  of  the  place ;  and  in  after  days  remembered  this 
part  of  his  life  as  a  period  not  unhappy.  When  the  family 
was  at  London  the  whole  of  the  establishment  travelled 
thither  with  the  exception  of  the  porter — who  was,  more 
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over,  brewer,  gardener,  and  woodman — and  his  wife  and 
children.  These  had  their  lodging  in  the  gate-house  hard 
by,  with  a  door  into  the  court ;  and  a  window  looking  ovit 
on  the  green  was  the  Chaplain's  room;  and  next  to  this  a 
small  chamber  where  Father  Holt  had  his  books,  and 
Harry  Esmond  his  sleeping  closet.  The  side  of  the  house 
facing  the  east  had  escaped  the  guns  of  the  Cromwellians, 
whose  battery  was  on  the  height  facing  the  western  court ; 
so  that  this  eastern  end  bore  few  marks  of  demolition,  save 
in  the  chapel,  where  the  painted  windows  surviving  Edward 
the  Sixth  had  been  broke  by  the  Commonwealth-men .  In 
Father  Holt's  time  little  Harry  Esmond  acted  as  his  fa- 
miliar, and  faithful  little  servitor;  beating  his  clothes, 
folding  his  vestments,  fetching  his  water  from  the  well  long 
before  daylight,  ready  to  run  anywhere  for  the  service  of  his 
beloved  priest.  When  the  Father  was  away,  he  locked  his 
private  chamber ;  but  the  room  where  the  books  were  was 
left  to  little  Harry,  who,  but  for  the  society  of  this  gentle- 
man, was  little  less  solitary  when  Lord  Castlewood  was  at 
home. 

P*  The  French  wit  saith  that  a  hero  is  none  to  his  valet-de- 
chamhre,  and  it  required  less  quick  eyes  than  my  lady's 
little  page  was  naturally  endowed  with,  to  see  that  she  had 

j  many  qualities  by  no  means  heroic,  however  much  Mrs. 

"TusheF  might  flatter  and  coax  her.  When  Father  Holt 
was  not  by,  who  exercised  an  entire  authority  over  the 
pair,  my  lord  and  my  lady  quarrelled  and  abused  each 
other  so  as  to  make  the  servants  laugh,  and  to  frighten  the 
little  page  on  duty.  The  poor  boy  trembled  before  his 
mistress,  who  called  him  by  a  hundred  ugly  names,  who 
made  nothing  of  boxing  his  ears,  and  tilting  the  silver 
basin  in  his  face  which  it  was  his  business  to  present  to 
her  after  dinner.  (  She  hath  repaired,  by  subsequent  kind- 
ness to  him,  these  severities,  which  it  must  be  owned  made 
his  childhood  very  unhappy'!\  She  was  but  unhappy  her- 
self at  this  time,  poor  soul !  and  I  suppose  made  her  de- 
pendants Jead  her  own  sad  life.  I  think  my  lord  was  as 
inuch  afraid  of  her  as  her  page  was,  and  the  only  person 
of  the  household  who  mastered  her  was  Mr.  Holt.  Harry 
was  only  too  glad  when  the  Father  dined  at  table,  and  to 
slink  away  and  prattle  with  him,  afterwards,  or  read  with 
him,  or  walk  with  him.  Luckily  my  Lady  Viscountess 
did  not  rise   till  noon.     Heaven  help  the  poor  waiting- 
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woman  who  had  charge  of  her  toilet !  I  have  often  seen 
the  poor  wretch  come  out  with  red  eyes  from  the  closet 
where  those  long  and  mysterious  rites  of  her  ladyship's 
dress  were  performed,  and  the  backgammon-box  locked  up 
with  a  rap  on  Mrs'.  Tusher's  lingers  when  she  played  ill,  or 
the  game  was  going  the  wrong  way. 

Blessed  be  the  king  who  introduced  cards,  and  the  kind 
inventors  of  piquet  and  cribbage,  for  they  employed  six 
hours  at  least  of  her  ladyship's  day,  during  which  her 
family  was  pretty  easy.  Without  this  occupation  my  lady 
frequently  declared  she  should  die.  Her  dependants  one 
after  another  relieved  guard — 'twas  rather  a  dangerous 
post  to  play  with  her  ladyship — and  took  the  cards  turn 
about.  Mr.  Holt  would  sit  with  her  at  piquet  during 
hours  together,  at  which  time  she  behaved  herself  properly ; 
and  as  for  Doctor  Tusher,  I  believe  he  would  have  left  a 
parishioner's  dying  bed,  if  summoned  to  play  a  rubber 
with  his  patroness  at  Castlewood.  Sometimes,  when  they 
were  pretty  comfortable  together,  my  lord  took  a  hand. 
Besides  these  my  lady  had  her  faithful  poor  Tusher,  and 
one,  two,  three  gentlewomen  whom  Harry  Esmond  could 
recollect  in  his  time.  They  could  not  bear  that  genteel 
service  very  long ;  one  after  another  tried  and  failed  at  it. 
These  and  the  housekeeper,  and  little  Harry  Esmond,  had 
a  table  of  their  own.  Poor  ladies!  their  life  was  far 
harder  than  the  page's.  He  was  sound  asleep,  tucked  up 
in  his  little  bed,  whilst  they  were  sitting  by  her  ladyship 
reading  her  to  sleep,  with  the  "News  Letter"  or  the 
"Grand  Cyrus."  My  lady  used  to  have  boxes  of  ne'w*  ■ 
plays  from  London,  and  Harry  was  forbidden,  under  the 
pain  of  a  whipping,  to  look  into  them.  I  am  afraid  he  de- 
served the  penalty  pretty  often,  and  got  it  sometimesj 
Father  Holt  applied  it  twice  or  thrice,  when  he  caught  the 
young  scapegrace  with  a  delightful  wicked  comedy  of  Mr. 
Shadwell's  or  Mr.  Wyclierley's  under  his  pillow. 

^These,  wheii  he  took  any,  were  my  lord's  favourite  read- 
ing. But  he  was  averse  to  much  study,  and,  as  his  little 
page  fancied,  to  much  occupation  of  any  sort. 

It  always  seemed  to  young  Harry  Esmond  that  my  lord 
treated  him  with  more  kindness  when  his  lady  was  not 
present,  and  Lord  Castlewood  would  take  the  lad  some- 
times on  his  little  journeys  a-hunting  or  a-birding ;  he  loved 
to  play  at  cards  and  tric-trac  with  him,  which  games  the 
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boy  learned  to  pleasure  his  lord :  and  was  growing  to  like 
him  better  daily,  showing  a  special  pleasure  if  Father  Holt 
gave  a  good  report  of  him,  patting  him  on  the  head,  and 
promising  that  he  would  provide  for  the  boy.  However, 
in  my  lady's  presence,  my  lord  showed.no  such  marks  of 
kindness,  and  affected  to  treat  the  lad  roughly,  and  rebuked 
him  sharply  for  little  faults,  for  which  he  in  a  manner 
asked  pardon  of  young  Esmond  when  they  were  private, 
saying  if  he  did  not  speak  roughly,  she  would,  and  his 
'tongue  was' hot^ such  a  bad  one  as  his  lady's — a  point 
whereof  the  boy,  young  as  he  was,  was  very  well  assured. 

Great  public  events  were  happening  all  this  while,  of 
which  the  simple  young  page  took  little  count.  But  one 
day,  ridiag  into  the  neighbouring  town  on  the  step  of  my 
lady's  coach,  his  lordship  and  she  and  Father  Holt  being 
inside,  a  great  mob  of  people  came  hooting  and  jeering 
round  the  coach,  bawling  out  "  The  Bishops  for  ever ! " 
"  Down  with  the  Pope !  "  "  ISTo  Popery !  no  Popery !  Jeze- 
bel, Jezebel!  "  so  that  my  lord  began  to  laugh,  my  lady's 
eyes  to  roll  with  anger,  for  she  was  as  bold  as  a  lioness, 
and  feared  nobody ;  whilst  Mr.  Holt,  as  Esmond  saw  from 
his  place  on  the  step,  sank  back  with  rather  an  alarmed 
face,  crying  out  to  her  ladyship,  "  For  God's  sake,  madam, 
do  not  speak  or  look  out  of  window ;  sit  still."  But  she 
did  not  obey  this  prudent  injunction  of  the  Father ;  she 
thrust  her  head  out  of  the  coach  window,  and  screamed  out 
to  the  coachman,  "Flog  your  way  through  them,  the 
brutes,  James,  and  use  your  whip !  " 

The  mob  answered  with  a  roaring  jeer  of  laughter,  and 
fresh  cries  of  "  Jezebel !  Jezebel !  "  My  lord  only  laughed 
the  more :  he  was  a  languid  gentleman :  nothing  seemed  to 
excite  him  commonly,  though  I  have  seen  him  cheer  and 
halloo  the  hounds  very  briskly,  and  his  face  (which  was 
generally  very  yellow  and  calm)  grow  quite  red  and  cheer- 
ful during  a  burst  over  the  Downs  after  a  hare,  and  laugh, 
and  swear,  and  huzzah  at  a  cockfight,  of  which  sport  he 
was  very  fond.  And  now,  when  the  mob  began  to  hoot 
his  lady,  he  laughed  with  something  of  a  mischievous  look, 
as  though  he  expected  sport,  and  thought  that  she  and  they 
were  a  match. 

James  the  coachman  was  more  afraid  of  his  mistress  than 
the  mob,  probably,  for  he  whipped  on  his  horses  as  he  was 
bidden,  and  the  post-boy  that  rode  with  the  first  pair  (my 
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la'lyahvaya  went  with  her  coach-and-six, )  gave  a  cut  of 
his  thong  over  the  shoulders  of  one  fellow  who  put  his 
hand  out  towards  the  leading  horse's  rein. 

It  was  a  market-day,  and  the  country-people  were  all 
assembled  with  their  baskets  of  poultry,  eggs,  and  such 
things ;  the  postilion  had  no  sooner  lashed  the  man  who 
woukl  have  taken  hold  of  his  horse,  but  a  great  cabbage 
came  whirling  like  a  bombshell  into  the  carriage,  at  which 
my  lord  laughed  more,  for  it  knocked  my  lady's  fan  out  of 
her  hand,  and  plumped  into  Father  Holt's  stomach.  Then 
came  a  shower  of  carrots  and  potatoes. 

"For  Heaven's  sake  lie  still!  "  says  Mr.  Holt;  "we  are 
not  ten  paces  from  the  '  Bell '  archway,  where  they  can 
shut  the  gates  on  us,  and  keep  out  this  canaille." 

The  little  page  was  outside  the  coach  on  the  step,  and'a^ 
fellow  in  the  crowd  aimed  a  potato  at  him,  and  hit  him  in 
the  eye,  at  which  the  poor  little  wretch  set  up  a  shout ;  the 
man  laughed,  a  great  big  saddler's  apprentice  of  the  town. 
"Ah!  you  d — ■ —  little  yelling  Popish  bastard,"  he  said, 
and  stooped  to  pick  up  another;  the  crowd  had  gathered 
quite  between  the  horses  and  in  the  inn  door  by  this  time, 
and  the  coach  was  brought  to  a  dead  stand-still.  My  lord 
jumped  as  briskly  as  a  boy  out  of  the  door  on  his  side  of 
the  coach,  squeezing  little  Harry  behind  it ;  had  hold  of 
the  potato-thrower's  collar  in  an  instant,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment the  brute's  heels  were  in  the  air,  and  he  fell  on  the 
stones  with  a  thump. 

"  You  hulking  coward !  "  says  he ;  "  you  pack  of  scream- 
ing blackguards  I  how  dare  you  attack  children,  and  insult 
jwomen?     Ming  another  shot  at  that  carriage,  you  sneak-" 
ing  pigskin  cobbler,  and  by  the  Lord  I'll  send  my  rapier 
through  you ! " 

Some  of  the  mob  cried,  "  Huzzah,  my  lord ! "  for  they 
knew  him,  and  the  saddler's  man  was  a  known  bruiser, 
near  twice  as  big  as  my  Lord  Viscount.  J 

"Make  way  there,"  says  he  (he  spoke  in  a  high  shrill 
voice,  but  with  a  great  air  of  authority).  "  Make  way,  and 
let  her  ladyship's  carriage  pass."  The  men  that  were  be- 
tween the  coach  and  the  gate  of  the  "  Bell "  actually  did 
make  way,  and  the  horses  went  in,  my  lord  walking  after 
them  with  his  hat  on  his  head. 

As  he  was  going  in  at  the  gate,  through  which  the  coach 
had  just   rolled,  another   cry  begins,   of  "No   Popery — ■ 
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no  Papists ! "  My  lord  turns  round  and  faces  them  once 
more. 

"  God  save  the  King !  "  says  he  at  the  highest  pitch  of 
his  voice.  "Who  dares  abuse  the  King's  religion?  You, 
you  d d  psalm-singing  cobbler,  as  sure  as  I'm  a  magis- 
trate of  this  county  I'll  commit  you !  "  The  fellow  shrank 
back,  and  my  lord  retreated  with  all  the  honours  of  the 
day.  But  when  the  little  flurry  caused  by  the  scene  was 
over,  and  the  flush  passed  off  his  face,  he  relapsed  into  his 
usual  languor,  trifled  with  his  little  dog,  and  yawned  when 
my  lady  spoke  to  him. 

This  mob  was  one  of  many  thousands  that  were  going 
about  the  country  at  that  time,  huzzahing  for  the  acquittal 
of  the  seven  bishops  who  had  been  tried  just  then,  and 
about  whom  little  Harry  Esmond^at  that  time^iknew  scarce 
anything.  It  was  Assizes  at  Hexton,  and  there  was  a 
great  meeting  of  the  gentry  at  the  "Bell;"  and  my  lord's 
people  had  their  new  liveries  on,  and  Harry  a  little  suit  of 
blue-and-silver  which  he  wore  upon  occasions  of  state ;  and 
the  gentlefolks  came  round  and  talked  to  my  lord ;  and  a 
judge  in  a  red  gown,  who  seemed  a  very  great  personage, 
especially  complimented  him  and  my  lady,  who  was  mighty 
grand.  Harry  remembers  her  train  borne  up  by  her  gentle- 
woman. There  was  an  assembly  and  ball  at  the  great  room 
at  the  "Bell,"  and  other  young  gentlemen  of  the  county 
families  looked  on  as  he  did.  One  of  them  jeered  him  for 
his  black  eye,  which  was  swelled  by  the  potato,  and  another 
called  him  a  bastard,  on  which  he  and  Harry  fell  to  fisti- 
cuffs. My  lord's  cousin.  Colonel  Esmond  of  Walcote,  was 
there,  and  separated  the  two  lads — a  great  tall  gentleman, 
with  a  handsome  good-natured  face.  The  boy  did  not 
know  how  nearly  in  after-life  he  should  be  allied  to  Colo- 
nel Esmond,  and  how  much  kindness  he  should  have  to 
owe  him. 

There  was  little  love  between  the  two  families.  My  lady 
used  not  to  spare  Colonel  Esmond  in  talking  of  him,  for 
reasons  which  have  been  hinted  already ;  but  about  which, 
at  his  tender  age,  Henry  Esmond  could  be  expected  to 
know  nothing. 

Very  soon  afterwards,  my  lord  and  lady  went  to  London 
with  Mr.  Holt,  leaving,  however,  the  page  behind  them. 
The  little  man  had  the  great  house  of  Castlewood  to  him^ 
self ;  or  between  him  and  the  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Worksop, 


HENRY  ESMOND.  35 

an  old  lady  who  was  a  kinswoman  of  the  family  in  some 
distant  way,  and  a  Protestant,  but  a  staunch  Tory  and 
king's-man,  as  all  the  Esm.onds  were.  He  used  to  go  to 
school  to  Doctor  Tusher  when  he  was  at  home,  though  the 
Doctor  was  much  occupied  too.  There  was  a  great  stir  and 
commotion  everywhere,  even  in  the  little  quiet  village  of 
Castlewood,  whither  a  party  of  people  came  from  the  town, 
who  would  have  broken  Castlewood  Chapel  windows  but 
the  village  people  turned  out,  and  even  old  Sieveright,  the 
republican  blacksmith,  along  with  them :  ■  for  my  lady, 
though  she  was  a  Papist,  and  had  many  odd  ways,  was 
kind  to  the  tenantry,  and  there  was  always  a  plenty  of 
beef,  and  blankets,  and  medicine  for  the  poor  at  Castlewood 
Hall. 


X  kingdom  was  changing  hands  whilst  my  lord  and  lady 
SreTB^away.^    King  Jaihes  was  fiyiug7the~~Diitchm^n  were 
coroing;  awful  stories  about  them  and.the  Prince  of  Orange       i  V ' 
used  old  Mrs.  Worksop  to  tell  to  the  idle  little  page. 

He  liked  the  solitude  of  the  great  house  very  well ;  he 
had  all  the  play-books  to  read,  and  no  Father  Holt  to 
whip  him,  and  a  hundred  childish  pursuits  and  pastimes, 
without  doors  and  within,  which  made  this  time  very 
pleasant. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

MY  SUPERIORS  ARE  ENGAGED   IN  PLOTS  FOR  THE 
RESTORATION  OP  KING  JAMES  THE  SECOND. 

Not  having  been  able  to  sleep,  for  thinking  of  some 
lines  for  eels  which  he  had  placed  the  night  before,  the  lad 
was  lying  in  his  little  bed,  waiting  for  the  hour  when  the 
gate  would  be  open,  and  he  and  his  comrade.  Job  Lock- 
wood,  the  porter's  son,  might  go  to  the  pond  and  see 
what  fortune  had  brought  them.  At  daybreak  Job  was  to 
awaken  him,  but  his  own  eagerness  for  the  sport  had 
served  as  a  reveillez  long  since — so  long,  that  it  seemed  to 
him  as  if  the  day  never  would  come. 

It  might  have  been  four  o'clock  when  he  heard  the  door 
of  the  opposite  chamber,  the  Chaplain's  room,  open,  and 
the  voice  of  a  man  coughing  in  the  passage.  Harry  jumped 
up,  thinking  for  certain  it  was  a  robber,  or  hoping  perhaps 
for  a  ghost,  and,  flinging  open  his  own  door,  saw  before 
him  the  Chaplain's  door  open,  and  a  light  inside,  and  a 
figure  standing  in  the  doorway,  in  the  midst  of  a  great 
smoke  which  issued  from  the  room. 

"Who's  there?  "  cried  out  the  boy,  who  was  of  a  good 
spirit. 

"  &Ve?i!;w?» .'"  whispered  the  other;  "'tis  I,  my  boy!" 
and,  holding  his  hand  out,  Harry  had  no  difficulty  in 
recognising  his  master  and  friend,  Father  Holt.  A  curtain 
was  over  the  window  of  the  Chaplain's  room  that  looked 
to  the  court,  and  Harry  saw  that  the  smoke  came  from  a 
great  flame  of  papers  which  were  burning  in  a  brazier 
when  he  entered  the  Chaplain's  room.  After  giving  a 
hasty  greeting  and  blessing  to  the  lad,  who  was  charmed 
to  see  his  tutor,  the  Father  continued  the  burning  of  his 
papers,  drawing  tliem  from  a  cupboard  over  the  mantel- 
piece wall,  which  Harry  had  never  seen  before. 

Father  Holt  laughed,  seeing  the  lad's  attention  fixed  at 
once  on  this  hole.  "That  is  right,  Harry,"  he  said; 
"  faithful  little  famuli,  see  all  and  say  nothing.  You  are 
faithful,  I  know." 

"I  know  I  would  go  to  the  stake  for  you,"  said  Harry. 
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"I  dou't  want  your  head,"  said  the  Father,  patting  it 
kindly ;  "  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  hold  your  tongue.  Let 
us  burn  these  papers,  aud  say  nothing  to  anybody.  Should 
you  like  to  read  them?  " 

Harry  Esmond  blushed,  aud  held  down  his  head;  he 
had  looked  as  the  fact  was,  and  without  thinking,  at  the 
paper  before  him;  and  though  he  had  seen  it,  could  not 
understand  a  word  of  it,  the  letters  being  quite  clear 
enough,  but  quite  without  meaning.  They  burned  the 
papers,  beating  down  the  ashes  in  a  brazier,  so  that  scarce 
any  traces  of  them  remained. 

Harry  had  been  accustomed  to  see  Father  Holt  in  more 
dresses  than  one ;  it  not  being  safe,  or  worth  the  danger, 
for  Popish  ecclesiastics  to  wear  their  proper  dress ;  and  he 
was,  in  consequence,  in  no  wise  astonished  that  the  priest 
should  now  appear  before  him  in  a  riding-dress,  with  large 
buff  leather  boots,  and  a  feather  to  his  hat,  plain,  but  such 
as  gentlemen  wore. 

"You  know  the  secret  of  the  cupboard,"  said  he,  laugh- 
ing, "  and  must  be  prepared  for  other  mysteries ; "  and  he 
opened — but  not  a  secret  cupboard  this  time — only  a  ward- 
robe, which  he  usually  kept  locked,  and  from  which  he 
now  took  out  two  or  three  dresses  and  perruques  of  different 
colours,  and  a  couple  of  swords  of  a  pretty  make  (Father 
Holt  was  an  expert  practitioner  with  the  small-sword,  and 
every  day,  whilst  he  was  at  home,  he  and  his  pupil  prac- 
tised this  exercise,  in  which  the  lad  became  a"  very  great 
proficient),  a  military  coat  and  cloak,  and  a  farmer's 
smock,  and  placed  them  in  the  large  hole  over  the  mantel- 
piece from  which  the  papers  had  been  taken. 

"If  they  miss  the  cupboard,"  he  said,  "they  will  not 
find  these ;  if  they  find  them,  they'll  tell  no  tales,  except 
that  Father  Holt  wore  more  suits  of  clothes  than  one.  All 
Jesuits  do.     You  know  what  deceivers  we  are,  Harry." 

Harry  was  alarmed  at  the  notion  that  his  friend  was 
about  to  leave  him;  but  "No,"  the  priest  said,  "I  may 
very  likely  come  back  with  my  lord  in  a  few  days.  We 
are  to  be  tolerated;  we  are  not  to  be  persecuted.  But 
"tliey'ihay  take""a^ancy~to~pay  a  visit  at  Castlewood  ere 
our  return ;  and,  as  gentlemen  of  my  cloth  are  suspected, 
they  might  choose  to  examine  my  papers,  which  concern 
nobody — at  least  not  them."  And  to  this  day,  whether 
the  papers  in  cipher  related  to  politicks,  or  to  the  affaii's  of 
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that  mysterious  society  whereof  Father  Holt  was  a  mem- 
ber, his  pupil,  Harry  Esmond,  remains  in  entire  ignorance. 

The  rest  of  his  goods,  his  small  wardrobe,  &c.,  Holt  left 
untouched  on  his  shelves  and  in  his  cupboard,  taking  down 
— with  a  laugh,  however — and  flinging  into  the  brazier, 
where  he  only  half  burned  them,  some  theological  treatise 
which  he  had  been  writing  against  the  English  divines. 
"And  now,"  said  he,  "Henry,  my  son,  you  may  testify, 
with  a  safe  conscience,  that  you  saw  me  burning  Latin 
sermons  the  last  time  I  was  here  before  I  went  away  to 
London ;  and  it  will  be  daybreak  directly,  and  I  must  be 
away  before  Lockwood  is  stirring." 

"  Will  not  Lockwood  let  you  out,  sir?  "  Esmond  asked. 
Holt  laughed ;  he  was  never  more  gay  or  good-humoured 
than  when  in  the  midst  of  action  or  danger. 

"  Lockwood  knows  nothing  of  my  being  here,  mind  you," 
he  said ;  "  nor  would  you,  you  little  wretch !  had  you  slept 
better.  You  must  forget  that  I  have  been  here ;  and  now 
farewell.  Close  the  door,  and  go  to  your  own  room,  and 
don't  come  out  till — stay,  why  should  you  not  know  one 
secret  more?     I  know  you  will  never  betray  me." 

In  the  Chaplain's  room  were  two  windows;  the  one 
looking  into  the  court  facing  westwards  to  the  fountain ; 
the  other,  a  -small  casement  strongly  barred,  and  looking 
on  to  the  green  in  front  of  the  Hall.  This  window  was 
too  high  to  reach  from  the  ground ;  but,  mounting  on  a 
buffet  which  stood  beneath  it.  Father  Holt  showed  me  how, 
by  pressing  on  the  base  of  the  window,  the  whole  frame- 
work of  lead,  glass,  and  iron  staunchious  descended  into 
a  cavity  worked  below,  from  which  it  could  be  drawn  and 
restored  to  its  usual  place  from  without;  a  broken  pane 
being  purposely  open  to  admit  the  hand  which  was  to  work 
upon  the  spring  of  the  machine. 

"When  I  am  gone,"  Father  Holt  said,  "you  may  push 
away  the  buffet,  so  that  no  one  may  fancy  that  an  exit  has 
been  made  that  way;  lock  the  door;  place  the  key — where 
shall  we  put  the  key? — under  '  Chrysostom '  on  the  book- 
shelf; and  if  any  ask  for  it,  say  I  keep  it  there,  and  told 
you  where  to  find  it,  if  you  had  need  to  go  to  my  room. 
The  descent  is  easy  down  the  wall  into  the  ditch ;  and  so, 
once  more  farewell,  until  I  see  thee  again,  my  dear  son." 
And  with  this  the  intrepid  Father  mounted  the  buffet  with 
great  agility  and  briskness,  stepped  across  the  window, 
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lifting  up  the  bars  and  frame-work  again  from  the  other 
side,  and  only  leaving  room  for  Harry  Esmond  to  stand  on 
tiptoe  and  kiss  his  hand  before  the  casement  closed,  the 
bars  fixing  as  firm  as  ever,  seemingly,  in  the  stone  arch 
overhead.  When  Father  Holt  next  arrived  at  Castlewood, 
it  was  byJHie  public  gate  on  horseback;  and  he  never  so 
much  as  alluded  to  the  existence  of  the  private  issue  to 
Harry,  except  when  he  had  need  of  a  private  messenger 
from  within,  for  which  end,  no  doubt,  he  had  instructed 
his  young  pupil  in  this  means  of  quitting  the  Hall. 

Esmond,  young  as  he  was,  would  have  died  sooner  than 
betray  his  friend  and  master,  as  Mr.  Holt  well  knew ;  for 
he  had  tried  the  boy  more  than  once,  putting  temptations 
in  his  way,  to  see  whether  he  would  yield  to  them  and 
confess  afterwards,  or  whether  he  would  resist  them,  as 
he  did  sometimes,  or  whether  he  would  lie,  which  he 
never  did.  Holt  instructing  the  boj'  on  this  point,  how- 
ever, that  if  to  keep  silence  is  not  to  lie,  as  it  certainly  is 
not,  yet  silence  is,  after  all,  equivalent  to  a  negation — and 
therefore  a  downright  No,  in  the  interest  of  justice  or  your 
friend,  and  in  reply  to  a  question  that  may  be  prejudicial 
to  either,  is  not  criminal,  but,  on  the  contrary,  praisewor- 
thy ;  and  as  lawful  a  way  as  the  other  of  eluding  a  wrong- 
ful demand.  For  instance  (says  he),  suppose  a  good  citi- 
zen, who  had  seen  his  Majesty  take  refuge  there,  had  been 
asked,  "  Is  King  Charles  up  that  oak-tree?  "  his  duty  would 
have  been  not  to  say.  Yes — so  that  the  Cromwellians 
should  seize  the  king  and  murder  him  like  his  father — but 
ISTo ;  his  Majesty  being  private  in  the  tree,  and  therefore 
not  to  be  seen  there  by  loyal  eyes :  all  which  instruction, 
in  religion  and  morals,  as  well  as  in  the  rudiments  of  the 
tongues  and  sciences,  the  boy  took  eagerly  and  with  grati- 
tude from  his  tutor.  When,  then,  Holt  was  gone,  and  told 
Harry  not  to  see  him,  it  was  as  if  he  had  never  been.  And 
he  had  this  answer  pat  when  he  came  to  be  questioned  a 
few  days  after. 

The  Prince  of  Orange  was  then  at  Salisbury,  as  young 
Esmond  learned  from  seeing  Doctor  Tusher  in  his  best 
cassock  (though  the  roads  were  muddy,  and  he  never  was 
known  to  wear  his  silk,  only  his  stulf  one,  a-horseback), 
with  a  great  orange  cockade  in  his  broad-leafed  hat,  and 
Nahum,  his  clerk,  ornamented  with  a  like  decoration.  The 
Doctor  was  walking  up  and  down  in  front  of  his  parson- 
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age,  when  little  Esmond  saw  him,  and  heard  him  say  he 
was  going  to  pay  his  duty  to  his  Highness  the  Prince,  as 
he  mounted  his  pad  and  rode  away  with  Nahum  behind. 
The  village  people  had  orange  cockades  too,  and  his  friend 
the  blacksmith's  laughing  daughter  pinned  one  into  Harry's 
old  hat,  which  he  tore  out  indignantly  when  tliey  bid 
him  to  cry  "  God  save  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Prot- 
estant religion ! "  but  the  people  only  laughed,  for  they 
liked  the  boy  in  the  village,  where  his  solitary  condition 
moved  the  general  pity,  and  where  he  found  friendly  wel- 
comes and  faces  in  many  houses.  Father  Holt  had  many 
friends  there  too,  for  he  not  only  would  fight  the  black- 
smith at  theology,  never  losing  his  temper,  but  laughing 
the  whole  time  in  his  pleasant  way ;  but  he  cured  him  of 
an  ague  with  quinquina,  and  was  always  ready  with  a  kind 
word  for  any  man  that  asked  it,  so  that  they  said  in  the 
village  'twas  a  pity  the  two  were  Papists. 

The  Director  and  the  Vicar  at  Castlewood  agreed  very 
well ;  indeed,  the  former  was  a  perfectly-bred  gentleman, 
and  it  was  the  latter's  business  to  agree  with  everybody. 
Doctor  Tusher  and  the  lady's  maid,  his  spouse,  had  a  boy 
who  was  about  the  age  of  little  Esmond ;  and  there  was 
such  a  friendship  between  the  lads,  as  propinquity  and 
tolerable  kindness  and  good-humour  on  either  side  would 
be  pretty  sure  to  occasion.  Tom  Tusher  was  sent  off  early, 
however,  to  a  school  in  London,  whither  his  father  took 
him  and  a  volume  of  sermons,  in  the  first  year  of  the  reign 
of  King  James ;  and  Tom  returned  but  once  a  year  after- 
wards to  Castlewood  for  many  years  of  his  scholastic  and 
collegiate  life.  Thus-  there  was  less  danger  to  Tom  of  a 
perversion  of  his  faith  by  the  Director,  who  scarce  ever 
saw  him,  than  there  was  to  Harry,  who  constantly  was  in 
the  Vicar's  company;  but  as  long  as  Harry's  religion  was 
his  Majesty's,  and  my  lord's,  and  my  lady's,  the  Doctor 
said  gravely,  it  should  not  be  for  him  to  disturb  or  disquiet 
him :  it  was  far  from  him  to  say  that  his  Majesty's  Church 
was  not  a  branch  of  the  Catholic  Church ;  upon  which 
Father  Holt  used,  according  to  his  custom,  to  laugh,  and 
say  that  the  Holy  Church  throughout  all  the  world,  and 
the  noble  Army  of  Martyrs,  were  very  much  obliged  to  the 
Doctor. 

It  was  while  Doctor  Tusher  was  away  at  Salisbury  that 
there  came  a  troop  of  dragoons  with  orange  scarfs,  and 
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quartered  in  Castlewood,  and  some  of  them  came  up  to  the 
Hall,  where  they  took  possession,  robbing  nothing  however 
beyond  the  hen-house  and  the  beer-cellar ;  and  only  insist- 
ing upon  going  through  the  house  and  looking  for  papers. 
The  first  room  they  asked  to  look  at  was  Father  Holt's 
room,  of  which  Harry  Esmond  brought  the  key,  and  they 
opened  the  drawers  and  the  cupboards,  and  tossed  over 
the  papers  and  clothes — but  found  nothing  except  his  books 
and  clothes,  and  the  vestments  in  a  box  by  themselves, 
with  which  the  dragoons  made  merry,  to  Harry  Esmond's 
horror.  And  to  the  questions  which  the  gentlemen  put  to 
Harry,  he  replied  that  Eather  Holt  was  a  very  kind  man 
to  him,  and  a  very  learned  man,  and  Harry  supposed  would 
tell  him  none  of  his  secrets  if  he  had  any.  He  was  about 
eleven  years  old  at  this  time,  and  looked  as  innocent  as 
boys  of  his  age. 

The  family  were  away  more  than  six  months,  and  when 
they  returned  they  were  in  the  deepest  state  of  dejection, 
for  King  James  had  been  banished,  the  Prince  of  Orange 
was  on  the  throne,  and  the  direst  persecutions  of  those  of 
the  Catholic  faith  were  apprehended  by  my  lady,  who  said 
she  did  not'lDelievelJhat^liei'Fwas'a  word"  of  truth  in  the 
promises  of  toleration  that  Dutch  monster  made,  or  in  a 
single  word  the  perjured  wretch  said.  My  lord  and  lady 
were  in  a  manner  prisoners  in  their  own  house ;  so  her 
ladyship  gave  the  little  page  to  know,  who  was  by  this 
time  growing  of  an  age  to  understand  what  was  passing 
about  him,  and  something  of  the  characters  of  the  people 
he  lived  with. 

"  We  are  prisoners,"  says  she ;  "  in  everything  but  chains, 
we  are  prisoners.  Let  them  come,  let  them  consign  me 
to  dungeons,  or  strike  off  my  head  from  this  poor  little 
throat "  (and  she  clasped  it  in  her  long  fingers) .  "  The 
J)lood  of  the  Esmonds  will  always  flow  freely  for  their 
kings.  We  are  not  like  the  Churchills — the  Judases,  who 
kiss  their  master  and  betray  him.  We  know  how  to  suffer, 
how  even  to  forgive  in  the  royal  cause  "  (no  doubt  it  was 
to  that  fatal  business  of  losing  the  place  of  Groom  of  the 
Posset  to  which  her  ladyship  alluded,  as  she  did  half-a- 
dozen  times  in  the  day).  "  Let  the  tyrant  of  Orange  bring 
his  rack  and  his  odious  Dutch  tortures — the  beast!  the 
wretch !  I  spit  upon  him  and  defy  him.  Cheerfully  will 
I  lay  this  head  upon  the  block ;  cheerfully  will  I  accom- 
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paiiy  my  lord  to  the  scaffold :  we  will  cry  '  God  save  King 
James! '  with  our  dying  breath,  and  smile  in  the  face  of 
the  executioner. "  And  she  told  her  page,  a  hundred  times 
at  least,  of  the  particulars  of  the  last  interview  which  she 
had  with  his  Majesty. 

"I  flung  myself  before  my  liege's  f eet, "  she  said,  " at 
Salisbury.  I  devoted  myself — my  husband — my  house, 
to  his  cause.  Perhaps  he  remembered  old  times,  when 
Isabella  Esmond  was  young  and  fair ;  perhaps  he  recalled 
the  day  when  'twas  not  /  that  knelt — at  least  he  spoke  to  me 
with  a  voice  that  reminded  me  of  days  gone  by.  '  Egad ! ' 
said  his  Majesty,  'you  should  go  to  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
if  you  want  anything.'  '  No,  sire,'  I  replied,  '  I  would 
not  kneel  to  a  Usurper;  the  Esmond  that  would  have 
served  your  Majesty  will  never  be  groom  to  a  traitor's 
posset.'  The  royal  exile  smiled,  even  in  the  midst  of 
his  misfortune ;  he  deigned  to  raise  me  with  words  of  con- 
solation. The  Viscount,  my  husband,  himself,  could  not 
be  angry  at  the  august  salute  with  which  he  honoured 
me ! " 

The  pnblick  misfortune  had  the  effect  of  making  my  lord 
and  liis  lady  better  friends  than  they  ever  had  been  since 
Their  eourtlMp.' '  My  Lord  Viscount  had  shown  both  loyalty 
and  spirit,  when  these  were  rare  qualities  in  the  dispirited 
party  about  the  King ;  and  the  praise  he  got  elevated  him 
not  a  little  in  his  wife's  good  opinion,  and  perhaps  in  his 
own.  He  wakened  up  from  the  listless  and  supine  life 
which  he  had  been  leading ;  was  always  riding  to  and  fro 
in  consultation  with  this  friend  or  that  of  the  King's;  the 
page  of  course  knowing  little  of  his  doings,  but  remarking 
only  his  greater  cheerfulness  and  altered  demeanour. 

Father  Holt  came  to  the  Hall  constantly,  but  officiated 
no  longer  openly  as  chaplain ;  he  was  always  fetching  and 
carrying :  strangers,  military  and  ecclesiastic  (Harry  knew 
the  latter,  though  they  came  in  all  sorts  of  disguises),  were 
continually  arriving  and  departing.  My  lord  made  long 
absences  and  sudden  reappearances,  using  sometimes  the 
means  of  exit  which  Father  Holt  had  employed,  though 
how  often  the  little  window  in  the  Chaplain's  room  let  in 
or  let  out  my  lord  and  his  friends,  Harry  could  not  tell. 
He  stoutly  kept  his  promise  to  the  Father  of  not  prying, 
and  if  at  midnight  from  his  little  room  he  heard  noises  of 
persons  stirring  in  the  next  chamber,  he  turned  round  to 
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the  wall,  and  hid  his  curiosity  under  his  pillow  until  it] 
fell  asleep.     Of  course  he  could  not  help  remarking  thatj 
the  priest's  journeys  were  constant,  and  understanding  by 
a  hundred  signs  that  some  active  though  secret  business 
employed  him :  (what  this  was  mav  pretty  well  be  guessed 
by  what  soon  happened  to  my  lordTX 

!No  garrison  or  watch  was  put  into  Castlewood  when  my 
lord  came  back,  but  a  Guard  was  in  the  village ;  and  one 
or  other  of  them  was  always  on  the  Green  keeping  a  look- 
out on  our  great  gate,  and  those  who  went  out  and  in. 
Lockwood  said  that  at  night  especially  every  person  who 
came  in  or  went  out  was  watched  by  the  outlying  sentries. 
'Twas  lucky  that  we  had  a  gate  which  their  Worships  knew 
nothing  about.  My  lord  and  Father  Holt  must  have  made 
constant  journeys  at  night :  once  or  twice  little  Harry 
acted  as  their  messenger  and  discreet  little  aide-de-camp. 
He  remembers  he  was  bidden  to  go  into  the  village  with 
his  fishing-rod,  enter  certain  houses,  ask  for  a  drink  of 
water,  and  tell  the  good  man,  "  There  would  be  a  horse- 
market  at  Newbury  next  Thursday,"  and  so  carry  the  same 
message  on  to  the  next  house  on  his  list. 

He  did  not  know  what  the  message  meant  at  the  time, 
nor  what  was  happening:  which  may  as  well,  however, 
for  clearness'  sake,  be  explained  here.  The  Prince  of 
Orange  being  gone  to  Ireland,  where  the  King  was  ready 
to  meet  him  with  a  great  army,  it  was  determined  that  a 
great  rising  of  his  Majesty's  party  should  take  place  in 
this  country;  and  my  lord  was  to  head  the  force  in  our 
county.  Of  late  he  had  taken  a  greater  lead  in  affairs  than 
before,  having  the  indefatigable  Mr.  Holt  at  his  elbow,  and 
my  lady  Viscountess  strongly  urging  him  on ;  and  my  Lord 
Sark  being  in  the  Tower  a  prisoner,  and  Sir  Wilmot  Craw- 
ley, of  Queen's  Crawley,  having  gone  over  to  the  Prince 
of  Orange's  side — my  lord  became  the  most  considerable 
person  in  our  part  of  the  county  for  the  affairs  of  the 
King. 

It  was  arranged  that  the  regiment  of  Scots  Greys  and 
Dragoons,  then  quartered  at  Newbury,  should  declare  for 
the  King  on  a  certain  day,  when  likewise  the  gentry 
affected  to  his  Majesty's  cause  were  to  come  in  with  their 
tenants  and  adherents  to  Newbury,  march  upon  the  Dutch 
troops  at  Reading  under  Ginckel ;  and,  these  overthrown, 
and  their  indomitable  little  master  away  in  Ireland,  'twas 
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thought  that  our  side  might  move  on  Londou  itself,  and  a 
confident  victory  was  predicted  for  the  King. 

As  these  great  matters  were  in  agitation,  my  lord  Ipst 
his  listless  manner  aad  seemed  to  gain  health ;  my  lady  did 
not  scold  him,  Mr.  Holt  came  to  and  fro,  busy  always; 
and  little  Harry  longed  to  have  been  a  few  inches  taller, 
that  he  might  draw  a  sword  in  this  good  cause. 

One  day,  it  must  have  been  about  the  month  of  July, 
1690,  my  lord,  in  a  great  horseman's  coat,  under  which 
Harry  could  see  the  shining  of  a  steel  breastplate  he  had 
on,  called  little  Harry  to  him,  put  the  hair  off  the  child's 
forehead,  and  kissed  him,  and  bade  God  bless  him  in  such 
an  affectionate  way  as  he  never  had  used  before.  Father 
Holt  blessed  him  too,  and  then  they  took  leave  of  my 
Lady  Viscountess,  who  came  from  her  apartment  with  a 
pocket-handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  and  her  gentlewoman  and 
Mrs.  Tusher  supporting  her.  "You  are  goiugto — to  ride," 
says  she.  "Oh,  that  I  might  come  too! — but  ia  my  situa- 
tion I  am  forbidden  horse  exercise." 

"We  kiss  my  Lady  Marchioness's  hand,"  says  Mr.  Holt. 

"  My  lord,  God  speed  you !  "  she  said,  steppLag  up  and 
embracing  my  lord  in  a  grand  manner.  "  Mr.  Holt,  I  ask 
your  blessing :  "  and  she  knelt  down  for  that,  whilst  Mrs. 
Tusher  tossed  her  head  up. 

Mr.  Holt  gave  the  same  benediction  to  the  little  page, 
who  went  down  and  held  my  lord's  stirrups  for  him  to 
mount ;  there  were  two  servants  waiting  there  too — and 
they  rode  out  of  Castlewood  gate. 

As  they  crossed  the  bridge,  Harry  could  see  an  oflB.cer  in 
scarlet  ride  up  touching  his  hat,  and  address  my  lord. 

The  party  stopped,  and  came  to  some  parley  or  discus- 
sion, which  presently  ended,  my  lord  putting  his  horse 
into  a  canter  after  taking  off  his  hat  and  making  a  bow  to 
the  officer,  who  rode  alongside  him  step  for  step :  the 
trooper  accompanying  him  falling  back,  and  riding  with 
my  lord's  two  men.  They  cantered  over  the  Green,  and 
behind  the  elms  (my  lord  wavmg  his  hand,  Harry  thought), 
and  so  they  disappeared.  That  evening  we  had  a  great 
panick,  the  cow-boy  coming  at  milking-time  riding  one  of  our 
horses,  which  he  had  found  grazing  at  the  outer  park  wall. 

All  night  my  Lady  Viscountess  was  in  a  very  quiet  and 
subdued  mood.  She  scarce  found  fault  with  anybody;  she 
played  at  cards  for  six  hours;  little  page  Esmond  went  to 
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sleep.     He  prayed  for  my  lord  and  the  good  cause  before 
closing  his  eyes. 

It  was  quite  in  the  grey  of  the  morning  when  the  porter's 
bell  rang,  and  old  Lockwood,  waking  up,  let  in  one  of  my 
lord's  servants,  who  had  gone  with  him  in  the  morning, 
and  who  returned  with  a  melancholy  story.  The  officer 
who  rode  up  to  my  lord  had,  it  appeared,  said  to  him,  that 
it  was  his  duty  to  inform  his  lordship  that  he  was  not 
under  arrest,  but  under  surveillauce,  and  to  request  him 
not  to  ride  abroad  that  day. 

My  lord  replied  that  riding  was  good  for  his  health, 
that  if  the  Captain  chose  to  accompany  him  he  was  wel- 
come ;  and  it  was  then  that  he  made  a  bow,  and  they  can- 
tered away  together. 

When  he  came  on  to  Wansey  Down,  my  lord  all  of  a 
sudden  pulled  up,  and  the  party  came  to  a  halt  at  the 
cross-way. 

"  Sir,"  says  he  to  the  officer,  "  we  are  four  to  two ;  will 
you  be  so  kind  as  to  take  that  road,  and  leave  me  to  go 
mine?  " 

"  Your  road  is  mine,  my  lord,"  says  the  officer. 

"  Then — "  says  my  lord ;  but  he  had  no  time  to  say 
more,  for  the  officer,  drawing  a  pistol,  snapped  it  at  his 
lordship ;  as  at  the  same  moment  Father  Holt,  drawing  a 
pistol,  shot  the  officer  through  the  head.  It  was  done, 
and  the  man  dead  in  an  instant  of  time.  The  orderly, 
gazing  at  the  officer,  looked  scared  for  a  moment,  and  gal- 
loped away  for  his  life. 

"  Fire !  fire !  "  cries  out  Father  Holt,  sending  another 
shot  after  the  trooper,  but  the  two  servants  were  too 
much  surprised  to  use  their  pieces,  and  my  lord  calling  to 
them  to  hold  their  hands,  the  fellow  got  away. 

"Mr.  Holt,  qui  pensait  a  tout,"  says  Blaise,  "gets  off 
his  horse,  examines  the  pockets  of  the  dead  officer  for 
papers,  gives  his  money  to  us  two,  and  says,  '  The  wine  js^ 
drawn,  M.  le  Marquis,' — why  did  he  say  Marquis  to  M.  le 
Ticbiiiie?^^'~weTiiusTdriirk^itT'  '" 

"  The^poor  gentleman' s'^Eorse  was  a  better  one  than  that 
I  rode,"  Blaise  continues  :  "  Mr.  Holt  bids  me  get  on  him, 
and  so  I  gave  a  cut  to  Whitefoot,  and  she  trotted  home. 
We  rode  on  towards  Newbury ;  we  heard  firing  towards 
midday:  at  two  o'clock  a  horseman  comes  up  to  us  as  we 
were  giving  our  cattle  water  at  an  inn — and  says,  'AH  is 
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done !  The  Ecossois  declared  an  hour  too  soon — General 
Ginckel  was  down  upon  them.'  The  whole  thing  was  at 
an  end. 

"  'And we've  shot  an  officer  on  duty,  and  let  his  orderly- 
escape,'  says  my  lord. 

" '  Blaise,'  says  Mr.  Holt,  writing  two  lines  on  his  table- 
book,  one  for  my  lady,  and  one  for  you,  Master  Harry ; 
'  you  must  go  back  to  Castlewood,  and  deliver  these,'  and 
behold  me." 

And  he  gave  Harry  the  two  papers.  He  read  that  to 
himself,  which  only  said,  "  Burn  the  papers  in  the  cupboard, 
burn  this.  You  know  nothing  about  anything. "  Harry 
read  this,  ran  upstairs  to  his  mistress's  apartment,  where 
her  gentlewoman  slept  near  to  the  door,  made  her  bring  a 
light  and  wake  my  lady,  into  whose  hands  he  gave  the 
paper.  She  was  a  wonderful  object  to  look  at  in  her  night 
attire,  nor  had  Harry  ever  seen  the  like. 

As  soon  as  she  had  the  paperln  her  hand,  Harry  stepped 
back  to  the  Chaplain's  room,  opened  the  secret  cupboard 
over  the  fireplace,  burned  all  the  papers  in  it,  and,  as  he 
had  seen  the  priest  do  before,  took  down  one  of  his  rev- 
erence's manuscript  sermons,  and  half  burnt  that  in  the 
brazier.  By  the  time  the  papers  were  quite  destroyed  it 
was  daylight.  Harry  ran  back  to  his  mistress  again. 
Her  gentlewoman  ushered  him  again  into  her  ladyship's 
chamber;  she  told  him  (from  behind  her  nuptial  curtains) 
to  bid  the  coach  be  got  ready,  and  that  she  would  rid'? 
away  anon. 

But  the  mysteries  of  her  ladyship' s  toilet  were  as  awfully 
long  on  this  day  as  on  any  other,  and,  long  after  the  coach 
was  ready,  my^lady  was  still  attiring  herself.  And  just  as 
the  Viscountess  stepped  forth  from  her  room,  ready  for 
departure,  young  Job  Lockwood  comes  running  up  from  the 
village  with  news  that  a,  lawyer,  three  officers,  and  twenty 
or  four-and-twenty  soldiers,  were  marching  thence  upon 
the  house.  Job  had  but  two  minutes  the  start  of  them, 
and,  ere  he  had  well  told  his  story,  the  troop  rode  into  our 
court-yard. 
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CHAPTEE    VI. 

THE  ISSUE  OF  THE  PLOTS.— THE  DEATH  OF  THOMAS, 
THIRD  VISCOUNT  OF  CASTLBWOOD;  AND  THE  IM- 
PRISONMENT  OP  HIS  VISCOUNTESS. 

At  first  my  lady  was  for  dying  like  Mary,  Queen  of 
Scots  (to  whom  she  fancied  she  bore  a  resemblance  in. 
beauty),  and,  stroking  her  scraggy  neck,  said,  "They  will 
find  Isabel  of  Castlewood  is  equal  to  her  fate."  Her  gen- 
tlewoman, Victoire,  persuaded  her  that  her  prudent  course 
was,  as  she  could  not  fly,  to  receive  the  troops  as  though 
she  suspected  nothing,  and  that  her  chamber  was  the  best 
place  wherein  to  await  them.  So  her  black  Japan  casket, 
which  Harry  was  to  carry  to  the  coach,  was  taken  back  to 
her  ladyship's  chamber,  whither  the  maid  and  mistress 
retired.  Victoire  came  out  presently,  bidding  the  page  to 
say  her  ladyship  was  ill,  confined  to  her  bed  with  the 
rheumatism. 


By  this  time  the  soldiers  had  reached  Castlewood. 
Harry  Esmond  saw  them  from  the  window  of  the  tapestry 
parlour ;  a  couple  of  sentinels  were  posted  at  the  gate — a 
half-dozen  more  walked  towards  the  stable;  and  some 
others,  preceded  by  their  commander,  and  a  man  in  black, 
a  lawyer  probably,  were  conducted  by  one  of  the  servants 
to  the  stair  leading  up  to  the  part  of  the  house  which  my 
lord  and  lady  inhabited. 

So  the  Captain,  a  handsome  kind  man,  and  the  lawyer, 
came  through  the  ante-room  to  the  tapestry  parlour,  and 
where  now  was  nobody  but  young  Harry  Esmond,  the  page. 

"Tell  your  mistress,  little  man,"  says  the  Captain, 
kindly,  "that  we  must  speak  to  her." 

"  My  mistress  is  ill  a-bed,"  said  the  page. 

"What  complaint  has  she?  "  asked  the  Captain. 

The  boy  said,  "The  rheumatism." 

"Rheumatism!  that's  a  sad  complaint,"  continues  the 
good-natured  Captain ;  "  and  the  coach  is  in  the  yard  to 
fetch  the  Doctor,  I  suppose." 

"  I  don't  know,"  says  the  boy. 

"  And  how  long  has  her  ladyship  been  ill?  " 

"I  don't  know,"  says  the  boy. 
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"  When  did  my  lord  go  away?  " 

"  Yesterday  night." 

"  With  Father  Holt?  " 

"With  Mr.  Holt." 

"  And  which  way  did  they  travel?  "  asks  the  lawyer. 

"  They  travelled  without  me,"  says  the  page. 

"  We  must  see  Lady  Castlewood." 

"I  have  orders  that  nobody  goes  in  to  her  ladyship — she 
is  sick,"  says  the  page;  but  at  this  moment  Victoire  came 
out.  "  Hush ! "  says  she ;  and,  as  if  not  knowing  that 
any  one  was  near,  "What's  this  noise?"  says  she.  "Is- 
this  gentleman  the  Doctor?  " 

"  Stuff !  we  must  see  Lady  Castlewood,"  says  the  lawyer, 
pushing  by. 

The  curtains  of  her  ladyship's  room  were  down,  and  the 
chamber  dark,  and  she  was  in  bed  with  a  nightcap  on  her 
head,  and  propped  up  by  her  pillows,  looking  none  the  less 
ghastly  because  of  the  red  which  was  still  on  her  cheeks,, 
and  which  she  could  not  afford  to  forego. 

"  Is  that  the  Doctor?  "  she  said. 

"  There  is  no  use  with  this  deception,  madam,"  Captain 
Westbury  said  (for  so  he  was  named).  "My  duty  is  to 
arrest  the  person  of  Thomas,  Viscount  Castlewood,  a  non- 
juring  peer — of  Robert  Tusher,  Vicar  of  Castlewood — and 
Henry  Holt,  known  under  various  other  names  and  desig- 
nations, a  Jesuit  priest,  who  officiated  as  chaplain  here  in 
the  late  king's  time,  and  is  now  at  the  head  of  the  conspir- 
acy which  was  about  to  break  out  in  this  country  against 
the  authority  of  their  Majesties  King  William  and  Queen 
Mary — and  my  orders  are  to  search  the  house  for  such 
papers  or  traces  of  the  conspiracy  as  may  be  found  here. 
Your  ladyship  will  please  to  give  me  your  keys,  and  it  will 
be  as  well  for  yourself  that  you  should  help  us,  in  every 
way,  in  our  search." 

"  You  see,  sir,  that  I  have  the  rheumatism,  and  cannot 
move,"  said  the  lady,  looking  uncommonly  ghastly  as  she 
sat  up  in  her  bed,  where,  however,  she  had  had  her  cheeks 
painted,  and  a  new  cap  put  on,  so  that  she  might  at  least 
look  her  best  when  the  officers  came. 

"  I  shall  take  leave  to  place  a  sentinel  in  the  chamber, 
so  that  your  ladyship,  in  case  you  should  wish  to  rise,  may 
have  an  arm  to  lean  on,"  Captain  Westbury  said.  "  Your- 
woman  will  show  me  where  I  am  to  look ;  "  and  Madame 
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Vietoire,  chattering  in  her  half  French  and  half  English  jar- 
gon, opened  while  the  Captain  examined  one  drawer  after 
another ;  but,  as  Harry  Esmond  thought,  rather  carelessly, 
with  a  smile  on  his  face,  as  if  he  was  only  conducting  the 
examination  for  form's  sake. 

Before  one  of  the  cupboards  Vietoire  flung  herself  down,, 
stretching  out  her  arms,  and,  with  a  piercing  shriek,  cried, 
"Non,  jamais,  monsieur  I'otRcier!  Jamais!  I  will  rather 
dive  than  let  you  see  this  wardrobe." 

But  Captain  Westbury  would  open  it,  still  with  a  smile 
on  his  face,  which,  when  the  box  was  opened,  turned  into 
a  fair  burst  of  laughter.  It  contained — not  papers  regard- 
ing the  conspiracy — but  my  lady's  wigs,  washes,  and 
rouge-pots,  and  Vietoire  saicT  men"  were  moiisteifsTas  the 
Captain  went  on  with  his  perquisition.  He  tapped  the 
back  to  see  whether  or  no  it  was  hollow,  and  as  he  thrust 
his  hands  into  the  cupboard,  my  lady  from  her  bed  called 
out,  with  a  voice  that  did  not  sound  like  that  of  a  very 
sick  woman,  "Is  it  your  commission  to  insult  ladies  as. 
well  as  to  arrest  gentlemen.  Captain?  " 

"  These  articles  are  only  dangerous  when  worn  by  your 
ladyship,"  the  Captain  said,  with  a  low  bow,  and  a  mock 
grin  of  politeness.  "  I  have  found  nothing  which  concerns 
the  Government  as  yet — only  the  weapons  with  which 
beauty  is  authorized  to  kill,"  says  he,  pointing  to  a  wig  with 
his  sword-tip.  "  We  must  now  proceed  to  search  the  rest 
of  the  house." 

"  You  are  not  going  to  leave  that  wretch  in  the  room 
with  me?  "  cried  my  lady,  pointing  to  the  soldier. 

"What  can  I  do,  madam?  Somebody  you  must  have 
to  smooth  your  pillow  and  bring  your  medicine — permit 
me " 

"  Sir !  "  screamed  out  my  lady. 

"Madam,  if  you  are  too  ill  to  leave  the  bed,"  the  Cap- 
tain then  said,  rather  sternly,  "  I  must  have  in  four  of  my 
men  to  lift  you  off  in  the  sheet.  I  must  examine  this  bed, 
in  a  word ;  papers  may  be  hidden  in  a  bed  as  elsewhere  j 
we  know  that  very  well  and  *  *  *." 

Here  it  was  her  ladyship's  turn  to  shriek,  for  the  Cap- 
tain, with  his  fist  shaking  the  pillows  and  bolsters,  at  last 
came  to  "  burn  "  as  they  say  in  the  play  of  forfeits,  and 
wrenching  away  one  of  the  pillows,  said,  "Look!  did  not 
I  tell  you  so?  Here  is  a  pillow  stuffed  with  paper." 
4 
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"  Some  villain  has  betrayed  us,"  cried  out  my  lady,  sit- 
ting up  in  the  bed,  showing  herself  full  dressed  under  her 
night-rail. 

"  And  now  your  ladyship  can  move,  I  am  sure ;  permit 
me  to  give  you  my  hand  to  rise.  You  will  have  to  travel 
for  some  distance,  as  far  as  Hexton  Castle  to-night.  Will 
you  have  your  coach?  Your  woman  shall  attend  you  if 
you  like — and  the  japan-box?  " 

"Sir!  you  don't  strike  a  maw  when  he  is  down,"  said 
my  lady,  with  some  dignity :  "  can  you  not  spare  a  woman?  " 

"  Your  ladyship  must  please  to  rise,  and  let  me  search 
the  bed,"  said  the  Captain;  "there  is  no  more  time  to  lose 
in  bandying  talk." 

And,  without  more  ado,  the  gaunt  old  woman  got  up. 
Harry  Esmond  recollected  to  the  end  of  his  life  that  figure, 
with  the  brocade  dress  and  the  white  night-rail,  and  the 
gold-clocked  red  stockings,  and  white  red-heeled  shoes, 
sitting  up  in  the  bed,  and  stepping  down  from  it.  The 
trunks  were  ready  packed  for  departure  in  her  ante-room, 
and  the  horses  ready  harnessed  in  the  stable :  about  all 
which  the  Captain  seemed  to  know,  by  information  got 
from  some  quarter  or  other;  and  whence  Esmond  could 
make  a  pretty  shrewd  guess  in  after-times,  when  Doctor 
Tusher  complained  that  King  William's  government  had 
basely  treated  him  for  services  done  in  that  cause. 

And  here  he  may  relate,  though  he  was  then  too  young 
to  know  all  that  was  happening,  what  the  papers  contained, 
of  which  Captain  Westbury  had  made  a  seizure,  and  which 
papers  had  been  transferred  from  the  japan-box  to  the  bed 
when  the  ofiicers  arrived. 

There  was  a  list  of  gentlemen  of  the  county  in  Father 
Holt's  handwriting  —  Mr.  Freeman's  (King  James's) 
friends — a  similar  paper  being  found  among  those  of  Sir 
John  Fenwick  and  Mr.  Coplestone,  who  suffered  death  for 
this  conspiracy. 

There  was  a  patent  conferring  the  title  of  Marquis  of 
Esmond  on  my  Lord  Castlewood  and  the  heirs-male  of  his 
body ;  his  appointment  as  Lord-Lieutenant  of  the  County, 
and  Major-General.* 

*  To  have  this  rank  of  Marquis  restored  in  the  family  had  always 
been  my  Lady  Viscountess's  ambition;  and  her  old  maiden  auiit, 
Barbara  Topham,  the  goldsmith's  da\ighter,  dying  about  this  time, 
and  leaving  all  her  property  to  Lady  Castlewood,  I  have  heard  that 
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There  were  various  letters  from  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
some  ardent  and  some  doubtful,  in  the  King's  service; 
and  (very  luckily  for  him)  two  letters  concerning  Colonel 
Francis  Esmond;  one  from  Father  Holt,  which  said,  "I 
have  been  to  see  this  Colonel  at  his  house  at  Walcote,  near 
to  Wells,  where  he  resides  since  the  King's  departure,  and 
pressed  him  very  eagerly  ia  Mr.  Freeman's  cause,  showing 
him.  the  great  advantage  he  would  have  by  trading  with 
that  merchant,  offering  him  large  premiums  there  as  agreed 
between  us.  But  he  says  no :  he  considers  Mr.  Freeman 
the  head  of  the  firm,  will  never  trade  against  him  or  em- 
bark with  any  other  trading  company,  but  considers  his  duty 
was  done  when  Mr.  Freeman  left  England.  This  Colonel 
seems  to  care  more  for  his  wife  and  his  beagles  than  fpr 
affairs.  He  asked  me  much  about  young  H.  E.,  'that 
bastard,'  as  he  called  him;  doubting  my  lord's  intentions 
respecting  him.  I  re-assured  him.  on  this  head,  stating 
what  I  knew  of  the  lad,  and  our  intentions  respecting  him, 
but  with  regard  to  Freeman  he  was  inflexible." 

And  another  letter  was  from  Colonel  Esmond  to  his  kins- 
man, to  say  that  one  Captain  Holton  had  been  with  him 
offering  him  large  bribes  to  join,  you  know  who,  and  say- 
ing that  the  head  of  the  house  of  Castlewood  was  deeply 
engaged  in  that  quarter.  But  for  his  part  he  had  broke 
his  sword  when  the  K.  left  the  country,  and  would  never 
again  fight  in  that  quarrel.  The  P.  of  0.  was  a  man,  at 
least,  of  a  noble  courage,  and  his  duty,  and,  as  he  thought, 
every  Englishman's,  was  to  keep  the  country  quiet,  and 
the  French  out  of  it:  and,  in  fine,  that  he  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  the  scheme.  ^ 

Of  the  existence  of  these  two  letters  and  the  contents  ofT 
the  pillow.  Colonel  Frank  Esmond,  who  became  Viscount 
Castlewood,  told  Henry  Esmond  afterwards,  when  the 
letters  were  shown  to  his  lordship,  who  congratulated  him- 
self, as  he  had  good  reason,  that  he  had  not  joined  in  the 
scheme  which  proved  so  fatal  to  many  concerned  in  i^ 
But,  naturally,  the  lad  knew  little  about  these  circum- 
stances when  they  happened  under  his  eyes :  only  being 

her  ladyship  sent  almost  the  whole  of  the  money  to  King  James,  a 
proceeding  which  so  irritated  my  Lord  Castlewood  that  he  actually 
went  to  the  parish  church,  and  was  only  appeased  by  the  Marquis's 
title  which  his  exiled  Majesty  sent  to  him  in  return  for  the  15,000Z. 
his  faithful  subject  lent  him.  , 
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aware  that  his  patron  and  his  mistress  were  in  some  trouble, 
which  had  caused  the  flight  of  the  one  and  the  apprehen- 
sion of  the  other  by  the  officers  of  King  William. 

The  seizure  of  the  papers  effected,  the  gentlemen  did 
not  pursue  their  further  search  through  Castlewood  House 
very  rigorously.  They  examined  Mr.  Holt's  room,  being 
led  thither  by  his  pupil,  who  showed,  as  the  Father  had 
bidden  him,  the  place  where  the  key  of  his  chamber  lay, 
opened  the  door  for  the  gentlemen,  and  conducted  them 
into  the  room. 

When  the  gentlemen  came  to  the  half -burned  papers  in 
the  brazier,  they  examined  them  eagerly  enough,  and  their 
young  guide  was  a  little  amused  at  their  perplexity. 

"  What  are  these?  "  says  one. 

"  They're  written  in  a  foreign  language,"  says  the  lawyer. 
"  What  are  you  laughing  at,  little  whelp?  "  adds  he,  turn- 
ing round  as  he  saw  the  boy  smile. 

"Mr.  Holt  said  they  were  sermons,"  Harry  said,  "and 
bade  me  to  bum  them ; "  which  indeed  was  true  of  those 
papers. 

"Sermons  indeed — it's  treason,  I  would  lay  a  wager," 
cries  the  lawyer. 

"Egad!  it's  Greek  to  me,"  says  Captain  Westbury. 
"  Can  you  read  it,  little  boy?  " 

"Yes,  sir,  a  little,"  Harry  said. 

"Then  read,  and  read  in  English,  sir,  on  your  peril," 
said  the  lawyer.     And  Harry  began  to  translate : — 

"  Hath  not  one  of  your  own  writers  said,  '  The  children 
of  Adam  are  now  labouring  as  much  as  he  himself  ever 
did,  about  the  tree  of  the  knowledge  of  good  and  evil, 
shaking  the  boughs  thereof,  and  seeking  the  fruit,  being 
for  the  most  part  unmindful  of  the  tree  of  life.'  Oh  blind 
generation!  'tis  this  tree  of  knowledge  to  which  the  ser- 
pent has  led  you  " — and  here  the  boy  was  obliged  to  stop, 
the  rest  of  the  page  being  charred  by  the  fire :  and  asked 
of  the  lawyer — "  Shall  I  go  on,  sir?  " 

The  lawyer  said — "  This  boy  is  deeper  than  he  seems : 
who  knows  that  he  is  not  laughing  at  us?  " 
r    "Let's  have  in  Dick  the  Scholar,"  cried  Captain  West- 
bury,  laughing :  and  he  called  to  a  trooper  out  of  the  win- 
\jdow — "Ho,  Dick!  come  in  here  and  construe." 

A  thick-set  soldier,  with  a  square  good-humoured  face, 
came  in  at  the  summons,  saluting  his  officer. 
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"Tell  us  what  is  this,  Dick,"  says  the  lawyer. 

"My  name  is  Steele,  sir,"  says  the  soldier.  "I  may  be 
Dick  for  my  friends,  but  I  don't  name  gentlemen  of  your 
cloth  amongst  them. " 

"Well  then,  Steele." 

"Mr.  Steele,  sir,  if  you  please.  When  you  address  a 
gentleman  of  his  Majesty's  Horse  Guards,  be  pleased  not 
to  be  so  familiar. " 

"I  didn't  know,  sir,"  said  the  lawyer. 

"How  should  you?  I  take  it  you  are  not  accustomed  to 
meet  with  gentlemen,"  says  the  trooper. 

"Hold  thy  prate,  and  read  that  bit  of  paper,"  says 
Westbury. 

"  'Tis  Latin,"  says  Dick,  glancing  at  it,  and  again  salut- 
ing his  officer,  "  and  from  a  sermon  of  Mr.  Cudworth's ; " 
and  he  translated  the  words  pretty  much  as  Henry  Esmond 
had  rendered  them. 

"  What  a  young  scholar  you  are !  "  says  the  Captain  to 
the  boy. 

"Depend  on't,  he  knows  more  than  he  tells,"  says  the 
lawyer.  "  I  think  we  will  pack  him  ofE  in  the  coach  with 
old  Jezebel." 

"For  construing  a  bit  of  Latiu?  "  said  the  Captain,  very 
good-naturedly. 

"I  would  as  lief  go  there  as  anywhere,"  Harry  Esmond 
said,  simply,  "  for  there  is  nobody  to  care  for  me. " 

TFere  iniist  have  been  something  touching  in  the  child's 
voice,  or  in  this  description  of  his  solitude — for  the  Cap- 
tain looked  at  him  very  good-naturedly,  and  the  trooper 
called  Steele  put  his  hand  kindly  on  the  lad's  head,  and 
said  some  words  in  the  Latin  tongue. 

"  What  does  he  say?  "  says  the  lawyer. 

"  Faith,  ask  Dick  himself,"  cried  Captain  Westbury. 

"  I  said  I  was  not  ignorant  of  misfortune  myself,  and 
had  learned  to  succour  the  miserable,  and  that's  not  your 
trade,  Mr.  Sheepskin,"  said  the  trooper. 

"  You  had  better  leave  Dick  the  Scholar  alone,  Mr.  Cor- 
bet," the  Captain  said.  And  Harry  Esmond,  always 
touched  by  a  kind  face  and  kind  word,  felt  very  grateful 
to  this  good-natured  champion. 

The  horses  were  by  this  time  harnessed  to  the  coach ; 
and  the  Countess  and  Victoire  came  down  and  were  put 
into  the  vehicle.     This  woman,  who  quarrelled  with  Harry 
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iEsmond  all  day,  was  melted  at  parting  with  him,  and 
called  him  "dear  angel,"  and  "poor  infant,"  and  a  hun- 
dred other  names. 

The  Viscountess,  giving  him  her  lean  hand  to  kiss,  bade 
him  always  be  faithful  to  the  house  of  Esmond.  "  If  evil 
should  happen  to  my  lord,"  says  she,  "his  successor,  I 
trust,  will  be  found,  and  give  you  protection.  .  Situated  as 
I  am,  they  will  not  dare  wreak  their  vengeance  on  me 
now."  And  she  kissed  a  medal  she  wore  with  great  fer- 
vour, and  Henry  Esmond  knew  not  in  the  least  what  her 
meaning  was ;  but  hath  since  learned  that,  old  as  she  was, 
she  was  for  ever  expecting,  by  the  good  offices  of  saints 
and  relics,  to  have  an  heir  to  the  title  of  Esmond.  ^ 

Harry  Esmond  was  too  young  to  have  been  introduced 
into  the  secrets  of  politicks  in  which  his  patrons  were  impli- 
cated ;  for  they  put  but  few  questions  to  the  boy  (who  was 
little  of  stature,  and  looked  much  younger  than  his  age), 
and  such  questions  as  they  piit  he  answered  cautiously 
enough,  and  professing  even  more  ignorance  than  he  had, 
for  which  his  examiners  willingly  enough  gave  him  credit. 
He  did  not  say  a  word  about  the  window  or  the  cupboard 
over  the  fireplace ;  and  these  secrets  quite  escaped  the  eyes 
of  the  searchers. 

So  then  my  lady  was  consigned  to  her  coach,  and  sent 
off  to  Hexton,  with  her  woman  and  the  man  of  law  to  bear 
her  company,  a  couple  of  troopers  riding  on  either  side  of 
the  coach.  And  Harry  was  left  behind  at  the  Hall,  be- 
longing as  it  were  to  nobody,  and  quite  alone  in  the  world. 
The  captain  and  a  guard  of  men  remained  in  possession 
there ;  and  the  soldiers,  who  were  very  good-natured  and 
kind,  ate  my  lord's  mutton  and  drank  his  wine,  and  made 
themselves  comfortable,  as  they  well  might  do  in  such 
pleasant  quarters. 

The  captains  had  their  dinner  served  in  my  lord's  tapes- 
try parlour,  and  poor  little  Harry  thought  his  duty  was  to 
wait  upon  Captain  Westbury's  chair,  as  his  custom  had 
been  to  serve  his  lord  when  he  sat  there. 

After  the  departure  of  the  Countess,  Dick  the  Scholar 
took  Harry  Esmond  under  his  special  protection,  and  would 
examine  him  in  his  humanities,  and  talk  to  him  both  of 
French  and  Latin,  in  which  tongues  the  lad  found,  and  his 
new  friend  was  willing  enough  to  acknowledge,  that  he 
was  even  more  proficient  than  Scholar  Dick.     Hearing  that 
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he  had  learned  them  from  a  Jesuit,  in  the  praise  of  whom 
and  whose  goodness  Harry  was  never  tired  of  speaking, 
Dick,  rather  to  the  boy's  surprise,  who  began  to  have  an 
early  shrewdness,  like  many  children  bred  up  alone,  showed 
a  great  deal  of  theological  science,  and  knowledge  of  the 
points  at  issue  between  the  two  churches ;  so  that  he  and 
Harry  would  have  hours  of  controversy  together,  in  which 
the  boy  was  certainly  worsted  by  the  arguments  of  this 
singular  trooper.  "I  am  no  common  soldier,"  Dick  would 
say,  and  indeed  it  was  easy  to  see  by  his  learning,  breed- 
ing, and  many  accomplishments,  that  he  was  not.  "  I  am 
of  one  of  the  most  ancient  families  in  the  empire ;  I  have 
had  my  education  at  a  famous  school,  and  a  famous  uni- 
versity; I  learned  my  first  rudiments  of  Latin  near  to 
Smithfield,  in  London,  where  the  martyrs  were  roasted. " 

"You  hanged  as  many  of  ours,"  interposed  Harry; 
"  and,  for  the  matter  of  persecution,  Father  Holt  told  me 
that  a  young  gentleman  of  Edinburgh,  eighteen  years  of 
age,  student  at  the  college  there,  was  hanged  for  heresy 
only  last  year,  though  he  recanted,  and  solemnly  asked  par- 
don for  his  errors  " 

"  Faith !  there  has  been  too  much  persecution  on  both 
sides ;  but  'twas  you  taught  us." 

"Nay,  'twas  the  Pagans  began  it,"  cried  the  lad,  and 
began  to  instance  a  number  of  saints  of  the  Church,  from 
the  protomartyr  downwards — "this  one's  lire  went  out 
under  him:  that  one's  oil  cooled  in  the  cauldron:  at  a 
third  holy  head  the  executioner  chopped  three  times  and 
it  would  not  come  ofE.  Show  us  martyrs  in  your  Church 
for  whom  such  miracles  have  been  done," 

"Nay,"  says  the  trooper  gravely,  "the  miracles  of  the 
first  three  centuries  belong  to  my  Church  as  well  as  yours. 
Master  Papist,"  and  then  added,  with  something  of  a 
smile  upon  his  countenance,  and  a  queer  look  at  Harry — 
"  And  yet,  my  little  catechiser,  I  have  sometimes  thought 
about  those  miracles,  that  there  was  not  much  good  in 
them,  since  the  victim's  head  always  finished  by  coming 
off^t  the  third  or  fourth  chop,  and  the  cauldron,  if  it  did 
not  boil  one  day,  boiled  thejiext^  Howbeit,  in  our  times, 
the  Church  has  lost  that  questionable  advantage  of  respites. 
There  was  never  a  shower  to  put  out  Eidley's  fire,  nor  an 
angel  to  tiirn  the  edge  of  Campion's  axe.  The  rack  tore 
the  limbs  of  Southwell  the  Jesuit  and  Sympson  the  Protes- 
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tant  alike.  For  faith,  everywhere  multitudes  die  willingly 
enough.  I  have  read  in  Monsieur  Rycaut's  'History  of 
the  Turks,'  of  thousands  of  Mahomet's  followers  rushing 
upon  death  in  battle  as  upon  certain  Paradise ;  and  in  the 
Great  Mogul's  dominions  people  fling  themselves  by  hun- 
dreds under  the  cars  of  the  idols  annually,  and  the  widows 
burn  themselves  on  their  husbands'  bodies,  as  'tis  well 
known.  'Tis  not  the  dying  for  a  faith  that's  so  hard, 
Master  Harry — every  man  of  every  nation  has  done  that — 
'tis  the  living  up  to  it  that  is  difficult,  as  I  know  to  my 
cost,"  he  added  with  a  sigh.  "And  ah!"  he  added,  "my 
poor  lad,  I  am  not .  strong  enough  to  convince  thee  by  niy 
life — though  to  die  for  my  religion  would  give  me  the 
greatest  of  joys — but  I  had  a  dear  friend  in  Magdalen  Col- 
lege in  Oxford;  I  wish  Joe  Addison  were  here  to  convince 
thee,  as  he  quickly  could — for  I  think  he's  a  match  for 
the  whole  College  of  Jesuits;  and  what's  more,  iu  his  life 
too.  In  that  very  sermon  of  Doctor  Cud  worth's  which 
your  priest  was  quoting  from,  and  which  suffered  martyr- 
dom in  the  brazier," — Dick  added  with  a  smile,  "I  had  a 
thought  of  wearing  the  black  coat  (but  was  ashamed  of  my 
life,  you  see,  and  took  to  this  sorry  red  one) ;  I  have  often 
thought  of  Joe  Addison — Doctor  Cudworth  says,  'A  good 
conscience  is  the  best  looking-glass  of  heaven ' — and  there's 
a  serenity  in  my  friend's  face  which  always  reflects  it — I 
wish  you  could  see  him,  Harry." 

"  Did  he  do  you  a  great  deal  of  good?  "  asked  the  lad, 
simply.- 

"He  might  have  done,"  said  the  other — "at  least  he 
taught  me  to  see  and  approve  better  things.  'Tis  my  own 
fault,  deteriora  sequi. " 

"You  seem  very  good,"  the  boy  said. 

"  I'm  not  what  I  seem,  alas !  "  answered  the  trooper — 
and  indeed,  as  it  turned  out,  poor  Dick  told  the  truth — for 
that  very  night,  at  supper  in  the  hall,  where  the  gentlemen 
of  the  troop  took  their  repasts,  and  passed  most  part  of 
their  days  dicing  and  smoking  of  tobacco,  and  singing  and 
cursing,  over  the  Castlewood  ale — Harry  Esmond  found 
Dick  the  Scholar  in  a  woful  state  of  drunkenness.  He 
hiccupped  out  a  sermon ;  and  his  laughing  companions  bade 
him  sing  a  hymn,  on  which  Dick,  swearing  he  would  run 
the  scoundrel  through  the  body  who  insulted  his  religion, 
made  for  his  sword,  which  was  hanging  on  the  wall,  and 
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fell  down  fiat  on  the  floor  under  it,  saying  to  Harry,  "who 
ran  forward  to  help  him,  "  Ah,  little  Papist,  I  wish  Joseph 
Addison  was  here !  " 

Though  the  troopers  of  the  King's  Life  Guards  were  all 
gentlemen,  yet  the  rest  of  the  gentlemen  seemed  ignorant 
and  vulgar  boors  to  Harry  Esmond,  with  the  exception  of 
this  good-natured  Corporal  Steele  the  Scholar,  and  Captain 
Westbury  and  Lieutenant  Trant,  who  were  always  kind  to 
the  lad.  They  remained  for  some  weeks  or  months  en- 
camped in  Castlewood,  and  Harry  learned  from  them,  from 
time  to  time,  how  the  lady  at  Hexton  Castle  was  treated, 
and  the  particulars  of  her  confinement  there.  'Tis  known 
that  King  William  was  disposed  to  deal  very  leniently 
with  the  gentry  who  remained  faithful  to  the  old  King's 
cause ;  and  no  prince  usurping  a  crown,  as  his  enemies  said 
he  did,  (righteously  taking  it,  as  I  think  now,)  ever  caused 
less  blood  to  be  shed.  As  for  women-conspirators,  he 
kept  spies  on  the  least  dangerous,  and  locked  up  the  others. 
Lady  Castlewood  had  the  best  rooms  in  Hexton  Castle, 
and  the  gaoler's  garden  t^  walk  in;  and  though  she  repeat- 
edly  desired  to  be  led  out  to  execution,  like  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots,  there  never  was  any  thought  of  taking  her  painted 
old  head  off,  or  any  desire  to  do  aught  but  keep  her  person 
in  security. 

And  it  appeared  she  found  that  some  were  friends  in  her 
misfortune,  wiora  she  had,  in  her  prosperity,  considered 

as  her  worst  enemies Colonel  Francis  Esmond,  my  lord's 

cousin  and  her  ladyship's,  who  had  married  the  Dean  of 
Winchester's  daughter,  and,  since  King  James's  departure 
out  of  England,  had  lived  not  very  far  away  from  Hexton 
town,  hearing  of  his  kinswoman's  strait,  and  being  friends 
with  Colonel  Brice,  commanding  for  King  William  in  Hex- 
ton,  and  with  the  Church  dignitaries  there,  came  to  visit 
her  ladyship  in  prison,  offering  to  his  uncle's  daughter 
any  friendly  services  which  lay  in  his  power.  And  he 
brought  his  lady  and  little  daughter  to  see  the  prisoner, 
to  the  latter  of  whom,  a  child  of  great  beauty  and  many 
winning  ways,  the  old  Viscountess  took  not  a  little  liking, 
although  between  her  ladyship  and  the  child' s  mother  there 
was  little  more  love  than  formerly.  There  are  some  inju- 
ries which  women  never  forgive  one  another :  and  Madam 
Erancis  Esmond,  in  marrying  her  cousin,  had  done  one  of 
those  irretrievable  wrongs  to  Lady  Castlewood.     But  as 
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she  was  now  humiliated,  and  in  misfortune,  Madam  Francis 
could  allow  a  truce  to  her  enmity,  and  could  be  kind  for  a 
while,  at  least,  to  her  husband's  discarded^mistress.  So 
the  little  Beatrix,  "her  daughter,  was  permitted  often  to  go 
and  visit  the  imprisoned  Viscountess,  who,  in  so  far  as  the 
child  and  its  father  were  concerned,  got  to  abate  in  her 
anger  towards  that  branch  of  the  Castlewood  family.  And 
the  letters  of  Colonel  Esmond  coming  to  light,  as  has  been 
said,  and  his  conduct  being  known  to  the  King's  council, 
the  Colonel  was  put  iu  a  better  position  with  the  existing 
government  than  he  had  ever  before  been ;  any  suspicions 
regarding  his  loyalty  were  entirely  done  away ;  and  so  he 
was  enabled  to  be  of  more  service  to  his  kinswoman  than 
he  could  otherwise  have  been. 

And  now  there  befell  an  event  by  which  this  lady  re- 
covered her  liberty,  and  the  house  of  Castlewood  got  a 
new  owner,  and  fatherless  little  Harry  Esmond  a  new  and 
most  kind  protector  and  friend.  Whatever  that  secret  was 
which  Harry  was  to  hear  from  my  lord,  the  boy  never 
heard  it;  for  that  night  when  Eather  Holt  arrived,  and 
carried  my  lord  away  with  him,  was  the  last  on  which 
Harry  ever  saw  his  patron.  What  happened  to  my  lord 
may  be  briefly  told  here.  Having  found  the  horses  at  the 
place  where  they  were  lying,  my  lord  and  Father  Holt  rode 
together  to  Chatteris,  where  they  had  temporary  refuge 
with  one  of  the  Father's  penitents  in  that  city;  but  the 
pursuit  being  hot  for  them,  and  the  reward  for  the  appre- 
hension of  one  or  the  other  considerable,  it  was  deemed 
advisable  that  they  should  separate ;  and  the  priest  betook 
himself  to  other  places  of  retreat  known  to  him,  whilst  my 
lord  passed  over  from  Bristol  into  Ireland,  in  which  king- 
dom King  James  had  a  court  and  an  army.  My  lord  was 
but  a  small  addition  to  this ;  bringing,  indeed,  only  his 
sword  and  the  few  pieces  in  his  pocket ;  but  the  King  re- 
ceived him  with  some  kindness  and  distinction  in  spite  of 
his  poor  plight,  confirmed  him  in  his  new  title  of  Marquis, 
gave  him  a  regiment,  and  promised  him  further  promotion. 
But  title  or  promotion  were  not  to  benefit  him  now.  My 
lord  was  wounded  at  the  fatal  battle  of  the  Boyne,  flying 
from  which  field  (long  after  his  master  had  set  him  an  ex- 
ample) he  lay  for  a  while  concealed  in  the  marshy  country 
near  to  the  town  of  Trim,  and  more  from  catarrh  and  fe- 
ver caught  in  the  bogs  than  from  the  steel  of  the  enemy  in 
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thejbattle,  sank  and  died..  May  the  earth  lie  light  upon 
Thoinas  oFCastlewood!  (He  who  writes  this  Jmust  speak 
ill  charity,  though  this  lord  did  him  ajid  his  two  grievous 
wrongs:  for  one  of  these  he  would  have  made  amends, 
perhaps,  had  life  been  spared  him ;  but  the  other  lay  be- 
yond his  power  to  repair,  though  'tis  to  be  hoped  that  a 
greater  Power  than  a  priest  has  absolved  him  of  it.  He 
got  the  comfort  of  this  absolution,  too,  such  as  it  was :  a 
priest  of  Trim  writing  a  letter  to  my  lady  to  inform  her  of 
this  calamity. 

But  in  those  days  letters  were  slow  of  travelling,  and 
our  priest's  took  two  months  or  more  on  its  journey  from 
Ireland  to  England:  where,  when  it  did  arrive,  it  did  not 
iind  my  lady  at  her  own  house ;  she  was  at  the  King's  house 
of  Hexton  Castle  when  the  letter  came  to  Castlewood,  but 
it  was  opened  for  all  that  by  the  ofl&cer  in  command  there. 

Harry  Esmond  well  remembered  the  receipt  of  this  letter, 
which  Lockwood  brought  in  as  Captain  Westbury  and 
Lieutenant  Trant  were  on  the  green  playing  at  bowls,  young 
Esmond  looking  on  at  the  sport,  or  reading  his  book  in  the 
arbour 

"Here's  news  for  Frank  Esmond,"  says  Captain  West- 
bury;  " Harry,  did  you  ever  see  Colonel  Esmond?"  And 
Captain  Westbury  looked  very  hard  at  the  boy  as  he  spoke. 

Harry  said  he  had  seen  him  but  once  when  he  was  at 
Hexton,  at  the  ball  there. 

"  And  did  he  say  anything?  " 

"He  said  what  I  don't  care  to  repeat,"  Harry  answered. 
For  he  was  now  twelve  years  of  age :  he  knew  what  his 
birth  was,  and  the  disgrace  of  it ;  and  he  felt  no  love 
towards  the  man  who  had  most  likely  stained  his  mother's 
honour  and  his  own. 

"  Did  you  love  my  Lord  Castlewood?  " 

"I  wait  until  I  know  my  mother,  sir,  to  say,"  the  boy 
answered,  his  eyes  tilling  with  tears. 

"  Something  has  happened  to  Lord  Castlewood,"  Captain 
Westbury  said  in  a  very  grave  tone — "something  which 
must  happen  to  us  all.  He  is  dead  of  a  wound  received  at 
the  Boyne,  fighting  for  King  James." 

"  I  am  glad  my  lord  fought  for  the  right  cause,"  the  boy 
said. 

"  It  was  better  to  meet  death  on  the  field  like  a  man, 
than  face  it  on  Tower-hill,  as  some  of  them  may,"  con- 
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tinued  Mr.  Westbury.  "  I  hope  he  has  made  some  testa- 
ment, or  provided  for  thee  somehow.  This  letter  says  he 
recommends  unicumfilium  suum  dileotissimum  to  his  lady. 
I  hope  he  has  left  you  more  than  that." 

Harry  did  not  know,  he  said.  He  was  in  the  hands  of 
Heaven  and  Fate ;  but  more  lonely  now,  as  it  seemed  to 
him,  than  he  had  been  all  the  rest  of  his  life ;  and  that 
night,  as  he  lay  in  his  little  room  which  he  still  occupied, 
the  boy  thought  with  a  many  pang  of  shame  and  grief  of 
his  strange  and  solitary  condition : — how  he  had  a  father 
and  no  father ;  a  nameless  mother  tTiat  had  been  brought 
to_  ruin,  perhaps,  by  that  very  father  whom  Harry  could 
only  acknowledge  in  secret  and  with  a  blush,  aiid  "whoni 
Tie  could  neitheF^love  nor  revere.  And  he  sickened  to 
"think  howTFather  Hort,"a  stranger,  and  two  or  three  sol- 
diers, his  acquaintances  of  the  last  six  weeks,  were  the 
only  friends  he  had  in  the  great  wide  world,  where  he  was 
now  quite  alone^  The  soul  of  the  boy  was  full  of  love, 
and  he  longed  as  he  lay  in  the  darkness  there  for  some 
one  upon  whom  he  could  bestow  it.  i  He  remembers,  and 
must  to  his  dying  dayj  the  thoughts  and  tears  of  that  long 
night,  the  hours  tolling  through  it.  Who  was  he,  and 
what?  Why  here  rather  than  elsewhere?  I  have  a  mind, 
he  thought,  to  go  to  that  priest  at  Trim,  and  find  out  what 
my  father  said  to  him  on  his  death-bed  confession.  Is 
there  any  child  in  the  whole  world  so  unprotected  as  I  am? 
Shall  I  get  up  and  quit  this  place,  and  run  to  Ireland? 
With  these  thoughts  and  tears  the  lad  passed  that  night 
away  until  he  wept  himself  to  sleep. 

The  next  day,  the  gentlemen  of  the  guard,  who  had 
heard  what  had  befallen  him,  were  more  than  usually  kind 
to  the  child,  especially  his  friend  Scholar  Dick,  who  told 
him  about  his  own  father's  death,  which  had  happened 
when  Dick  was  a  child  at  Dublin,  not  quite  five  years  of 
age.  "That  was  the  first  sensation  of  grief,"  Dick  said, 
"  I  ever  knew.  I  remember  I  went  into  the  room  where 
his  body  lay,  and  my  mother  sate  weeping  beside  it.  I  had 
my  battledore  in  my  hand,  and  fell  a-beating  the  coffin, 
and  calling  Papa ;  on  which  my  mother  caught  me  in  her 
arms,  and  told  me  in  a  flood  of  tears  Papa  could  not  hear 
me,  and  would  play  with  me  no  more,  for  they  were  going 
to  put  him  underground,  whence  he  could  never  come  to 
us  again.     And  this,"  said  Dick  kindly,  "has  made  me 


HENRY  ESMOND.  61 

pity  all  children  ever  since ;  and  caused  me  to  love  thee, 
my  poor  fatherless,  motherless  lad.  And,  if  ever  thou 
wan  test  a  friend,  thou  shalt  have  one  in  Richard  Steele." 

Harry  Esmond  thanked  him,  and  was  grateful.  But 
what  could  Corporal  Steele  do  for  him?  take  him  to  ride 
a  spare  horse,  and  be  servant  to  the  troop?  Though  there 
might  be  a  bar  in  Harry  Esmond's  shield,  it  was  a  noble 
one.  The  counsel  of  the  two  friends  was,  that  little  Harry 
should  stay  where  he  was,  and  abide  his  fortune:  so 
Esmond  stayed  on  at  Castlewood,  awaiting  with  no  small 
anxiety  the  fate,  whatever  it  was,  which  was  over  him. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

I  AM  LEFT  AT  CASTLEWOOD  AN  ORPHAN,  AND  FIND 
MOST  KIND   PROTECTORS   THERE. 

DuKiNG  the  stay  of  the  soldiers  in  Castlewood,  honest 
Dick  the  Scholar  was  the  constant  companion  of  the  lonely 
little  orphan  lad  Harry  Esmond :  and  they  read  together, 
and  they  played  bowls  together,  and  when  the  other 
troopers  or  their  ofiScers^  who  were  free-spoken  over  their 
cups,  (as  was  the  way  of  that  day,  when  neither  men  nor 
women  were  over-nice,)  talked  unbecomingly  of  their 
amours  and  gallantries  before  the  child,  Dick,  who  very 
likely  was  setting  the  whole  company  laughing,  would  stop 
their  jokes  with  a  maxima  debetur  pueris  reverentia,  and  once 
offered  to  lug  out  against  another  trooper  called  Hulking 
Tom,  who  wanted  to  ask  Harry  Esmond  a  ribald  question. 

Also,  Dick  seeing  that  the  child  had,  as  he  said,  a  sen- 
sibility above  his  years,  and  a  great  and  praiseworthy  dis- 
cretion, confided  to  Harry  his  love  for  a  vintner's  daughter, 
near  to  the  ToUyard,  Westminster,  whom  Dick  addressed 
as  Saccharissa  in  many  verses  of  his  composition,  andwith- 
out  whom  he  said  it  would  be  impossible  that  he  could 
continue  to  live.  He  vowed  this  a  thousand  times  in  a  day, 
though  Harry  smiled  to  see  the  love-lorn  swain  had  his 
health  and  appetite  as  well  as  the  most  heart-whole  trooper 
in  the  regiment :  and  he  swore  Harry  to  secresy  too,  which 
fow  the  lad  religiously  kept,  until  he  found  that  officers 
and  privates  were  all  taken  into  Dick's  confidence,  and  had 
the  benefit  of  his  verses.  And  it  must  be  owned  likewise 
that,  while  Dick  was  sighing  after  Saccharissa  in  Lon- 
don, he  had  consolations  in  the  country;  for  there  came  a 
wench  out  of  Castlewood  village  had  washed  his  linen,  and 
who  cried  sadly  when  she  heard  he  was  gone :  and  without 
paying  her  bill  too,  which  Plarry  Esmond  took  upon  him- 
self to  discharge  by  giving  the  girl  a  silver  pocket-piece, 
which  Scholar  Dick  had  presented  to  him,  when,  with 
many  embraces  and  prayers  for  his  prosperity,  Dick 
parted  from  him,  the  garrison  of  Castlewood  being  ordered 
away.     Dick  the  Scholar  said  he  would  never  forget  his 
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young  friend,  nor  indeed  did  he :  and  Harry  was  sorry 
when  the  kind  soldiers  vacated  Castlewood,  looking  for- 
ward with  no  small  anxiety  (for  care  and  solitude  had  made 
him  thoughtful  beyond  his  years)  to  his  fate  when  the  new 
lord  and  lady  of  the  house  came  to  live  there.  He  had 
lived  to  be  past  twelve  years  old  now ;  and  had  never  had 
a  friend,  save  this  wild  trooper  perhaps,  and  Father  Holt ; 
and  had  a  fond  and  affectionate  heart,  tender  to  weakness, 
that  would  fain  attach  itself  to  somebody,  and  did  not 
seem  at  rest  until  it  had  found  a  friend  who  would  take 
charge  of  it. 

The  instinct  which  led  Harry  Esmond  to  admire  and 
love  the  gracious  person,  the  fair  apparition  of  whose 
beauty  and  kindness  had  so  moved  him  when  he  first  be- 
held her,  became  soon  a  devoted  affection  and  passion  of 
gratitude,  which  entirely  filled  his  young  heart,  that  as 
yet,  except  in  the  case  of  dear  Father  Holt,  had  had  very 
little  kindness  for  which  to  be  thankful.  0  Dea  certe, 
thought  he,  remembering  the  lines  of  the  ^neis  which  Mr. 
Holt  had  taught  him.  There  seemed,  as  the  boy  thought, 
in  every  look  or  gesture  of  this  fair  creature,  an  angelical 
softness  and  bright  pity^ — in  motion  or  repose  she  seemed 
gracious  alike ;  the  tone  of  her  voice,  though  she  uttered 
words  ever  so  trivial,  gave  him  a  pleasure  that  amounted 
almost  to  anguish.  It  cannot  be  called  love,  that  a  lad  oPI 
twelve  years  of  age,  little  more  than  a  menial,  felt  for  an 
exalted  lady,  his  mistress :  but  it  was  worship.  To  catch 
her  glance,  to  divine  her  errand  and  run  on  it  before  she 
had  spoken  it;  to  watch,  follow,  adore  her;  became  the 
business  of  his  life.  Meanwhile,  as  is  the  way  often,  his 
idol  had  idols  of  her  own,  and  never  thought  of  or  sust 
pected  the  admiration  of  her  little  pigmy  adorer.  -' 

My  lady  had  on  her  side  her  three  idols :  first  and  fore- 
most, Jove  and  supreme  ruler,  was  her  lord,  Harry's 
patron,  the  good  Viscount  of  Castlewood.  All  wishes  of 
his  were  laws  with  her.  If  he  had  a  headache,  she  was 
ill.  If  he  frowned,  she  trembled.  If  he  joked,  she  smiled 
and  was  charmed.  If  he  went  a-hunting,  she  was  always 
at  the  window  to  see  him  ride  away,  her  little  son  crowing 
on  her  arm,  or  on  the  watch  till  his  return.  She  made 
dishes  for  his  dinner :  spiced  his  wine  for  him :  made  the 
toast  for  his  tankard  at  breakfast :  hushed  the  house  when 
he  slept  in  his  chair,  and  watched  for  a  look  when  he  woke. 
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If  my  lord  was  not  a  little  proud  of  his  beauty,  my  lady 
adored  it.  She  clung  to  his  arm  as  he  paced  the  terrace, 
her  two  fair  little  hands  clasped  round  his  great  one ;  her 
eyes  were  never  tired  of  looking  in  his  face  and  wondering 
at  its  perfection.  Her  little  son  was  his  son,  and  had  his 
father's  look  and  curly  brown  hair.  Her  daughter  Bea- 
trix was  his  daughter,  and  had  his  eyes — were  there  ever 
such  beautiful  eyes  in  the  world?  All  the  house  was  ar- 
j^anged^so  as  to  bring  him  ease  and  give  him  pleasure. 
She  liked  the  small  gentry  round  about  to  come  and  pay 
him  court,  never  caring  for  admiration  for  herself ;  those 
who  wajited  to  be  well  with  the  lady  must  admire  him.__ 
Not  regarding  her  dress,  she  would  wear  a  gown  to  rags, 
because  he  had  once  liked  it :  and,  if  he  brought  her  a 
brooch  or  a  ribbon,  would  prefer  it  to  all  the  most  costly 
articles  of  her  wardrobe. 

My  lord  went  to  London  every  year  for  six  weeks,  and 
the  family  being  too  poor  to  appear  at  Court  with  any 
figure,  he  went  alone.  It  was  not  until  he  was  out  of 
sight  that  her  face  showed  any  sorrow:  and  what^a  joy 
when  he  came  back !  What  preparation  Tef  ore  his  return ! 
The  fond  creature  had  his  arm-chair  at  the  chimney-side — 
delighting  to  put  the  children  in  it,  and  look  at  them 
there.  Nobody  took  his  place  at  the  table;  but  his  silver 
tankard  stood  there  as  when  my  lord  was  present. 

A  pretty  sight  it  was  to  see,  during  my  lord's  absence, 
or  on  those  many  mornings  when  sleep  or  headache  kept 
him  a-bed,  this  fair  young  lady  of  Castlewood,  her  little 
daughter  at  her  knee,  and  her  domesticks  gathered  round 
her,  reading  the  Morning  Prayer  of  the  English  Church. 
Esmond  long  remembered  how  she  looked  and  spoke, 
kneeling  reverently  before  the  sacred  book,  the  sun  shining 
upon  her  golden  hair  until(^it  made  a  halo  round  about  heA 
A  dozen  of  the  servants  of  the  house  kneeled  in  a  line 
opposite  their  mistress ;  for  a  while  Harry  Esmond  kept 
apart  from  these  mysteries,  but  Doctor  Tusher  showing 
him  that  the  prayers  read  were  those  of  the  Church  of  all 
ages,  and  the  boy's  own  inclination  prompting  him  to  be 
always  as  near  as  he  might  to  his  mistress,  and  to  think  all 
things  she  did  right,  from  listening  to  the  prayers  in  the 
ante-chamber,  he  came  presently  to  kneel  down  with  the 
rest  of  the  household  in  the  parlour ;  and  before  a  couple 
of  years  my  lady  had  made  a  thorough  convert.     Indeed, 
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the  boy  loved  his  catechiser  so  much  that  he  would  have 
subscribed  to  anything  she  bade  him,  and  was  never  tired 
of  listening  to  her  fond  discourse  and  simple  comments 
upon  the  book,  which  she  read  to  him  iu  a  voice  of  which 
it  was  difllcult  to  resist  the  sweet  persuasion  and  tender 
appealing  kindness.  This  friendly  controversy,  and  the 
intimacy  which  it  occasioned,  bound  the  lad  more  fondly 
than  ever -to  his  mistress.  The  happiest  period  of  all  his 
life  was  this;  and  the  young  mother,  with  her  daughter 
and  son,  and  the  orphan  lad  whom  she  protected,  read  and 
worked  and  played,  and  were  children  together.  If  the 
lady  looked  forward — as  what  fond  woman  does  not? — 
towards  the  future,  she  had  no  plans  from  which  Harry  Es- 
mond was  left  out;  and  a  thousand  and  a  thousand  times, 
in  his  passionate  and  impetuous  way,  he  vowed  that  no 
power  should  separate  him  from  his  mistress ;  and  only 
asked  for  some  chance  to  happen  bj'  which  he  might  show 
his  fidelity  to  her.  US]"ow,  at  the  close  of  his  life,  as  he 
sits  and  recalls  in  tranquillity  the  happy  and  bnsy  scenes 
of  it,  he  can  think,  not  ungratefully,  that  he  has  been 
faithful  to  that  early  vow.N  Such  a  life  is  so  simple  that 
years  may  be  chronicled  m  a  few  lines.  But  few  men's 
life-voyages  are  destined  to  be  all  prosperous;  and  this 
calm  of  which  we  are  speaking  was  soon  to  come  to  an  end. 

As  Esmond  grew,  and  observed  for  himself,  he  found  of 
necessity  much  to  read  and  think  of  outside  that  fond 
circle  of  kinsfolk  who  had  admitted  him  to  join  hand  with 
them.  He  read  more  books  than  they  cared  to  study  with 
him;  was  alone  in  the  midst  of  them  many  a  time,  and 
passed  nights  over  labours,  futile  perhaps,  but  iu  which 
they  could  not  join,  him.  His  dear  mistress  divined  his 
thoughts  with  her  usual  jealous  watchfulness  of  affection: 
began  to  forebode  a  time  when  he  would  escape  from  his 
home-nest ;  and,  at  his  eager  protestations  to  the  contrary, 
would  only  sigh  and  shake  her  head.  Before  those  fatal 
decrees  in  life  are  executed,  there  are  always  secret  pre- 
visions and  warning  omens.  When  everything  yet  seems 
calm,  we  are  aware,  that  the  storm  is  coming.  Ere  the 
happy  days  were  over,  two  at  least  of  that  home-party  felt 
that  they  were  drawing  to  a  close ;  and  were  uneasy,  and  on 
the  look-out  for  the  cloud  which  was  to  obscure  their  calm. 

'T  was  easy  for  Harry  to  see,  however  much  his  lady  per- 
sisted in  obedience  and  admiration  for  her  husband,  that 
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my  lord  tired  of  his  quiet  life,  and  grew  weary,  and  then 
testy,  at  those  gentle  bon-ds  with  which  his  wife  would 
have  held  him.  As  they  say  the  Grand  Lama  of  Thibet 
is  very  much  fatigued  by  his  character  of  divinity,  and 
yawns  on  his  altar  as  his  bonzes  kneel  and  worship  him, 
many  a  home-god  grows  heartily  sick  of  the  reverence 
with  which  his  family-devotees  pursue  him,  and  sighs  for 
freedom  and  for  his  old  life,  and  to  be  off  the  pedestal  on 
which  his  dependants  would  have  him  sit  for  ever,  whilst 
they  adore  him,  and  ply  him  with  flowers,  and  hjrmns, 
and  incense,  and  flattery ; — so,  after  a  few  years  of  his 
marriage  my  honest  Lord  Castlewood  began  to  tire ;  all  the 
high-flown  raptures  and  devotional  ceremonies  with  which 
his  wife,  his  chief  priestess,  treated  him,  first  sent  him  to 
sleep,  and  then  drove  him  out  of  doors ;  for  the  truth  must 
be  told,  that  my  lord  was  a  jolly  gentleman,  with  very- 
little  of  the  august  or  divine  in  his  nature,  though  his  fond 
wife  persisted  in  revering  it — and,  besides,  he  had  to  pay 
a  penalty  for  this  love,  which  persons  of  his  disposition 
seldom  like  to  defray  \  and,  in  a  word,  if  he  had  a  loving 
wife,  had  a  very  jealous  and  exacting  one.  Then  he 
wearied  of  this  jealousy;  then'  he  broke  away  from  it; 
then  came,  no  doubt,  complaints  and  recriminations;  then, 
perhaps,  promises  of  amendment  not  fulfilled ;  then  up- 
braidings  not  the  more  pleasant  because  they  were  silent, 
and  only  sad  looks  and  tearful  eyes  conveyed  themi 
Then,  perhaps,  the  pair  reached  that  other  stage  whicH 
is  not  uncommon  in  married  life,  when  the  woman  per- 
ceives that  the  god  of  the  honey -moon  is  a  god  no  more ; 
only  a  mortal  like  the  rest  of  us — and  so  she  looks  into 
her  heart,  and  lo!  vacuce  sedes  et  inania  arcana.  And 
now,  supposing  our  lady  to  have  a  fine  genius  and  a 
brilliant  wit  of  her  own,  and  the  magic  spell  and  infatua- 
tion removed  from  her  which  had  led  her  to  worship  as  a 
god  a  very  ordinary  mortal — and  what  follows?  They 
live  together,  and  they  dine  together,  and  they  say  "my 
dear  "  and  "  my  love  "  as  heretofore ;  but  the  man  is  him- 
self, and  the  woman  herself :  that  dream  of  love  is  over  as 
everything  else  is  over  in  life;  as  flowers  and  fury,  and 
griefs  and  pleasures,  are  over. 

Very  likely  the  Lady  Castlewood  had  ceased  to  adore 
her  husband  herself  long  before  she  got  off  her  knees,  or 
would  allow  her  household  to  discontinue  worshipping  him. 
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To  do  him  justice,  my  lord  never  exacted  this  subservience : 
he  laughed  and  joked  and  drank  his  bottle,  and  swore 
when  he  was  angry,  much  too  familiarly  for  any  one  pre- 
tendiag  to  sublimity;  and  did  his  best  to  destroy  the 
ceremonial  with  which  his  wife  chose  to  surround  him. 
And  it  required  no  great  conceit  on  young  Esmond's  part 
to  see  that  his  own  brains  were  better  than  his  patron's, 
who,  indeed,  never  assumed  any  airs  of  superiority  over 
the  lad,  or  over  any  dependant  of  his,  save  when  he  was 
displeased,  in  which  case  he  would  express  his  mind  in 
oaths  very  freely ;  and  who,  on  the  contrary,  perhaps, 
spoiled  "  Parson  Harry, "  as  he  called  young  Esmond,  by 
constantly  praising  his  parts  and  admiring  his  boyish  stock 
of  learning. 

It  may  seem  ungracious  in  one  who'  has  received  a  hun'^ 
dred  favours  from  his  patron  to  speak  in  any  but  a  rever- 
ential manner  of  his  elders ;  but  the  present  writer  has  had 
descendants  of  his  own,  whom  he  has  brought  up  with  as 
little  as  possible  of  the  servility  at  present  exacted  by 
parents  from  children  (under  which  mask  of  duty  there 
often  lurks  indifference,  contempt,  or  rebellion) :  and  as  he 
would  have  his  grandsons  believe  or  represent  him  to  be 
not  an  inch  taller  than  Nature  has  made  him ;  so,  with 
regard  to  his  past  acquaintances,  he  would  speak  without 
anger,  but  with  truth,  as  far  as  he  knows  it,  neither  exj 
tenuating  nor  setting  down  aught  in  malice. 

So  long,  then,  as  the  world  moved  according  to  Lord 
Castlewood's  wishes,  he  was  good-humoured  enough;  of  a 
temper  naturally  sprightly  and  easy,  liking  to  joke,  espe- 
cially with  his  inferiors,  and  charmed  to  receive  the  tribute 
of  their  laughter.  All  exercises  of  the  body  he  could  per- 
form to  perfection— shooting  at  a  mark  and  flying,  break- 
ing horses,  riding  at  the  ring,  pitching  the  quoit,  playing 
at  all  games  with  great  skill.  And  not  only  did  he  do 
these  things  well,  but  he  thought  he  did  them  to  perfec- 
tion ;  hence  he  was  often  tricked  about  horses,  which  he 
pretended  to  know  better  than  any  jockey ;  was  made  to 
play  at  ball  and  billiards  by  sharpers  who  took  his  money, 
and  came  back  from  London  wofuUy  poorer  each  time 
than  he  went,  as  the  state  of  his  affairs  testified  when  the 
sudden  accident  came  by  which  his  career  was  brought  to 
an  end. 

He  was  fond  of  the  parade  of  dress,  and  passed  as  many 
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hours  daily  at  his  toilette  as  an  elderly  coquette.  A  tenth 
"part  of  his  day  was  spent  in  the  brushing  of  his  teeth  and 
the  oiling  of  his  hair,  which  was  curling  and  brown,  and 
which  he  did  not  like  to  conceal  under  a  periwig,  such  as 
almost  everybody  of  that  time  wore.  (We  have  the  liberty 
of  our  hair  back  now,  but  powder  and  pomatum  along 
with  it.  When,  I  wonder,  will  these  monstrous  poll- 
taxes  of  our  age  be  withdrawn,  and  men  allowed  to  carry 
their  colours,  black,  red,  or  grey,  as  Nature  made  them?) 
And  as  he  liked  her  to  be  well  dressed,  his  lady  spared  no 
pains  in  that  matter  to  please  him ;  indeed,  she  would 
dress  her  head  or  cut  it  off  if  he  had  bidden  her. 

It  was  a  wonder  to  young  Esmond,  serving  as  page  to  my 
lord  and  lady,  to  hear,  day  after  day,  to  such  company  as 
pame,  the  same  boisterous  stories  told  by  my  lord,  at  which 
his  lady  never  failed  to  smile  or  hold  down  her  head,  and 
Doctor  Tusher  to  burst  out  laughing  at  the  proper  point,  or 
cry,  "  Fie,  my  lord,  remember  my  cloth !  "  but  with  such  a 
faint  show  of  resistance,  that  it  only  provoked  my  lord 
further.  Lord  Castlewood's  stories  rose  by  degrees,  and 
became  stronger  after  the  ale  at  dinner  and  the  bottle 
afterwards ;  my  lady  always  taking  flight  after  the  very 
first  glass  to  Church  and  King,  and  leaving  the  gentlemen 
to  drink  the  rest  of  the  toasts  by  themselves. 
.  And,  as  Harry  Esmond  was  her  page,  he  also  was  called 
from  duty  at  this  time.  "  My  lord  has  lived  in  the  army 
and  with  soldiers,"  she  would  say  to  the  lad,  "  amongst 
whom  great  license  is  allowed.  You  have  had  a  different 
nurture,  and  I  trust  these  things  will  change  as  you  grow 
older ;  not  that  any  fault  attaches  to  my  lord,  who  is  one 
of  the  best  and  most  religious  men  in  this  kingdom." 
And  very  likely  she  believed  so.  'Tis  strange  what  a  man 
may  do,  and  a  woman  yet  think  him  an  angel. 

And  as  Esmond  has  taken  truth  for  his  motto,  it  must  be 
owned,  even  with  regard  to  that  other  angel,  his  mistress, 
that  sl^  had  a  fault  of  character  which  flawed  her  perfec- 
tions, (with  the  other  sex  perfectly  tolerant  and  kindly, 
of  her  own  she  was  invariably  jealous;  and  a  proof  that 
she  had  this  vice  is,  that  though  she  would  acknowledge  a 
thousand  faults  that  she  had  not,  to  this  which  she  had 
she  could  never  be  got  to  own.'^  But  if  there  came  a  woman 
with  even  a  semblance  of  beauty  to  Castlewood,  she  was 
so   sure   to  find  out  some    wrong  in  her,  that  my  lord, 
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laughing  in  his  jolly  way,  would  often  joke  with  her  con- 
cerning her  foible.  Comely  servant-maids  might  come  for 
hire,  but  none  were  taken  at  Castlewood.  The  housekeeper 
was  old;  my  lady's  own  waiting- woman  squinted,  and  was 
marked  with  the  small-pox ;  the  housemaids  and  scullion 
were  ordinary  country  wenches,  to  whom  Lady  Castlewood 
was  kind,  as  her  nature  made  her  to  everybody  almost ;  but 
as  soon  as  ever  she  had  to  do  with  a  pretty  woman,  she 
was  cold,  retiring,  and  haughty.  The  country  ladies 
found  this  fault  in  her ;  and  though  the  men  all  admired 
her,  their  wives  and  daughters  complained  of  her  coldness 
and  airs,  and  said  that  Castlewood  was  pleasanter  in  Lady 
Jezebel's  time  (as  the  dowager  was  called)  than  at  present. 
Some  few  were  of  my  mistress's  side.  Old  Lady  Bleukin- 
sop  Jointure,  who  had  been  at  court  in  King  James  the 
First's  time,  always  took  her  side ;  and  so  did  old  Mistress 
Crookshank,  Bishop  Crookshank's  daughter,  of  Hexton, 
who,  with  some  more  of  their  like,  pronounced  my  lady 
an  angel :  but  the  pretty  women  were  not  of  this  mind ; 
and  the  opinion  of  the  country  was  that  my  lord  was  tied 
to  his  wife's  apron-strings,  and  that  she  ruled  over  him. 

The  second  fight  which  Harry  Esmond  had,  was  at  four- 
teen years  of  age,  with  Bryan  Hawkshaw,  Sir  John  Hawk- 
shaw's  sou,  of  Bramblebrook,  who,  advancing  this  opinion, 
that  my  lady  was  jealous  and  henpecked  my  lord,  put 
Harry  into  such  a  fury,  that  Harry  fell  on  him  and  with 
such  rage,  that  the  other  boy,  who  was  two  years  older 
and  by  far  bigger  than  he,  had  by  far  the  worst  of  the  as- 
sault, until  it  was  interrupted  by  Doctor  Tuslier  walking 
out  of  the  dinner-room. 

Bryan  Hawkshaw  got  up  bleeding  at  the  nose,  having, 
indeed,  been  surprised,  as  many ,  a  stronger  man  might 
have  been,  by  the  fury  of  the  assault  upon  him. 

"You  little  bastard  beggar!  "  he  said,  "I'll  murder  you 
for  this ! " 

And  indeed  he  was  big  enough. 

"Bastard  or  not,"  said  the  other,  grinding  his  teeth,  "I 
have  a  couple  of  swords,  and  if  you  like  to  meet  me,  as  a 
man,  on  the  terrace  to-night " 

And  here  the  Doctor  coming  up,  the  colloquy  of  the 
young  champions  ended.  Very  likely,  big  as  he  was, 
Hawkshaw  did  not  care  to  continue  a  fight  with  such  a 
ferocious  opponeut  as  this  had  been. 
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CHAPTER    VIII. 

AFTER  GOOD  FORTUNE  COMES  EVIL. 

Since  my  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  brought  home 
the  custom  of  inoculation  from  Turkey  (a  perilous  practice 
many  deem  it,  and  only  a  useleae  rushing  into  the  jaws  of 
danger),  I  think  the  severity  of  the  small-pox,  that  dread- 
ful scourge  of  the  world,  has  somewhat  been  abated  in 
our  part  of  it ;  and  remember  in  my  time  hundreds  of  the 
young  and  beautiful  who  have  been  carried  to  the  grave, 
or  have  only  risen  from  their  pillows  frightfully  scarred 
and  disfigured  by  this  malady.  Many  a  sweet  face  hath 
left  its  roses  on  the  bed  on  which  this  dreadful  and  with- 
ering blight  has  laid  them.  In  my  early  days,  this  pesti- 
lence would  enter  a  village  and  destroy  half  its  inhabi- 
tants :  at  its  approach,  it  may  well  be  imagined,  not  only 
that  the  beautiful  but  the  strongest  were  alarmed,  and  those 
iied  who  could.  One  day  in  the  year  1694  (I  have  good 
reason  to  remember  it),  Doctor  Tusher  ran  into  Castlewood 
House,  with  a  face  of  consternation,  saying  that  the  malady 
had  made  its  appearance  at  the  blacksmith's  house  in  the 
village,  and  that  one  of  the  maids  there  was  down  in  the 
small-pox. 

The  blacksmith,  besides  his  forge  and  irons  for  horses, 
had  an  alehouse  for  men,  which  his  wife  kept,  and  his 
company  sate  on  benches  before  the  inn-door,  looking  at 
the  smithy  while  they  drank  their  beer.  Now,  there  was 
a  pretty  girl  at  this  inn,  the  landlord's  men  called  Nancy 
Sievewright,  a  bouncing,  fresh-looking  lass,  whose  face 
was  as  red  as  the  hollyhocks  over  the  pales  of  the  garden 
behind  the  inn.  At  this  time  Harry  Esmond  was  a  lad  of 
sixteen,  and  somehow  in  his  walks  and  rambles  it  often 
happened  that  he  fell  in  with  Nancy  Sievewright's  bonny 
face ;  if  he  did  not  want  something  done  at  the  black- 
smith's he  would  go  and  drink  ale  at  the  "  Three  Castles," 
or  find  some  pretext  for  seeing  this  poor  Nancy.  Poor 
thing,  Harry  meant  or  imagined  no  harm;  and  she,  no 
doubt,  as  little,  but  the  truth  is  they  were  always  meeting 
— in  the  lanes,  or  by  the  brook,  or  at  the  garden-palings, 
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or  about  Castlewood :  it  was,  "  Lord,  Mr.  Henry !  "  and 
"  How  do  you  do,  Nancy'!* "  many  and  many  a  time  in 
the  week.  'Tis  surprising  the  magnetiok  attraction  which 
draws  people  together  from  ever  so  far.  I  blush  as  I  think 
of  poor  Nancy  now,  in  a  red  bodice  and  buxom  purple  cheeks 
and  a  canvas  petticoat;  and  that  I  devised  schemes,  and  set 
traps,  and  made  speeches  in  my  heart,  which  I  seldom  had 
courage  to  say  when  in  presence  of  that  humble  enchan- 
tress, who  knew  nothing  beyond  milking  a  cow,  and  opened 
her  black  eyes  with  wonder  when  I  made  one  of  my  fine 
speeches  out  of  Waller  or  Ovid.  Poor  Nancy!  from  the 
mist  of  far-off  years  thine  honest  country  face  beams  out; 
and  I  remember  thy  kind  voice  as  if  I  had  heard  it  yester- 
day. 

When  Doctor  Tusher  brought  the  news  that  the  small- 
pox was  at  the  "  Three  Castles, "  whither  a  tramper,  it  was 
said,  had  brought  the  malady,  Henry  Esmond's  first 
thought  was  of  alarm  for  poor  Nancy,  and  then  of  shame 
and  disquiet  for  the  Castlewood  family,  lest  he  might  have 
brought  this  infection ;  for  the  truth  is  that  Mr.  Harry  had 
been  sitting  in  a  back  room  for  an  hour  that  day,  where 
Nancy  Sievewright  was  with  a  little  brother  who  com- 
plained of  headache,  and  was  lying  stupefied  and  crying, 
either  in  a  chair  by  the  corner  of  the  fire,  or  in  Nancy's 
lap,  or  on  mine. 

Little  Lady  Beatrix  screamed  out  at  Doctor  Tusher' s 
news ;  and  my  lord  cried  out,  "  God  bless  me !  "  He  was  a 
brave  man,  and  not  afraid  of  death  in  any  shape  but  this. 
He  was  very  proud  of  his  pink  complexion  and  fair  hair — 
but  the  idea  of  death  by  small-pox  scared  him  beyond  all 
other  ends.  "  We  will  take  the  children  and  ride  away  to- 
morrow to  Walcote :  "  this  was  my  lord's  small  house,  in- 
herited from  his  mother,  near  to  Winchester. 

"That  is  the  best  refuge  in  case  the  disease  spreads," 
said  Doctor  Tusher.  "  'Tis  awful  to  think  of  it  beginning 
at  the  alehouse ;  half  the  people  of  the  village  have  visited 
that  to-day,  or  the  blacksmith's,  which  is  the  same  thing. 
My  clerk  Simons  lodges  with  them — I  can  never  go  into  my 
reading-desk  and  have  that  fellow  so  near  me.  I  won't 
have  that  man  near  me." 

"  If  a  parishioner  dying  in  the  small-pox  sent  to  you, 
would  you  not  go?  "  asked  my  lady,  looking  up  from  her 
frame  of  work,  with  her  calm  blue  eyes. 
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"  By  the  Lord,  I  wouldn't,"  said  my  lord. 

"  We  are  not  in  a  Popish  country ;  and  a  sick  man  doth 
not  absolutely  need  absolution  and  confession,"  said  the 
Doctor.  "  'Tis  true  they  are  a  comfort  and  a  help  to  him 
when  attainable,  and  to  be  administered  with  hope  of 
good.  But  in  a  case  where  the  life  of  a  parist  priest  in 
the  midst  of  his  flock  is  h.ighly  valuable  to  them,  he  is  not 
called  upon  to  risk  it  (and  therewith  the  lives,  future  pros- 
pects, and  temporal,  even  spiritual  welfare  of  his  own  fam- 
ily) for  the  sake  of  a  single  person,  who  is  not  very  likely 
in  a  condition  even  to  understand  the  religious  message 
whereof  the  priest  is  the  bringer — being  uneducated,  and 
likewise  stupefied  or  delirious  by  disease.  If  your  lady- 
ship or  his  lordship,  my  excellent  good  friend  and  patron, 
were  to  take  it  *  *  *  " 

"  God  forbid !  "  cried  my  lord. 

"Amen,"  continued  Doctor  Tusher.  "Amen  to  that 
prayer,  my  very  good  lord !  for  for  your  sake  I  would  lay 
my  life  down  " — and,  to  judge  from  the  alarmed  look  of  the 
Doctor's  purple  face,  you  would  have  thought  that  that 
sacrifice  was  about  to  be  called  for  instantly. 

To  love  children,  and  be  gentle  with  them,  was  an 
instinct,  rather  than  a  merit,  in  Henry  Esmond ;  so  much 
so,  that  he  thought  almost  with  a  sort  of  shame  of  his 
liking  for  them,  and  of  the  softness  into  which  it  betrayed 
him ;  and  on  this  day  the  poor  fellow  had  not  only  had  his 
young  friend,  the  milkmaid's  brother,  on  his  knee,  but  had 
been  drawing  pictures  and  telling  stories  to  the  little  Frank 
Castlewood,  who  had  occupied  the  same  place  for  an  hour 
after  dinner,  and  was  never  tired  of  Henry's  tales,  and 
his  pictures  of  soldiers  and  horses.  As  luck  would  have 
it,  Beatrix  had  not  on  that  evening  taken  her  usual  place, 
which  generally  she  was  glad  enough  to  have,  upon  her 
tutor's  lap.  For  Beatrix,  from-  the  earliest  time,  was  jeal- 
ous of  every  caress  which  was  given  to  her  little  brother 
Frank.  She  would  fling  away  even  from  the  maternal 
arms,  if  she  saw  Frank  had  been  there  before  her ;  inso- 
much that  Lady  Esmond  was  obliged  not  to  show  her  love 
for  her  son  in  the  presence  of  the  little  girl,  and  embrace 
one  or  the  other  alone.  She  would  turn  pale  and  red  with 
rage  if  she  caught  signs  of  intelligence  or  affection  between 
Frank  and  his  mother ;  would  sit  apart,  and  not  speak  for 
a  whole  night,  if  she  thought  the  boy  had  a  better  fruit  or 


'  He  would  pretend  to  love  Frank  best."  .  .  . 

— Henry  Esmond,  Bk.  I.,  chap,  viii.,  p.  7.3. 
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a  larger  cake  than  hers ;  would  fling  away  a  ribbon  if  he 
had  one;  and  from  the  earliest  age,  sitting  up  iu  her  little 
chair  by  the  great  fireplace  opposite  to  the  comer  where 
Lady  Castlewood  commonly  sate  at  her  embroidery,  would 
utter  infantine  sarcasms  about  the  favour  shown  to  her 
brother.  These,  if  spoken  in  the  presence  of  Lord  Castle- 
wood, tickled  and  amused  his  humour ;  he  would  pretend 
to  love  Frank  best,  and  dandle  and  kiss  him,  and  roar 
with  laughter  at  Beatrix's  jealousy.  But  the  truth  is,  my 
lord  did  not  often  witness  these  scenes,  nor  very  much 
trouble  the  quiet  fireside  at  which  his  lady  passed,  many 
long  evenings.  My  lord  was  hunting  all  day  when  the 
season  admitted ;  he  frequented  all  the  cock-fights  and  fairs 
in  the  country,  and  would  ride  twenty  miles  to  see  a  main 
fought,  or  two  clowns  break  their  heads  at  a  cudgelling- 
match ;  and  he  liked  better  to  sit  in  his  parlour  drinking 
ale  and  punch  with  Jack  and  Tom,  than  in  his  wife's 
drawing-room :  whither,  if  he  came,  he  brought  only  too 
often  blood-shot  eyes,  a  hiccuping  voice,  and  a  reeling 
gait.  The  management  of  the  house,  and  the  property, 
the  care  of  the  few  tenants  and  the  village  poor,  and  the 
accounts  of  the  estate,  were  in  the  hands  of  his  lady  and 
her  young  secretary,  Harry  Esmond.  My  lord  took  charge 
of  the  stables,  the  kennel,  and  the  cellar — and  he  filled  this 
and  emptied  it  too. 

So  it  chanced  that  upon  this  very  day,  when  poor  Harry 
Esmond  had  had  the  blacksmith's  son,  and  the  peer's  son, 
alike  upon  his  knee,  little  Beatrix,  who  would  come  to  her 
tutor  willingly  enough  with  her  book  and  her  writing,  had 
refused  him,  seeing  the  place  occupied  by  her  brother,  and, 
luckily  for  her,  had  sate  at  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
away  from  him,  playing  with  a  spaniel  dog  which  she  had, 
(and  for  which,  by  fits  and  starts,  she  would  take  a  great 
affection, )  and  talking  at  Harry  Esmond  over  her  shoul- 
der, as  she  pretended  to  caress  the  dog,  saying  that  Fido 
would  love  her,  and  she  would  love  Fido,  and  nothing  but 
Fido,  all  her  life. 

When,  then,  the  news  was  brought  that  the  little  boy  at 
the  "Three  Castles"  was  ill  with  the  small-pox,  poor 
Harry  Esmond  felt  a  shock  of  alarm,  not  so  much  for  him- 
self as  for  his  mistress'  son,  whom  he  might  have  brought 
into  peril.  Beatrix,  who  had  pouted  sufiiciently,  (and  who, 
whenever  a  stranger  appeared,  began,  from  infancy  almost, 
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to  play  off  little  graces  to  catch  his  attention,)  her  brother 
being  now  gone  to  bed,  was  for  taking  her  place  upon  Es- 
mond's knee :  for,  though  the  Doctor  was  very  obsequious 
to  her,  she  did  not  like  him,  because  he  had  thick  boots  and 
dirty  hands  (the  pert  young  miss  said),  and  because  she 
hated  learning  the  catechism. 

But  as  she  advanced  towards  Esmond  from  the  corner 
where  she  had  been  sulking,  he  started  back  and  placed 
the  great  chair  on  which  he  was  sitting  between  him  and 
her — saying  in  the  French  language  to  Lady  Castlewood, 
with  whom  the  young  lad  had  read  much,  and  whom  he 
had  perfected  in  this  tongue — "Madam,  the  child  must 
not  approach  me ;  I  must  tell  you  that  I  was  at  the  black- 
smith's to-day,  and  had  his  little  boy  upon  my  lap." 

"  Where  you  took  my  son  afterwards,"  Lady  Castlewood 
said,  very  angry,  and  turning  red.  "  I  thank  you,  sir,  for 
giving  him  such  company.  Beatrix,"  she  said  in  English, 
"  I  forbid  you  to  touch  Mr.  Esmond.  Come  away,  child 
— come  to  your  room.  Come  to  your  room — I  wish  your 
Reverence  good-night — and  you,  sir,  had  you  not  better 
go  back  to  your  friends  at  the  alehouse?"  Her  eyes, 
ordinarily  so  kind,  darted  flashes  of  anger  as  she  spoke ; 
and  she  tossed  up  her  head  (which  hung  down  commonly) 
with  the  mien  of  a  princess. 

"  Hey-day ! "  says  my  lord,  who  was  standing  by  the 
fireplace — indeed  he  was  in  the  position  to  which  he  gen- 
erally came  by  that  hour  of  the  evening — "  Hey-dey ! 
Eachel,  what  are  you  in  a  passion  about?  Ladies  ought 
never  to  be  in  a  passion.  Ought  they,  Doctor  Tusher? 
though  it  does  good  to  see  Rachel  in  a  passion — Damme, 
Lady  Castlewood,  you  look  dev'lish  handsome  in  a  pas- 
sion." 

"It  is,  my  lord,  because  Mr.  Henry  Esmond,  having 
nothing  to  do  with  his  time  here,  and  not  having  a  taste 
for  our  company,  has  been  to  the  alehouse,  where  he  has 
some  friends." 

My  lord  burst  out,  with  a  laugh  and  an  oath — "  You 

young  slyboots,  you've  been  at  Nancy  Sievewright.     D 

the  young  hypocrite,  who'd  have  thought  it  in  him?  I 
say,  Tusher,  he's  been  after " 

"Enough,  my  lord,"  said  my  lady,  "  don't  insult  me  with 
this  talk." 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  poor  Harry,  ready  to  cry  with 
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"  'Let  him  go — let  him  go,  I  say,  to-night."*   .   . 

— Henry  Esmond,  Bk.  I.,  chap,  viii.,  p.  75. 
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shame  and  mortification,  "  the  honour  of  that  young  person 
is  perfectly  unstained  for  me." 

"Oh,  of  course,  of  course,"  says  my  lord,  more  and 
more  laughing  and  tipsy.  "Upon  his  honour,  Doctor — ■ 
Nancy  Sieve .     .       " 

"  Take  Mistress  Beatrix  to  bed,"  my  lady  cried  at  this 
moment  to  Mrs.  Tucker  her  woman,  who  came  in  with  her 
ladyship's  tea.  "Put  her  into  my  room — no,  into  yours," 
she  added  quickly.  "  Go,  my  child :  go,  I  say :  not  a 
word !  "  And  Beatrix,  quite  surprised  at  so  sudden  a  tone 
of  authority  from  one  who  was  seldom  accustomed  to  raise 
her  voice,  went  out  of  the  room  with  a  scared  countenance, 
and  waited  even  to  burst  out  a-erying  until  she  got  to  the 
door  with  Mrs.  Tucker. 

For  once  her  mother  took  little  heed  of  her  sobbing,  and 
continued  to  speak  eagerly — "My  lord,"  she  said,  "this 
young  man — your  dependant — told  me  just  now  in  French 
— he  was  ashamed  to  speak  in  his  own  language — that  he 
had  been  at  the  alehouse  all  day,  where  he  has  had  that 
little  wretch  who  is  now  ill  of  the  small-pox  on  his  knee. 
And  he  comes  home  reeking  from  that  place — yes,  reeking 
from  it — and  takes  my  boy  into  his  lap  without  shame,  and 
sits  down  by  me,  yes,  by  me.  He  may  have  killed  Frank 
for  what  I  know — killed  our  child.  Why  was  he  brought 
in  to  disgrace  our  house?  Why  is  he  here?  Let  him  go — 
let  him  go,  I  say,  to-night,  and  pollute  the  place  no  more. " 

She  had  never  once  uttered  a  syllable  of  unkindness  to 
Harry  Esmond ;  and  her  cruel  words  smote  the  poor  boy, 
so  that  he  stood  for  some  moments  bewildered  with  grief 
and  rage  at  the  injustice  of  such  a  stab  from  such  a  hand. 
He  turned  quite  white  from  red,  which  he  had  been. 

"  I  cannot  help  my  birth,  madam, "  he  said,  "  nor  my 
other  misfortune.  And  as  for  your  boy,  if — if  my  coming 
nigh  to  him  pollutes  him  now,  it  was  not  so  always.  Good- 
night, my  lord.  Heaven  bless  you  and  yours  for  your 
goodness  to  me.  I  have  tired  her  ladyship's  kindness 
out,  and  I  will  go ;  "  and,  sinking  down  on  his  knee,  Harry 
Esmond  took  the  rough  hand  of  his  benefactor  and  kissed  it. 

"  He  wants  to  go  to  the  alehouse — let  him  go,"  cried 
my  lady. 

"I'm  damned  if  he  shall,"  said  my  lord.  "I  didn't 
think  you  could  be  so  damned  ungrateful,  Eachel." 

Her  reply  was  to  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears,  and  to  quit 
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the  room  with  a  rapid  glance  at  Harry  Esmond, — as  my 
lord,  not  heeding  them,  and  still  in  great  good-humour, 
raised  up  his  young  client  from  his  kneeling  posture  (for 
a  thousand  kindnesses  had  caused  the  lad  to  revere  my 
lord  as  a  father),  and  put  his  broad  hand  on  Harry  Es- 
mond's shoulder. 

^"  She  was  always  so,"  my  lord  said;  "the  very  notion 
of  a  woman  drives  her  mad.S  I  took  to  liquor  on  that  very 
account,  by  Jove,  for  no  ouier  reason  than  that ;  for  she 
can't  be  jealous  of  a  beer-barrel  or  a  bottle  of  rum,  can 

she,  Doctor?    D it,  look  at  the  maids — just  look  at  the 

maids  in  the  house  "  (my  lord  pronounced  all  the  words 
together  —  just-look-at-the-maze-in-the-house  :  jever-see' 
such-maze?)  "  You  wouldn't  take  a  wife  out  of  Castle- 
wood  now,  would  you.  Doctor?  "  and  my  lord  burst  out 
laughing. 

The  Doctor,  who  had  been  looking  at  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood  from  under  his  eyelids,  said,  "But  joking  apart,  and, 
my  lord,  as  a  divine,  I  cannot  treat  the  subject  in  a  jocu- 
lar light,  nor,  as  a  pastor  of  this  congregation,  look  with 
anything  but  sorrow  at  the  idea  of  so  very  young  a  sheep 
going  astray." 

"Sir,"  said  young  Esmond,  bursting  out  indignantly, 
"  she  told  me  that  you  yourself  were  a  horrid  old  man,  and 
had  offered  to  kiss  her  in  the  dairy." 

"For  shame,  Henry,"  cried  Doctor  Tusher,  turning  as 
red  as  a  turkey-cock,  while  my  lord  continued  to  roar  with 
laughter.  "  If  you  listen  to  the  falsehoods  of  an  aban- 
doned girl " 

"She  is  as  honest  as  any  woman  in  England,  and  as 
pure  for  me,"  cried  out  Henry,  "  and  as  kind,  and  as  good. 
For  shame  on  you  to  malign  her !  " 

"Far  be  it  from  me  to  do  so,"  cried  the  Doctor. 
"  Heaven  grant  I  may  be  mistaken  in  the  girl,  and  in  you, 
sir,  who  have  a  tvulj precocious  genius;  but  that  is  not  the 
point  at  issue  at  present.  It  appears  that  the  small-pox 
broke  out  in  the  little  boy  at  the  '  Three  Castles ; '  that  it 
was  on  him  when  you  visited  the  alehouse,  for  your  oivn 
reasons ;  and  that  you  sate  with  the  child  for  some  time, 
and  immediately  afterwards  with  my  young  lord."  The 
Doctor  raised  his  voice  as  he  spoke,  and  looked  towards 
my  lady,  who  had  now  come  back,  looking  very  pale,  with 
8  handkerchief  in  her  hand. 
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"This  is  all  very  true,  sir,"  said  Lady  Esmond,  looking 
at  the  young  man. 

'"Tis  to  be  feared  that  he  may  have  brought  the  infec- 
tion with  him." 

"Prom  the  alehouse — yes,"  said  my  lady. 

"D it,  I  forgot  when  I  collared  you,  boy,"  cried  my 

lord,  stepping  back.  "Keep  off,  Harry  my  boy;  there's 
no  good  in  running  into  the  wolf's  jaws,  you  know." 

My  lady  looked  at  him  with  some  surprise,  and  instantly 
advancing  to  Henry  Esmond,  took  his  hand.  "  I  beg  your 
pardon,  Henry,"  she  said;  "I  spoke  very  unkindly.  I 
have  no  right  to  interfere  with  you — with  your " 

My  lord  broke  out  into  an  oath.  "  Can't  you  leave  the 
boy  alone,  my  lady?  "  She  looked  a  little  red,  and  faintly 
pressed  the  lad's  hand  as  she  dropped  it. 

"There  is  no  use,  my  lord,"  she  said;  "Frank  was  on 
his  knee  as  he  was  making  pictures,  and  was  running  con- 
stantly from  Henry  to  me.     The  evil  is  done,  if  any." 

"Not  with  me,  damme,"  cried  my  lord.  "I've  been 
smoaking," — and  he  lighted  his  pipe  again  with  a  coal — 
"and  it  keeps  off  infection;  and  as  the  disease  is  in  the 
village — plague  take  it ! — I  would  have  you  leave  it.  We'll 
go  to-morrow  to  Walcote,  my  lady. " 

"I  have  no  fear,"  said  my  lady;  "I  may  have  had  it 
as  an  infant :  it  broke  out  in  our  house  then ;  and  when 
four  of  my  sisters  had  it  at  home,  two  years  before 
our  marriage,  I  escaped  it,  and  two  of  my  dear  sisters 
died." 

"I  won't  run  the  risk,"  said  my  lord;  "I'm  as  bold  as 
any  man,  but  I'll  not  bear  that." 

"Take  Beatrix  with  you  and  go,"  said  my  lady.  "For 
us  the  mischief  is  done ;  and  Tucker  can  wait  upon  us,  who 
has  had  the  disease." 

"You  take  care  to  choose  'em  ugly  enough,"  said  my 
lord,  at  which  her  ladyship  hung  down  her  head  and  looked 
foolish :  and  my  lord,  calling  away  Tusher,  bade  him  come 
to  the  oak  parlour  and  have  a  pipe.  The  Doctor  made  a 
low  bow  to  her  ladyship  (of  which  salaams  he  was  pro- 
fuse), and  walked  off  on  his  creaking  square-toes  after  his 
patron. 

When  the  lady  and  the  young  man  were  alone,  there  was 
a  silence  of  some  moments,  during  which  he  stood  at  the 
fire,  looking  rather  vacantly  at  the  dying  embers,  whilst 
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her  ladyship  busied  herself  with  the  tambour-frame  and 
needles. 

"I  am  sorry,"  she  said,  after  a  pause,  in  a  hard,  dry 
voice, — "  I  repeat  I  am  sorry  that  I  showed  myself  so  un- 
grateful for  the  safety  of  my  son.  It  was  not  at  all  my 
wish  that  you  should  leave  us,  I  am  sure,  unless  you  found 
pleasure  elsewhere.  But  you  must  perceive,  Mr.  Esmond, 
that  at  your  age,  and  with  your  tastes,  it  is  impossible 
that  you  can  continue  to  stay  upon  the  intimate  footing  in 
which  you  have  been  in  this  family.  You  have  wished  to 
go  to  the  University,  and  I  think  'tis  quite  as  well  that  you 
should  be  sent  thither.  I  did  not  press  this  matter,  think- 
ing you  a  child,  as  you  are,  indeed,  in  years — quite  a 
child;  and  I  should  never  have  thought  of  treating  you 
otherwise  until — until  these  circumstances  came  to  light. 
And  I  shall  beg  my  lord  to  despatch  you  as  quick  as  possi- 
ble :  and  will  go  on  with  Frank's  learning  as  well  as  I  can, 
(I  owe  my  father  thanks  for  a  little  grounding,  and  you, 
I'm  sure,  for  much  that  you  have  taught  me,)^and — and  1 
wish  you  a  good-night,  Mr.  Esmond." 

And  with  this  she  dropped  a  stately  curtsey,  and,  taking 
her  candle,  went  away  through  the  tapestry  door,  which 
led  to  her  apartments.  Esmond  stood  by  the  fireplace, 
blankly  staring  after  her.  Indeed,  he  scarce  seemed  to 
see  until  she  was  gone ;  and  then  her  image  was  impressed 
upon  him,  and  remained  for  ever  fixed  upon  his  memory. 
He  saw  her  retreating,  the  taper  lighting  up  her  marble 
face,  her  scarlet  lip  quivering,  and  her  shining  golden  hair. 
He  went  to  his  own  room,  and  to  bed,  where  he  tried  to 
read,  as  his  custom  was ;  but  he  never  knew  what  he  was 
reading  until  afterwards  he  remembered  the  appearance  of 
the  letters  of  the  book  (it  was  in  Montaigne's  Essays),  and 
the  events  of  the  day  passed  before  him- — that  is,  of  the 
last  hour  of  the  day ;  for  as  for  the  morning,  and  the  poor 
milkmaid  yonder,  he  never  so  much  as  once  thought.  And 
he  could  not  get  to  sleep  until  daylight,  and  woke  with  a 
violent  headache,  and  quite  unrefreshed. 

He  had  brought  the  contagion  with  him  from  the  "  Three 
Castles  "  sure  enough,  and  was  presently  laid  up  with  the 
small-pox,  which  soared  the  hall  no  more  than  it  did  the 
cottage. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

I  HAVE  THE  SMALL-POX,  AND  PREPARE  TO  LEAVE 
CASTLEWOOD. 

When  Harry  Esniond  passed  through  the  crisis  of  that 
malady,  and  returned  to  health  again,  he  found  that  little 
Frank  Esmond  had  also  suffered  and  rallied  after  the  dis- 
ease, and  the  lady  his  mother  was  down  with  it,  with  a 
couple  more  of  the  household.  "  It  was  a  Providence,  for 
which  we  all  ought  to  be  thankful,"  Doctor  Tusher  said, 
"  that  my  lady  and  her  son  were  spared,  while  Death  car- 
ried off  the  poor  domestics  of  the  house ; "  and  rebuked* 
Harry  for  asking,  in  his  simple  way,  For  which  we  ought 
to  be  thankful — that  the  servants  were  killed,  or  the  gen- 
tlefolks were  saved?  Nor  could  young  Esmond  agree  in^ 
the  Doctor's  vehement  protestations  to  my  lady,  when  he 
visited  her  during  her  convalescence,  that  the  malady  had 
not  in  the  least  impaired  her  charms,  and  had  not  been 
churl  enough  to  injure  the  fair  features  of  the  Viscountess 
of  Castlewood;  whereas,  in  spite  of  these  fine  speeches, 
Harry  thought  that  her  ladyship's  beauty  was  very  much 
injured  by  the  small-pox.  When  the  marks  of  the  disease 
cleared  away,  they  did  not,  it  is  true,  leave  furrows  or 
scars  on  her  face  (except  one,  perhaps,  on  her  forehead 
over  her  left  eyebrow) ;  but  the  delicacy  of  her  rosy  colour 
and  complexion  were  gone :  her  eyes  had  lost  their  bril- 
liancy, her  hair  fell,  and  her  face  looked  older.  It  was  as 
if  a  coarse  hand  had  rubbed  off  the  delicate  tints  of  that 
sweet  picture,  and  brought  it,  as  one  has  seen  unskilful 
painting-cleaners  do,  to  the  dead  colour.  Also,  it  must  be 
owned,  that  for  a  year  or  two  after  the  malady  her  lady- 
ship's nose  was  swollen  and  redder. 

There  would  be  no  need  to  mention  these  trivialities,  but* 
that  they  actually  influenced  many  lives,  as  trifles  will  in 
the  world,  where  a  gnat  often  plays  a  greater  part  than  an 
elephant,  and  a  mole-hill,  as  we  know  in  King  William's 
case,  can  upset  an  empire.  When  Tusher  in  his  courtly 
way  (at  which  Harry  Esmond  always  chafed  and  spoke 
scornfully)  vowed  and  protested  that  my  lady's  face  was 


80  HENRY  ESMOND. 

none  the  worse — the  lad  broke  out  and  said,  "  It  is  worse : 
and  my  mistress  is  not  near  so  handsome  as  she  was ; "  on 
which  poor  Lady  Castlewood  gave  a  rueful  smile,  and  a 
look  into  a  little  Venice  glass  she  had,  which  showed  her, 
I  suppose,  that  what  the  stupid  boy  said  was  only  too  true, 
for  she  turned  away  from  the  glass,  and  her  eyes  filled 
with  tears. 

The  sight  of  these  in  Esmond's  heart  always  created  a 
sort  of  rage  of  pity,  and  seeing  them  on  the  face  of  the 
lady  whom  he  loved  best,  the  young  blunderer  sank  down 
on  his  knees,  and  besought  her  to  pardon  him,  saying  that 
he  was  a  fool  and  an  idiot,  that  he  was  a  brute  to  make 
such  a  speech,  he  who  had  caused  her  malady ;  and  Doctor 
Tusher  told  him  that  a  bear  he  was  indeed,  and  a  bear  he 
would  remain,  at  which  speech  poor  young  Esmond  was  so 
dumb-stricken  that  he  did  not  even  growl. 

"  He  is  my  bear,  and  I  will  not  have  him  baited,  Doc- 
tor," my  lady  said,  patting  her  hand  kindly  on  the  boy's 
head,  as  he  was  still  kneeling  at  her  feet.  "  How  your 
hair  has  come  off !  And  mine,  too,"  she  added  with  another 
sigh. 

"  It  is  not  for  myself  that  I  cared,"  my  lady  said  to 
Harry,  when  the  parson  had  taken  his  leave ;  "  but  am  I 
very  much  changed?     Alas!     I  fear 'tis  too  true." 

"  Madam,  you  Iiave  the  dearest,  and  kindest,  and  sweet- 
est face  in  the  world,  I  thiak,"  the  lad  said;  and  indeed 
he  thought  and  thinks  so. 

"  Will  my  lord  think  so  when  he  comes  back?  "  the  lady 
asked  with  a  sigh,  and  another  look  at  her  Venice  glass. 
"  Suppose  he  should  think  as  you  do,  sir,  that  I  am  hide- 
ous— yes,  you  said  hideous^he  will  cease  to  care  for  me. 
'Tis  all  men  care  for  in  women,  our  little  beauty.  Why 
did  he  select  me  from  among  my  sisters?  'Twas  only  for 
that.  We  reign  but  for  a  day  or  two :  and  be  sure  that 
Vashti  knew  Esther  was  coming." 

"Madam,"  said  Mr.  Esmond,  "Ahasuerus  was  the  Grand 

Turk,  and  to  change  was  the  manner  of  his  country,  and 

according  to  his  law." 

f-    "You  are  all  Grand  Turks  for  that  matter,"  said  my 

f  lady,  "  or  would  be  if  you  could.     Come,  Frank,  come,  my 

"^ild.     You  are  well,  praised  be  Heaven.      Your  locks  are 

not  thinned  by  this  dreadful  small-pox :  nor  your  poor  face 

scarred — is  it,  my  angel?  " 
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Frank  began  to  shout  and  whimper  at  the  idea  of  such  a 
misfortune.  From  the  very  earliest  time  the  young  lord 
had  been  taught  to  admire  his  beauty  by  his  mother :  and 
esteemed  it  as  highly  as  any  reigning  toast  valued  hers. 

One  day,  as  he  himself  was  recovering  from  his  fever 
and  illness,  a  pang  of  something  like  shame  shot  across 
young  Esmond's  breast,  as  he  remembered  that  he  had 
never  once  during  his  illness  given  a  thought  to  the  poor 
girl  at  the  smithy,  whose  red  cheeks  bat  a  month  ago  he 
had  been  so  eager  to  see.  Poor  Nancy!  her  cheeks  had 
shared  the  fate  of  roses,  and  were  withered  now.  She  had 
taken  the  illness  on  the  same  day  with  Esmond — she  and 
her  brother  were  both  dead  of  the  small-pox,  and  buried 
under  the  Castlewood  yew-trees.  There  was  no  bright 
face  looking  now  from  the  garden,  or  to  cheer  the  old  smith 
at  his  lonely  fireside.  Esmond  would  have  liked  to  have 
kissed  her  in  her  shroud  (like  the  lass  in  Mr.  Prior's  pretty 
poem) ;  but  she  rested  many  a  foot  below  the  ground,  when 
Esmond  after  his  malady  first  trod  on  it. 

Doctor  Tusher  brought  the  news  of  this  calamity,  about 
which  Harry  Esmond  longed  to  ask,  but  did  not  like.  He 
said  almost  the  whole  village  had  been  stricken  with  the 
pestilence ;  seventeen  persons  were  dead  of  it,  among  them 
mentioning  the  names  of  poor  Nancy  and  her  little  brother. 
He  did  not  fail  to  say  how  thankful  we  survivors  ought  to 
be.  It  being  this  man's  business  to  fatter  and  make  ser- 
mons, it  must  be  owned  he  was  most  industrious  in  it,  and 
was  doing  the  one  or  the  other  all  day. 

And  so  Nancy  was  gone ;  and  Harry  Esmond  blushed 
that  he  had  not  a  single  tear  for  her,  and  fell  to  composing 
an  elegy  in  Latin  verses  over  the  rustic  little  beauty.  He 
bade  the  dryads  mourn  and  the  river-nymphs  deplore  her. 
As  her  father  followed  the  calling  of  Vulcan,  he  said  that 
surely  she  was  like  a  daughter  of  Venus,  though  Sieve- 
wright's  wife  was  an  ugly  shrew,  as  he  remembered  to 
have  heard  afterwards.  He  made  a  long  face,  but,  in 
truth,  felt  scarcely  more  sorrowful  than  a  mute  at  a  fune- 
ral. These  first  passions  of  men  and  women  are  mostly 
abortive ;  and  are  dead  almost  before  they  are  born.  Es- 
mond could  repeat,  to  his  last  day,  some  of  the  doggrel 
lines  in  which  his  muse  bewailed  his  pretty  lass ;  not  with- 
out shame  to  remember  how  bad  the  verses  were,  and  how 
good  he  thought  them ;  how  false  the  grief,  and  yet  how 
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•he  was  rather  proud  of  it.  'Tis  an  error,  surely,  to  talk 
of  the  simplicity  of  youth.  I  think  no  persons  are  more 
hypocritical,  and  have  a  more  affected  behaviour  to  one 
another,  than  the  young.  They  deceive  themselves  and 
each  other  with  artifices  that  do  not  impose  upon  men  of 
the  world ;  and  so  we  get  to  understand  truth  better,  and 
y^row  simpler  as  we  grow  older. 

When  my  lady  heard  of  the  fate  which  had  befallen  poor 
Nancy,  she  said  nothing  so  long  as  Tusher  was  by,  but 
when  he  was  gone,  she  took  Harry  Esmond's  hand  and 
said — 

"  Harry,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  those  cruel  words  I  used 
on  the  night  you  were  taken  ill.  I  am  shocked  at  the  fate 
of  the  poor  creature,  and  am  sure  that  nothing  had  hap- 
pened of  that  with  which,  in  my  anger,  I  charged  you. 
And  the  very  first  day  we  go  out,  you  must  take  me  to  the 
blacksmith,  and  we  must  see  if  there  is  anything  I  can  do 
to  console  the  poor  old  man.  Poor  man !  to  lose  both  his 
children !     What  should  I  do  without  mine?  " 

And  this  was,  indeed,  the  very  first  walk  which  my  lady 
took,  leaning  on  Esmond's  arm,  after  her  illness.  But  her 
visit  brought  no  consolation  to  the  old  father;  and  he 
showed  no  softness,  or  desire  to  speak.  "  The  Lord  gave 
and  took  away,"  he  said;  and  he  knew  what  His  servant's 
duty  was.  He  wanted  for  nothing — less  now  than  ever 
before,  as  there  were  fewer  mouths  to  feed.  He  wished 
her  ladyship  and  Master  Esmond  good  morning — he  had 
grown  tall  in  his  illness,  and  was  but  very  little  marked ; 
and  with  this,  and  a  surly  bow,  he  went  in  from  the  smithy 
to  the  house,  leaving  my  lady,  somewhat  silenced  and 
shamefaced,  at  the  door.  He  had  a  handsome  stone  put 
up  for  his  two  children,  which  may  be  seen  in  Castlewood 
churchyard  to  this  very  day ;  and  before  a  year  was  out  his 
own  name  was  upon  the  stone.  In  the  presence  of  Death, 
that  sovereign  ruler,  a  woman's  coquetry  is  scared;  and 
her  jealousy  will  hardly  pass  the  boundaries  of  that  grim 
kingdom.  'Tis  entirely  of  the  earth  that  passion,  and  ex- 
pires in  the  cold  blue  air  beyond  our  sphere. 

At  length,  when  the  danger  was  quite  over,  it  was  an- 
nounced that  my  lord  and  his  daughter  would  return. 
Esmond  well  remembered  the  day.  The  lady  his  mistress 
was  in  a  flurry  of  fear:  before  my  lord  came,  she  went 
into  her  room,  and  returned  from  it  with  reddened  cheeks. 
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Her  fate  was  about  to  be  decided.  Her  beauty  was  gone 
— was  her  reign,  too,  over?  A  minute  would  say.  My 
lord  came  riding  over  the  bridge — he  could  be  seen  from 
the  great  window,  clad  in  scarlet,  and  mounted  on  his  grey 
hackney — his  little  daughter  ambled  by  him  in  a  bright 
riding-dress  of  blue,  on  a  shining  chestnut  horse.  My 
lady  leaned  against  the  great  mantelpiece,  looking  on,  with 
one  hand  on  her  heart — she  seemed  only  the  more  pale  for 
those  red  marks  on  either  cheek.  She  put  her  handker- 
chief to  her  eyes,  and  withdrew  it,  laughing  hysterically — 
the  cloth  was  quite  red  with  the  rouge  when  she  took  it 
away.  She  ran  to  her  room  again,  and  came  back  with 
pale  cheeks  and  red  eyes — her  son  in  her  hand — just  as 
my  lord  entered,  accompanied  by  young  Esmond,  who  had 
gone  out  to  meet  his  protector,  and  to  hold  his  stirrup  as 
he  descended  from  horseback. 

"  What,  Harry,  boy ! "  my  lord  said,  good-naturedly, 
"  you  look  as  gaunt  as  a  greyhound.  The  small-pox  hasn't 
improved  your  beauty ,(^and  your  side  of  the  house  hadn't 
never  too  much  of  it — ho,  ho !  "^ 

And  he  laughed,  and  sprang  to  the  ground  with  no  small 
agility,  looking  handsome  and  red,  with  a  jolly  face  and 
brown  hair,  like  a  Beef-eater ;  Esmond  kneeling  again,  as 
soon  as  his  patron  had  descended,  performed  his  homage, 
and  then  went  to  greet  the  little  Beatrix,  and  help  her 
from  her  horse. 

"  Fie !  how  yellow  you  look !  "  she  said ;  "  and  there  are 
one,  two,  red  holes  in  your  face ;  "  which,  indeed,  was  very 
true ;  Harry  Esmond's  harsh  countenance  bearing,  as  long 
as  it  continued  to  be  a  human  face,  the  marks  of  the  dis- 
ease. 

My  lord  laughed  again,  in  high  good-humour. 

"  D it !  "  said  he,  with  one  of  his  usual  oaths,  "  the 

little  slut  sees  everything.  She  saw  the  Dowager's  paint 
t'other  day,  and  asked  her  why  she  wore  that  red  stuff — 
didn't  you,  Trix?  and  the  Tower;  and  St.  James's;  and 
the  play ;  and  the  Prince  George,  and  the  Princess  Anne — 
didn't  you,  Trix?  " 

"They  are  both  very  fat,  and  smelt  of  brandy,"  the  child 
said. 

Papa  roared  with  laughing. 

"  Brandy !  "  he  said.  "  And  how  do  you  know,  Miss 
Pert?  " 
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"  Because  your  lordship  smells  of  it  after  supper,  when  I 
embrace  you  before  you  go  to  bed,"  said  the  young  lady, 
who,  indeed,  was  as  pert  as  her  father  said,  and  looked  as 
beautiful  a  little  gipsy  as  eyes  ever  gazed  on. 

"And  now  for  my  lady,"  said  my  lord,  going  up  the 
stairs,  and  passing  under  the  tapestry  curtain  that  hung 
before  the  drawing-room  door.  Esmond  remembered  that 
noble  figure,  handsomely  arrayed  in  scarlet.  Within  the 
last  few  months  he  himself  had  grown  from  a  boy  to  be  a 
man,  and  with  his  figure  his  thoughts  had  shot  up,  and 
grown  manly. 

My  lady's  countenance,  of  which  Harry  Esmond  was 
accustomed  to  watch  the  changes,  and  with  a  solicitous 
affection  to  note  and  interpret  the  signs  of  gladness  or 
care,  wore  a  sad  and  depressed  look  for  many  weeks  after 
her  lord's  return :  during  which  it  seemed  as  if,  by  caresses 
and  entreaties,  she  strove  to  win  him  back  from  some  ill- 
humour  he  had,  and  which  he  did  not  choose  to  throw  off. 
In  her  eagerness  to  please  him  she  practised  a  hundred  of 
those  arts  which  had  formerly  charmed  him,  but  which 
seemed  now  to  have  lost  their  potency.  Her  songs  did 
not  amuse  him ;  and  she  hushed  them  and  the  children 
when  in  his  presence.  My  lord  sat  silent  at  his  dinner, 
drinking  greatly,  his  lady  opposite  to  him,  looking  furtively 
at  his  face,  though  also  speechless.  Her  silence  annoyed 
htm  as  much  as  her  speech ;  and  he  would  peevishly,  and 
with  an  oath,  ask  her  why  she  held  her  tongue  and  looked 
so  glum ;  or  he  would  roughly  check  her  when  speaking, 
and  bid  her  not  talk  nonsense.  It  seemed  as  if,  since  his 
return,  nothing  she  could  do  or  say  could  please  him. 

When  a  master  and  mistress  are  at  strife  in  a  house,  the 
subordinates  in  the  family  take  the  one  side  or  the  other. 
Harry  Esmond  stood  in  so  great  fear  of  my  lord,  that  he 
would  run  a  league  barefoot  to  do  a  message  for  him ;  but 
his  attachment  for  Lady  Esmond  was  such  a  passion  of 
grateful  regard,  that  to  spare  her  a  grief,  or  to  do  her  a 
service,  he  would  have  given  his  life  daily :  and  it  was  by 
the  very  depth  and  intensity  of  this  regard  that  he  began 
n;o  divine  how  unhappy  his  adored  lady's  life  was,  and  that 
a  secret  care  (for  she  never  spoke  of  her  anxieties)  was 
weighing  upon  her. 

Can  any  one,  who  has  passed  through  the  world  and 
watched  the  nature  of  men  and  women  there,  doubt  what 
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had  befallen  her?  I  have  seen,  to  be  sure,  some  people 
carry  down  with  them  into  old  age  the  actual  bloom  of 
their  youthful  love,  and  I  know  that  Mr.  Thomas  Parr 
lived  to  be  a  hundred  and  sixty  years  old.  But,  for  all 
that,  threescore  and  ten  is  the  age  of  men,  and  few  get  be- 
yond it;  and  'tis  certain  that  a  man  who  marries  for  mere 
heaux  yeux,  as  my  lord  did,  considers  this  part  of  the  con- 
tract at  end  when  the  woman  ceases  to  fulfil  hers,  and 
his  love  does  not  survive  her  beauty.  I  know  'tis  often 
otherwise,  I  say;  and  can  think  (as  most  nien  in  their  own 
experience  may)  of  many  a  house,  where,  lighted  in  early 
years,  the  sainted  lamp  of  love  hath  never  been  extin- 
guished ;  but  so  there  is  Mr.  Parr,  and  so  there  is  the  great 
giant  at  the  fair  that  is  eight  feet  high — exceptions  to  men 
— and  that  poor  lamp  whereof  I  speak,  that  lights  at  first 
the  nuptial  chamber,  is  extinguished  by  a  hundred  winds 
and  draughts  down  the  chimney,  or  sputters  out  for  want 
of  feeding.  And  then — and  then  it  is  Chloe,  in  the  dark, 
stark  awake,  and  Strephon  snoring  unheeding;  or  vice 
versa,  'tis  poor  Strephon  that  has  married  a  heartless  jilt, 
and  awoke  out  of  that  absurd  vision  of  conjugal  felicity, 
which  was  to  last  for  ever,  and  is  over  like  any  other 
dream.  One  and  other  has  made  his  bed,  and  so  must  lie 
in  it,  until  that  final  day  when  life  ends,  and  they  sleep 
separate. 

About  this  time  young  Esmond,  who  had  a  knack  of 
stringing  verses,  turned  some  of  Ovid's  Epistles  into 
rhymes,  and  brought  them  to  his  lady  for  her  delectation. 
Those  which  treated  of  forsaken  women  touched  her  im- 
mensely, Harry  remarked ;  and  when  Olnone  called  after 
Paris,  and  Medea  bade  Jason  come  back  again,  the  lady 
of  Castlewood  sighed,  and  said  she  thought  that  part  of 
the  verses  was  the  most  pleasing.  Indeed,  she  would  have 
chopped  up  the  Dean,  her  old  father,  in  order  to  bring  her 
husband  back  again.  But  her  beautiful  Jason  was  gone, 
as  beautiful  Jasons  will  go,  and  the  poor  enchantress  had 
never  a  spell  to  keep  him. 

My  lord  was  only  sulky  as  long  as  his  wife's  anxious 
face  or  behaviour  seemed  to  upbraid  him.  When  she  had 
got  to  master  these,  and  to  show  an  outwardly  cheerful 
countenance  and  behaviour,  her  husband's  good-humour 
returned  partially,  and  he  swore  and  stormed  no  longer  at 
dinner,  but  laughed  sometimes,  and  yawned  unrestrainedly; 
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absenting  himself  often  from  home,  inviting  more  com- 
pany thither,  passing  the  greater  part  of  his  days  in  the 
hunting-field,  or  over  the  bottle  as  before ;  but  with  this 
difference,  that  the  poor  wife  could  no  longer  see  now,  as 
she  had  done  formerly,  the  light  of  love  kindled  in  his 
eyes.  He  was  with  her,  but  that  flame  was  out :  and  that 
once  welcome  beacon  no  more  shone  there. 

What  were  this  lady' s  feelings  when  forced  to  admit  the 
truth  whereof  her  foreboding  glass  had  given  her  only  too 
true  warning,  that  with  her  beauty  her  reign  had  ended, 
and  the  days  of  her  love  were  over?  What  does  a  seaman 
do  in  a  storm  if  mast  and  rudder  are  carried  away?  He 
ships  a  jurymast,  and  steers  as  he  best  can  with  an  oar. 
What  happens  if  your  roof  falls  in  a  tempest?  After  the 
first  stun  of  the  calamity  the  sufferer  starts  up,  gropes 
around  to  see  that  the  children  are  safe,  and  puts  them 
under  a  shed  out  of  the  rain.  If  the  palace  burns  down, 
you  take  shelter  in  the  barn.  What  man's  life  is  not  over- 
taken by  one  or  more  of  these  tornadoes  that  send  us  out 
of  the  course,  and  fling  us  on  rocks  to  shelter  as  best  we 
may? 

When  Lady  Castlewood  found  that  her  great  ship  had 
gone  down,  she  began  as  best  she  might,  after  she  had 
rallied  from  the  effect  of  the  loss,  to  put  out  small  ven- 
tures of  happiness ;  and  hope  for  little  gains  and  returns, 
as  a  merchant  on  'Change,  indociHs pauperievi pati,  having 
lost  his  thousands,  embarks  a  few  guineas  upon  the  next 
ship.  She  laid  out  her  all  upon  her  children,  indulging 
them  beyond  all  measure,  as  was  inevitable  with  one  of 
her  kindness  of  disposition;  giving  all  her  thoughts  to 
their  welfare — learning,  that  she  might  teach  them;  and 
improving  her  own  many  natural  gifts  and  feminine  accom- 
plishments, that  she  might  impart  them  to  her  young  ones. 
To  be  doing  good  for  some  one  else,  is  the  life  of  most 
good  women.  They  are  exuberant  of  kindness,  as  it  were, 
and  must  impart  it  to  some  one.  She  made  herself  a  good 
scholar  of  French,  Italian,  and  Latin,  having  been  grounded 
in  these  by  her  father  in  her  youth ;  hiding  these  gifts 
from  her  husband  out  of  fear,  perhaps,  that  they  should 
offend  him,  for  my  lord  was  no  bookman — pish'd  and 
psha'd  at  the  notion  of  learned  ladies,  and  would  have 
been  angry  that  his  wife  could  construe  out  of  a  Latin  book 
of  which  he  could  scarce  understand  two  words.     Young 
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Esmond  -was  usher,  or  house  tutor,  under  her  or  over  her, 
as  it  might  happen.  During  my  lord's  many  absences, 
these  school-days  would  go  on  uninterruptedly :  the  mother 
and  daughter  learning  with  surprising  quickness ;  the  latter 
by  fits  and  starts  only,  and  as  suited  her  wayward  humour. 
As  for  the  little  lord,  it  must  be  owned  that  he  took  after 
his  father  in  the  matter  of  learning — liked  marbles  and 
play,  and  the  great  horse  and  the  little  one  which  his  father 
brought  him,  and  on  which  he  took  him  out  a-hunting,  a 
great  deal  better  than  Corderius  and  Lily ;  marshalled  the 
village  boys  and  had  a  little  court  of  them,  already  flog- 
ging them,  and  domineering  over  them  with  a  fine  imperi- 
ous spirit,  that  made  his  father  laugh  when  he  beheld  it, 
and  his  mother  fondly  warn  him.  The  cook  had  a  son, 
the  woodman  had  two,  the  big  lad  at  the  porter's  lodge 
took  his  cuffs  and  his  orders.  Doctor  Tusher  said  he  was 
a  young  nobleman  of  gallant  spirit ;  and  Harry  Esmond, 
who  was  his  tutor,  and  eight  years  his  little  lordship's 
senior,  had  hard  work  sometimes  to  keep  his  own  temper, 
and  hold  his  authority  over  his  rebellious  little  chief  and 
kinsman . 

In  a  couple  of  years  after  that  calamity  had  befallen 
which  had  robbed  Lady  Castlewood  of  a  little — a  very 
little — of  her  beauty,  and  her  careless  husband's  heart  (if 
the  truth  must  be  told,  my  lady  had  found  not  only  that 
her  reign  was  over,  but  that  her  successor  was  appointed, 
a  Princess  of  a  noble  house  in  Drury  Lane  somewhere,  who 
was  installed  and  visited  by  my  lord  at  the  town  eight 
miles  off — -pudet  hmo  opprohria  dicere  nobis) — a  great  change 
had  taken  place  in  her  mind,  which,  by^ struggles  only 
known  to  herself,  at  least  never  mentioned  to  any  one,  and 
unsuspected  by  the  person  who  caused  the  pain  she  endured 
— had  been  schooled  into  such  a  condition  as  she  could  not 
very  likely  have  imagined  possible  a  score  of  months  since, 
before  her  misfortunes  had  begun. 

She  had  oldened  in  that  time  as  people  do  who  suffer 
silently  great  mental  pain ;  and  learned  much  that  she  had 
never  suspected  before.  She  was  taught  by  that  bitter 
teacher  Misfortune.  A_  child  the  mother  of  other  children, 
but  two  years  back  her  lord  was  a  god  to  her ;  his  words 
her  law ;  his  smile  her  sunshine ;  his  lazy  commonplaces 
listened  to  eagerly,  as  if  they  were  words  of  wisdom — all 
his  wishes  and  freaks  obeyed  with  a  servile  devotion.     She 
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had  been  my  lord's  chief  slave  and  blind  -worshipper. 
Some  women  bear  farther  than  this,  and  submit  not  only 
to  neglect  but  to  unfaithfulness  too — but  here  this  lady's 
allegiance  had  failed  her.  Her  spirit  rebelled,  and  dis- 
owned any  more  obedience.  First  she  had  to  bear  in  secret 
the  passion  of  losing  the  adored  object;  then  to  get  a 
further  initiation,  and  to  find  this  worshipped  being  was 
l)ut  a  clumsy  idol :  then  to  admit  the  silent  truth,  that  it 
was  she  was  superior,  and  not  the  monarch  her  master : 
i;hat  she  had  thoughts  which  his  brains  could  never  master, 
and  was  the  better  of  the  two ;  quite  separate  from  my 
lord  although  tied  to  him,  and  bound,  as  almost  all  people 
{save  a  very  happy  few),  to  work  all  her  life  alone.  My 
lord  sat  in  his  chair,  laughing  his  laugh,  cracking  his  joke, 
his  face  flushing  with  wine^my  lady  in  her  place  over 
against  him — he  never  suspecting  that  his  superior  was 
there,  in  the  calm  resigned  lady,  cold  of  manner,  with 
downcast  eyes.  When  he  was  merry  in  his  cups,  he  would 
make  jokes  about  her  coldness,  and,  "Damn  it,  now  my 
lady  is  gone,  we  will  have  t'other  bottle,"  he  would  say. 
He  was  frank  enough  in  telling  his  thoughts,  such  as  they 
were.  There  was  little  mystery  about  my  lord's  words  or 
actions.  His  Fair  Rosamond  did  not  live  in  a  Labyrinth, 
like  the  lady  of  Mr.  Addison's  opera,  but  paraded  with 
painted  cheeks  and  a  tipsy  retinue  in  the  country  town. 
Had  she  a  mind  to  be  revenged,  Lady  Castlewood  could 
have  found  the  way  to  her  rival's  house  easily  enough ; 
and,  if  she  had  come  with  bowl  and  dagger,  would  have 
been  routed  off  the  ground  by  the  enemy  with  a  volley  of 
Billingsgate,  which  the  fair  person  always  kept  by  her. 

Meanwhile,  it  has  been  said,  that  for  Harry  Esmond  his 
benefactress'  sweet  face  had  lost  none  of  its  charms.  It 
had  always  the  kindest  of  looks  and  smiles  for  him — 
smiles,  not  so  gay  and  artless  perhaps  as  those  which 
Lady  Castlewood  had  formerly  worn,  when,  a  child  her- 
self, playing  with  her  children,  her  husband's  pleasure  and 
authority  were  all  she  thought  of ;  but  out  of  her  griefs 
and  cares,  as  will  happen  I  think  when  these  trials  fall 
upon  a  kindly  heart,  and  are  not  too  unbearable,  grew  up 
a  number  of  thoughts  and  excellences  which  had  never 
come  into  existence,  had  not  her  sorrow  and  misfortunes 
engendered  them.  Sure,  occasion  is  the  father  of  most 
that  is  good  in  us.     As  you  have  seen  the  awkward  fingers 
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and  clumsy  tools  of  a  prisoner  cut  and  fashion  the  most 
delicate  little  pieces  of  carved  work ;  or  achieve  the  most 
prodigious  underground  labours,  and  cut  through  walls  of 
masonry,  and  saw  iron  bars  and  fetters;  'tis  misfortune 
that  awakens  ingenuity,  or  fortitude,  or  endurance,  in 
hearts  where  these  qualities  had  never  come  to  life  but  for 
the  circumstance  which  gave  them  a  being. 

"  'Twas  after  Jason  left  her,  no  doubt,"  Lady  Castle- 
wood  once  said  with  one  of  her  smiles  to  young  Esmond 
(who  was  reading  to  her  a  version  of  certain  lines  out  of 
Euripides),  "  that  Medea  became  a  learned  woman  and  a 
great  enchantress." 

"And  she  could  conjure  the  stars  out  of  heaven,"  the 
young  tutor  added,  "  but  she  could  not  bring  Jason  back 
again." 

"  What  do  you  mean?  "  asked  my  lady,  very  angry. 

"Indeed  I  mean  nothing,"  said  the  other,  "save  what 
I've  read  in  books.  What  should  I  know  about  such  mat- 
ters? I  have  seen  no  woman  save  you  and  little  Beatrix, 
and  the  parson's  wife  and  my  late  mistress,  and  your  lady- 
ship's women  here." 

"  The  men  who  wrote  your  books, "  says  my  lady,  "  your 
Horaces,  and  Ovids,  and  Virgils,  as  far  as  I  know  of  them, 
all  thought  ill  of  us,  as  all  the  heroes  they  wrote  about  used 
us  basely.  We  were  bred  to  be  slaves  always;  and  even 
of  our  own  times,  as  you  are  still  the  only  lawgivers,  I 
think  our  sermons  seem  to  say  that  the  best  woman  is  she 
who  bears  her  master's  chains  most  gracefully.  'Tis  a 
pity  there  are  no  nunneries  permitted  by  our  church :  Bea- 
trix and  I  would  fly  to  one,  and  end  our  days  in  peace 
there  away  from  you." 
•  "And  is  there  no  slavery  in  a  convent?  "  says  Esmond. 

"  At  least  if  women  are  slaves  there,  no  one  sees  them," 
answered  the  lady.  "  They  don't  work  in  street  gangs 
with  the  publick  to  jeer  them :  and  if  they  suffer,  suffer  in 
private.  Here  comes  my  lord  home  from  hunting.  Take 
away  the  books.  My  lord  does  not  love  to  see  them. 
Lessons  are  over  for  to-day,  Mr.  Tutor."  And  with  a 
curtsey  and  a  smile  she  would  end  this  sort  of  colloquy. 

Indeed  "Mr.  Tutor,"  as  my  lady  called  Esmond,  had 
now  business  enough  on  his  hands  at  Castlewood  House. 
He  had  three  pupils,  his  lady  and  her  two  children,  at 
whose  lessons  she  would  always  be  present;  besides  writ- 
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ing  my  lord's  letters,  and  arranging  his  accompts  for  him 
— when  these  could  be  got  from  Esmond's  indolent  patron. 

Of  the  pupils  the  two  young  people  were  but  lazy  schol- 
ars, and  as  my  lady  would  admit  no  discipline  such  as  was 
then  in  use,  my  lord's  son  only  learned  what  he  liked, 
which  was  but  little,  and  never  to  his  life's  end  could  be 
got  to  construe  more  than  six  lines  of  Virgil.  Mistress 
Beatrix  chattered  French  prettily,  from  a  very  early  age ; 
and  sang  sweetly,  but  this  was  from  her  mother's  teaching 
— not  Harry  Esmond's,  who  could  scarce  distinguish  be- 
tween "  Green  Sleeves  "  and  "  LillibuUero ;  "  although  he 
had  no  greater  delight  in  life  than  to  hear  the  ladies  sing. 
He  sees  them  now  (will  he  ever  forget  them?)  as  they  used 
to  sit  together  of  the  summer  evenings — the  two  golden 
heads  over  the  page — the  child's  little  hand,  and  the 
mother's  beating  the  time,  with  their  voices  rising  and  fall- 
ing in  unison. 

But  if  the  children  were  careless,  'twas  a  wonder  how 
eagerly  the  mother  learnt  from  her  young  tutor — and 
taught  him  too.  The  happiest  instinctive  faculty  was  this 
lady's — a  faculty  for  discerning  latent  beauties  and  hidden 
graces  of  books,  especially  books  of  poetry,  as  in  a  walk 
she  would  spy  out  field-flowers  and  make  posies  of  them, 

such  as  no  other  hand  could. She  was  a  critick,  not  by 

reason  but  by  feeling ;  the  sweetest  commentator  of  those 
books  they  read  together ;  and  the  happiest  hours  of  young 
Esmond's  life,  perhaps,  were  those  passed  in  the  company 
of  this  kind  mistress  and  her  children. 

These  happy  days  were  to  end  soon,  however;  and  it 
was  by  the  Lady  Castlewood's  own  decree  that  they  were 
brought  to  a  conclusion.  It  happened  about  Christmas- 
time, Harry  Esmond  being  now  past  sixteen  years  of  age, 
that  his  old  comrade,  adversary,  and  friend,  Tom  Tusher, 
returned  from  his  school  in  London,  a  fair,  well-grown, 
and  sturdy  lad,  who  was  about  to  enter  college,  with  an 
exhibition  from  his  school,  and  a  prospect  of  after  promo- 
tion in  the  church.  Tom  Tusher' s  talk  was  of  nothing  but 
Cambridge  now ;  and  the  boys,  who  were  good  friends,  ex- 
amined each  other  eagerly  about  their  progress  in  books. 
Tom  had  learned  some  Greek  and  Hebrew,  besides  Latin, 
in  which  he  was  pretty  well  skilled,  and  also  had  given 
himself  to  mathematical  studies  under  his  father's  guid- 
ance, who   was  a  proficient  in  those  sciences,  of   which 


HENRY  ESMOND.  91 

Esmond  knew  nothing;  nor  could  he  write  Latin  so  well 
as  Tom,  though  he  could  talk  it  better,  having  been  taught 
by  his  dear  friend  the  Jesuit  Father,  for  whose  memory 
the  lad  ever  retained  the  warmest  affection,  reading  his 
books,  keeping  his  swords  clean  in  the  little  crypt  where 
the  Father  had  shown  them  to  Esmond  on  the  night  of  his 
visit;  and  often  of  a  night  sitting  in  the  chaplain's  room, 
which  he  inhabited,  over  his  books,  his  verses,  and  rubbish, 
with  which  the  lad  occupied  himself,  he  would  look  up  at 
the  window,  thinking  he  wished  it  might  open  and  let  in 
the  good  Father.  He  had  come  and  passed  away  like  a 
dream ;  but  for  the  swords  and  books,  Harry  might  almost 
think  the  Father  was  an  imagination  of  his  mind— and  for 
two  letters  which  had  come  to  him,  one  from  abroad  full 
of  advice  and  affection,  another  soon  after  he  had  been 
confirmed  by  the  Bishop  of  Hexton,  in  which  Father  Holt 
deplored  his  falling  away.  But  Harry  Esmond  felt  so 
confident  now  of  his  being  in  the  right,  and  of  his  own 
powers  as  a  casuist,  that  he  thought  he  was  able  to  face 
the  Father  himself  in  argument,  and  possibly  convert  him. 

To  work  upon  the  faith  of  her  young  pupil,  Esmond's 
kind  mistress  sent  to  the  library  of  her  father  the  Dean, 
who  had  been  distinguished  in  the  disputes  of  the  late 
king's  reign;  and,  an  old  soldier  now,  had  hung  up  his 
weapons  of  controversy.  These  he  took  down  from  his 
shelves  willingly  for  young  Esmond,  whom  he  benefited 
by  his  own  personal  advice  and  instruction.  It  did  not 
require  much  persuasion  to  induce  the  boy  to  worship  with 
his  beloved  mistress.  And  the  good  old  nonjuring  Dean 
flattered  himself  with  a  conversion  which,  in  truth,  was 
owing'to  a  much  gentler  and  fairer  persuader. 

Under  her  ladyship's  kind  eyes  (my  lord's  being  sealed 
in  sleep  pretty  generally),  Esmond  read  many  volumes  of 
the  works  of  the  famous  British  Divines  of  the  last  age, 
and  was  familiar  with  Wake  and  Sherlock,  with  Stilling- 
fleet  and  Patrick.  His  mistress  never  tired  to  listen  or  to 
read,  to  pursue  the  text  with  fond  comments,  to  urge  those 
points  which  her  fancy  dwelt  on  most,  or  her  reason 
deemed  most  important.  Since  the  death  of  her  father  the 
Dean,  this  lady  hath  admitted  a  certain  latitude  of  theo- 
logical reading  which  her  orthodox  father  would  never 
have  allowed;  his  favourite  writers  appealing  more  to 
reason  and  antiquity  than  to  the  passions  or  imaginations 
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of  their  readers,  so  that  the  works  of  Bishop  Taylor,  nay, 
those  of  Mr.  Baxter  and  Mr.  Law,  have  in  reality  found 
more  favour  with  my  Lady  Castlewood  than  the  severer 
volumes  of  our  great  English  schoolmen. 

In  later  life,  at  the  University,  Esmond  re-opened  the 
controversy,  and  pursued  it  in  a  very  different  manner, 
when  his  patrons  had  determined  for  him  that  he  was  to 
embrace  the  ecclesiastical  life.  But  though  his  mistress's 
heart  was  in  this  calling,  his  own  never  was  much.  After 
that  first  fervour  of  simple  devotion,  which  his  beloved 
Jesuit-priest  had  inspired  in  him,  speculative  theology 
took  but  little  hold  upon  the  young  man's  mind.  When 
his  early  credulity  was  disturbed,  and  his  saints  and  virgins 
taken  out  of  his  worship,  to  rank  little  higher  than  the 
divinities  of  Olympus,  his  belief  became  acquiescence  rather 
than  ardour ;  and  he  made  his  mind  up  to  assume  the  cas- 
sock and  bands,  as  another  man  does  to  wear  a  breast-plate 
and  jack-boots,  or  to  mount  a  merchant's  desk,  for  a  liveli- 
hood, and  from  obedience  and  necessity,  rather  than  from 
choice.  There  were  scores  of  such  men  in  Mr.  Esmond's 
time  at  the  universitie.s,  who  were  going  to  the  church  with 
no  better  calling  than  his. 

When  Thomas  Tusher  was  gone,  a  feeling  of  no  small 
depression  and  disquiet  fell  upon  young  Esmond,  of  which, 
though  he  did  not  complain,  his  kind  mistress  must  have 
divined  the  cause :  for  soon  after  she  showed  not  only  that 
she  understood  the  reason  of  Harry's  melancholy,  but 
could  provide  a  remedy  for  it.  Her  habit  was  thus  to 
watch,  unobservedly,  those  to  whom  duty  or  affection 
bound  her,  and  to  prevent  their  designs,  or  to  fulfil  them, 
when  she  had  the  power.  It  was  this  lady's  disposition 
to  think  kindnesses,  and  devise  silent  bounties  and  to 
scheme  benevolence,  for  those  about  her.  We  take  such 
goodness,  for  the  most  part,  as  if  it  was  our  due;  the 
Marys  who  bring  ointment  for  our  feet  get  but  little 
thanks.  Some  of  us  never  feel  this  devotion  at  all,  or 
are  moved  by  it  to  gratitude  or  acknowledgment ;  others 
only  recall  it  years  after,  when  the  days  are  past  in  which 
those  sweet  kindnesses  were  spent  on  us,  and  we  offer 
back  our  return  for  the  debt  by  a  poor  tardy  payment  of 
tears.  Then  forgotten  tones  of  love  recur  to  us,  and  kind 
glances  shine  out  of  the  past — oh  so  bright  and  clear! 
—oh  so  longed  after! — because  they  are  out  of  reach;  as 
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holiday  musick  from  within-side  a  prison  wall — or  sunshine 
seen  through  the  bars ;  is  more  prized  because  unattainable 
— more  bright  because  of  the  contrast  of  present  darkness 
and  solitude,  whence  there  is  no  escape. 

All  the  notice,  then,  which  Lady  Castlewood  seemed  to 
take  of  Harry  Esmond's  melancholy,  upon  Tom  Tusher's 
departure,  was,  by  a  gaiety  unusual  to  her,  to  attempt  to 
dispel  his  gloom.  She  made  his  three  scholars  (herself 
being  the  chief  one)  more  cheerfulthan  ever  they  had  been 
before,  and  more  docile,  too,  all  of  them  learning  and 
reading  much  more  than  they  had  been  accustomed  to  do. 
"For  who  knows,"  said  the  lady,  "what  may  happen,  and 
whether  we  maybe  able  to  keep  such  a  learned  tutor  long?  " 

Frank  Esmond  said  he  for  his  part  did  not  want  to  learn 
any  more,  and  cousin  Harry  might  shut  up  his  book  when- 
ever he  liked,  if  he  would  come  out  a-fishing ;  and  little 
Beatrix  declared  she  would  send  for  Tom  Tusher,  and  he 
would  be-  glad  enough  to  come  to  Castlewood,  if  Harry 
chose  to  go  away. 

At  last  comes  a  messenger  from  Winchester  one  day, 
bearer  of  a  letter,  with  a  great  black  seal,  from  the  Dean 
there,  to  say  that  his  sister  was  dead,  and  had  left  her  for- 
tune of  2,000Z.  among  her  six  nieces,  the  Dean's  daughters ; 
and  many  a  time  since  has  Harry  Esmond  recalled  the 
flushed  face  and  eager  look  wherewith,  after  this  intelli- 
gence, his  kind  lady  regarded  him.  She  did  not  pretend 
to  any  grief  about  the  deceased  relative,  from  whom  she 
and  hei  family  had  been  many  years  parted. 

When  my  lord  heard  of  the  news,  he  also  did  not  make 
any  very  long  face.  "  The  money  will  come  very  handy 
to  furnish  the  musick^room  and  the  cellar,  which  is  getting 
low,  and  buy  your  ladyship  a  coach  and  a  couple  of  horses 
that  will  do  indifferent  to  ride  or  for  the  coach.  And, 
Beatrix,  you  shall  have  a  spinnet :  and,  Frank,  you  shall 
have  a  little  horse  from  Hexton  Fair;  and,  Harry,  you 
shall  have  five  pounds  to  buy  some  books,"  said  my  lord, 
who  was  generous  with  his  own,  and  indeed  with  other 
folk's  money.  "I  wish  your  aunt  would  die  once  a  year, 
Eachel;  we  could  spend  your  money,  and  all  your  sisters', 
too." 

"  I  have  but  one  aunt — and — and  I  have  another  use  for 
the  money,  my  lord,"  says  my  lady,  turning  very  red. 

"  Another  use,  my  dear ;  and  what  do  you  know  about 
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money?"  cries  my  lord.  "And  what  the  devil  is  there 
that  I  don't  give  you  which  you  want?  " 

"I  intend  to  give  this  money — can't  you  fancy  how,  my 
lord?  " 

My  lord  swore  one  of  his  large  oaths  that  he  did  not 
know  in  the  least  what  she  meant. 

"  I  intend  it  for  Harry  Esmond  to  go  to  college.  Cousin 
Harry,"  says  my  lady,  "you  mustn't  stay  longer  in  this 
dull  place,  but  make  a  name  to  yourself,  and  for  us  too, 
Harry." 

"D — n  it,  Harry's  well  enough  here,"  says  my  lord,  for 
a  moment  looking  rather  sulky. 

"  Is  Harry  going  away?  You  don't  mean  to  say  you 
will  go  away?  "  cry  out  Frank  and  Beatrix  at  one  breath. 

"  But  he  will  come  back :  and  this  will  always  be  his 
home,"  cries  my  lady,  with  blue  eyes  looking  a  celestial 
kindness:  " and  his  scholars  will  always  love  him ;  won't 
they?  " 

"  By  G — d,  Rachel,  you're  a  good  woman !  "  says  my 
lord,  seizing  my  lady's  hand,  at  which  she  blushed  very 
much,  and  shrank  back,  putting  her  children  before  her. 
"  I  wish  you  joy,  my  kinsman,"  he  continued,  giving  Harry 
Esmond  a  hearty  slap  on  the  shoulder.  "I  won't  baulk 
your  luck.  Go  to  Cambridge,  boy;  and  when  Tusher  dies 
you  shall  have  the  living  here,  if  you  are  not  better  pro- 
vided by  that  time.  We'll  furnish  the  dining-room  and 
buy  the  horses  another  year.  I'll  give  thee  a  nag  out 
of  the  stable :  take  any  one  except  my  hack  and  the  bay 
gelding  and  the  coach-horses;  and  God  speed  thee,  my 
boy!" 

"Have  the  sorrel,  Harry;  'tis  a  good  one.  Father  says 
'tis  the  best  in  the  stable,"  says  little  Frank,  clapping  his 
hands,  and  jumping  up.  "Let's  come  and  see  him  in  the 
stable."  And  the  other,  in  his  delight  and  eagerness,  was 
for  leaving  the  room  that  instant  to  arrange  about  his 
journey. 

The  Lady  Castlewood  looked  after  him  with  sad  pene- 
trating glances.  "  He  wishes  to  be  gone  already,  my  lord," 
said  she  to  her  husband. 

The  young  man  hung  back  abashed.  "  Indeed,  I  would 
stay  for  ever,  if  your  ladyship  bade  me,"  he  said. 

"And  thou  wouldst  be  a  fool  for  thy  pains,  kinsman," 
said  my  lord.     "Tut,  tut,  man.     Go  and  see  the  world. 
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Sow  thy  wild  oats ;  and  take  the  best  luck  that  Fate  sends 
thee.  I  wish  I  were  a  boy  again  that  I  might  go  to  col- 
lege, and  taste  the  Trumpington  ale." 

"  Ours,  indeed,  is  but  a  dull  hqmej"  cries  my  lady,  with 
a  little  of  sadness  and,  maybe,  of  satire,  in  her  voice ;  "an 
old  glum  house,  half  ruined,  and  the  rest  only  half  fur- 
nished ;  a  woman  and  two  children  are  but  poor  company 
for  men^ that  are  accustomed  to  better.  We  are  only  fit  to 
be  your  worship's  handmaids,  and  your  pleasures  must  of 
necessity  lie  elsewhere  than  at  home." 

"Curse  me,  Eachel,  if  I  know  now  whether  thou  art  in 
earnest  or  not,"  said  my  lord. 

"  In  earnest,  my  lord !  "  says  she,  still  clinging  by  one  of 
her  children.  "Is  there  much  subject  here  for  joke?" 
And  she  made  him  a  grand  curtsey,  and,  giving  a  stately 
look  to  Harry  Esmond,  which  seemed  to  say,  "  Eemember ; 
you  understand  me,  though  he  does  not,"  she  left  the  room 
with  her  children. 

"  Since  she  found  out  that  confounded  Hexton  business," 
my  lord  said — "and  be  hanged  to  them  that  told  her! — 
she  has  not  been  the  same  woman.  She,  who  used  to  be 
as  humble  as  a  milkmaid,  is  as  j)roud^s  a  princess,'"~says 
my  lord.  "  Take  my  counsel,  Harry  Esmond,  and,  keep 
clear  of  women.  Since  I  have  had  anything  to  do  ^ith 
the  jades,  they  have  given  me  nothing  but  disgust.  .  I  had 
a  wife  at  Tangier,  with  whom,  as  she  couldn't  speak  a 
word  of  my  language,  you'd  have  thought  I  might  lead  a 
quiet  life.  But  she  tried  to  poison  me,  because  she  was 
jealous  of  a  Jew  girl.  There  was  your  aunt,  for  aunt  she 
is — aunt  Jezebel,  a  pretty  life  your  father  led  with  her ! 
and  here's  my  lady.  When  I  saw  her  on  a  pillion  riding 
behind  the  Dean  her  father,  she  looked  and  was  such  a 
baby,  that  a  sixpenny  doll  might  have  pleased  her.  And 
now  you  see  what  she  is — hands  off,  highty-tighty,  high 
aud  mighty,  an  empress  couldn't  be  grander.  Pass  us  the 
tankard,  Harry  my  boy.  A  mug  of  beer  and  a  toast  at 
morn,  says  my  host.  A  toast  and  a  mug  of  beer  at  noon, 
says  my  dear.  D — n  it,  Polly  loves  a  mug  of  ale,  too,  and 
laced  with  brandy,  by  Jove ! "  Indeed,  I  suppose  they 
drank  it  together ;  for  my  lord  was  often  thick  in  his 
speech  at  mid-day  dinner ;  and  at  night  at  supper,  speech- 
less altogether. 

Harry  Esmond's  departure  resolved  upon,  it  seemed  as 
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if  the  Lady  Castlewood,  too,  rejoiced  to  lose  him;  for 
more  than  once,  when  the  lad,  ashamed  perhaps  at  his  own 
secret  eagerness  to  go  away  (at  any  rate  stricken  with  sad- 
ness at  the  idea  of  leaving  those  from  whom  he  had  re- 
ceived so  many  proofs  of  love  and  kindness  inestimable), 
tried  to  express  to  his  mistress  his  sense  of  gratitude  to 
her,  and  his  sorrow  at  quitting  those  who  had  so  sheltered 
and  tended  a  nameless  and  houseless  orphan,  Lady  Castle- 
wood cut  short  his  protests  of  love  and  his  lamentations,  and 
would  hear  of  no  grief,  but  only  look  forward  to  Harry's 
fame  and  prospects  in  life.  "  Our  little  legacy  will  keep 
you  for  four  years  like  a  gentleman.  Heaven's  Provi- 
dence, your  own  genius,  industry,  honour,  must  do  the  rest 
for  you.  Castlewood  will  always  be  a  home  for  you ;  and 
these  children,  whom  you  have  taught  and  loved,  will  not 
forget  to  love  you.  And,  Harry,"  said  she  (and  this  was 
the  only  time  when  she  spoke  with  a  tear  in  her  eye,  or  a 
tremor  in  her  voice),  "  it  may  happen  in  the  course  of  na- 
ture that  I  shall  be  called  away  from  them :  and  their  fa- 
ther— and — and  they  will  need  true  friends  and  protectors. 
Promise  me  that  you  will  be  true  to  them — as — as  I  think 
I  have  been  to  you — and  a  mother's  fond  prayer  and  bless- 
ing go  with  you." 

"  So  help  me  God,  madam,  I  will,"  said  Harry  Esmond, 
fallhig  on  his  knees,  and  kissing  the  hand  of  his  dearest 
mistress.  "If  you  will  have  me  stay  now,  I  will.  What 
matters  whether  or  no  I  make  my  way  in  life,  or  whether 
a  poor  bastard  dies  as  unknown  as  he  is  now?  'Tis  enough 
that  I  have  your  love  and  kindness  surely ;  and  to  make 
you  happy  is  duty  enough  for  me." 

"  Happy !  "  says  she ;  "  but  indeed  I  ought  to  be,  with 
my  children,  and " 

"Not  happy!  "  cried  Esmond  (for  he  knew  what  her  life 
was,  though  he  and  his  mistress  never  spoke  a  word  con- 
cerning it).  "If  not  happiness,  it  may  be  ease.  Let  me 
stay  and  work  for  you — let  me  stay  and  be  your  servant." 

"  Indeed,  you  are  best  away,"  said  my  lady,  laughing,  as 
she  put  her  hand  on  the  boy's  head  for  a  moment.  "  You 
shall  stay  in  no  such  dull  place.  You  shall  go  to  college 
and  distinguish  yourself  as  becomes  your  name.  That  is 
how  you  shall  please  me  best;  and — and  if  my  children 
want  you,  or  I  want  you,  you  shall  come  to  us ;  and  I 
know  we  may  count  on  you." 
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"  May  heaven  forsake  me  if  you  may  not !  "  Harry  said, 
getting  up  from  his  knee. 

"  And  my  knight  longs  for  a  dragon  this  instant  that  he 
may  fight,"  said  my  lady,  laughing;  which  speech  made 
Harry  Esmond  start,  and  -turn  red;  for  indeed  the  very 
thought  was  in  his  mind,  that  he  would  like  that  some 
chance  should  immediately  happen  whereby  he  might  show 
his  devotion.  And  it  pleased  him  to  think  that  his  lady 
had  called  him  "her  knight,"  and  often  and  often  he  re- 
called this  to  his  mind,  and  prayed  that  he  might  be  her 
true  knight,  too. 

My  lady's  bed-chamber  window  looked  out  over  the 
country,  and  you  could  see  from  it  the  purple  hills  beyond 
Castle  wood  village,  the  green  common  betwixt  that  and 
the  Hall,  and  the  old  bridge  which  crossed  over  the  river. 
When  Harry  Esmond  went  away  for  Cambridge,  little 
Frank  ran  alongside  his  horse  as  far  as  the  bridge,  and 
there  Harry  stopped  for  a  moment,  and  looked  back  at  the 
house  where  the  best  part  of  his  life  had  been  passed  It 
lay  before  him  with  its  grey  familiar  towers,  a  pinnacle  or 
two  shining  in  the  sun,  the  buttresses  and  terrace  walls 
casting  great  blue  shades  on  the  grass.  And  Harry  re- 
membered, all  his  life  after,  how  he  saw  his  mistress  at 
the  window  looking  out  on  him  in  a  white  robe,  the  little 
Beatrix's  chestnut  curls  resting  at  her  mother's  side.  Both 
waved  a  farewell  to  him,  and  little  Prank  sobbed  to  leave 
him.  Yes,  he  would  be  his  lady's  true  knight,  he  vowed 
in  his  heart;  he  waved  her  an  adieu  with  his  hat.  The 
village  people  had  Good-by  to  say  to  him  too.  All  knew 
that  Master  Harry  was  going  to  college,  and  most  of  them 
had  a  kind  word  and  a  look  of  farewell.  I  do  not  stop  to 
say  what  adventures  he  began  to  imagine,  or  what  career 
to  devise  for  himself  before  he  had  ridden  three  miles  from 
home.  He  had  not  read  Monsieur  Galland's  ingenious  Ara- 
bian tales  as  yet ;  but  be  sure  that  there  are  other  folks 
who  build  castles  in  the  air,  and  have  fine  hopes,  and  kick 
them  down  too,  besides  honest  Alnaschar. 
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CHAPTEE    X. 

I  GO   TO   CAMBRIDGE,   AND   DO   BUT  LITTLE   GOOD 
THERE. 

Mt  lord,  who  said  he  should  like  to  revisit  the  old 
haunts  of  his  youth,  kindly  accompanied  Harry  Esmond 
in  his  first  journey  to  Cambridge.  Their  road  lay  through 
London,  where  my  Lord  Viscount  would  also  have  Harry 
stay  a  few  days  to  show  him  the  pleasures  of  the  town  be- 
fore he  entered  upon  his  university  studies,  and  whilst  here 
Harry's  patron  conducted  the  young  man  to  my  Lady 
Dowager's  house  at  Chelsea  near  London:  the  kind  lady 
at  Castlewood  having  specially  ordered  that  the  young  gen- 
tleman and  the  old  should  pay  a  respectful  visit  in  that 
quarter. 

Her  ladyship  the  Visnountess  Dowager  occupied  a  hand- 
some new  house  in  Chelsea,  with  a  garden  behind  it,  and 
facing  the  river,  always  a  bright  and  animated  sight  with 
its  swarms  of  sailors,  barges,  and  wherries.  Harry  laughed 
at  recognising  in  the  parlour  the  well-remembered  old  piece 
of  Sir  Peter  Lely,  wherein  his  father's  widow  was  repre- 
sented as  a  virgin  huntress,  armed  with  a  gilt  bow-and- 
arrow,  and  encumbered  only  with  that  small  quantity  of 
drapery  which  it  would  seem  the  virgins  in  King  Charles's 
day  were  accustomed  to  wear. 

My  Lady  Dowager  had  left  off  this  peculiar  habit  of 
huntress  when  she  married.  But  though  she  was  now  con- 
siderably past  sixty  years  of  age,  I  believe  she  thought 
that  airy  nymph  of  the  picture  could  still  be  easily  recog- 
nised in  the  venerable  personage  who  gave  au  audience  to 
Harry  and  his  patron. 

She  received  the  young  man  with  even  more  favour  than 
she  showed  to  the  elder,  for  she  chose  to  carry  on  the 
conversation  in  French,  in  which  my  Lord  Castlewood 
was  no  great  proficient,  and  expressed  her  satisfaction  at 
finding  that  Mr.  Esmond  could  speak  fluently  in  that  lan- 
guage. "  'Twas  the  only  one  fit  for  polite  conversation," 
she  condescended  to  say,  "  and  suitable  to  persons  of  high 
breeding. " 
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My  lord  laughed  afterwards,  as  the  gentlemen  went 
away,  at  his  kinswoman's  behaviour.  He  said  he  remem- 
bered the  time  when  she  could  speak  English  fast  enough, 
and  joked  in  his  jolly  way  at  the  loss  he  had  had  of  such 
a  lovely  wife  as  that. 

My  Lady  Viscountess  deigned  to  ask  his  lordship  news 
of  his  wife  and  children ;  she  had  heard  that  Lady  Castle- 
wood  had  had  the  small-pox;  she  hoped  she  was  not  so 
very  much  disfigured  as  people  said. 

At  this  remark  about  his  wife's  nialady,  my  Lord  Vis- 
count winced  and  turned  red ;  but  the  Dowager,  in  speak- 
ing of  the  disfigurement  of  the  young  lady,  turned  to  her 
looking-glass  and  examined  her  old  wrinkled  countenance 
in  it  with  such  a  grin  of  satisfaction,  that  it  was  all  her 
guests  could  do  to  refrain  from  laughing  in  her  ancient 
face. 

She  asked  Harry  what  his  profession  was  to  be ;  and  my 
lord,  saying  that  the  lad  was  to  take  orders,  and  have  the 
living  of  Castlewood  when  old  Doctor  Tusher  vacated  it, 
she  did  not  seem  to  show  any  particular  anger  at  the  notion 
of  Harry's  becoming  a  Church  of  England  clergyman,  nay, 
was  rather  glad  than  otherwise,  that  the  youth  should  be, 
so  provided  for.  She  bade  Mr.  Esmond  not  to  forget  to 
pay  her  a  visit  whenever  he  passed  through  London,  and 
carried  her  graciousuess  so  far  as  to  send  a  purse  with 
twenty  guineas  for  him,  to  the  tavern  at  which  my  lord  put 
up  (the  "Greyhound,"  in  Charing  Cross);  and,  along  with 
this  welcome  gift  for  her  kinsman,  she  sent  a  little  doll  for 
a  present  to  my  lord's  little  daughter  Beatrix,  who  was 
growing  beyond  the  age  of  dolls  by  this  time,  and  was  as 
tall  almost  as  her  venerable  relative. 

After  seeing  the  town,  and  going  to  the  plays,  my  Lord 
Castlewood  and  Esmond  rode  together  to  Cambridge,  spend- 
ing two  pleasant  days  upon  the  journey.  Those  rapid  new 
coaches  were  not  established,  as  yet,  that  performed  the 
whole  journey  between  London  and  the  University  in  a 
single  day;  however,  thf!  road  was  pleasant  and  short 
enough  to  Harry  Esmond,  and  he  always  gratefully  re- 
membered that  happy  holiday  which  his  kind  patron  gave 
him.. 

Mr.  Esmond  was  entered  a  pensioner  of  Trinity  College 
in  Cambridge,  to  which  famous  college  my  lord  had  also  in 
his  youth  belonged.     Doctor'  Montague  was  master  at  this 
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time,  and  received  my  Lord  Viscount  with  great  politeness : 
so  did  Mr.  Bridge,  who  was  appointed  to  be  Harry's  tutor. 
Tom  Tusher,  who  was  of  Emanuel  College,  and  was  by 
this  time  a  junior  soph,  came  to  wait  upon  my  lord,  and  to 
take  Harry  under  his  protection ;  and  comfortable  rooms 
being  provided  for  him  in  the  great  court  close  by  the  gate, 
and  near  to  the  famous  Mr.  Newton's  lodgings,  Harry's 
patron  took  leave  of  him  with  many  kind  words  and  bless- 
ings, and  an  admonition  to  him  to  behave  better  at  the 
University  than  my  lord  himself  had  ever  done. 

'Tis  needless  in  these  memoirs  to  go  at  any  length  into 
the  particulars  of  Harry  Esmond's  college  career.  It  was 
like  that  of  a  hundred  young  gentlemen  of  that  day.  But 
he  had  the  ill-fortune  to  be  older  by  a  couple  of  years  than 
most  of  his  fellow-students ;  and  by  his  previous  solitary 
mode  of  bringing  up,  the  circumstances  of  his  life,  and  the 
peculiar  thoughtfulness  and  melancholy  that  had  naturally 
engendered,  he  was,  in  a  great  measure,  cut  off  from  the 
society  of  comrades  who  were  much  younger  and  higher- 
spirited  than  he.  His  tutor,  who  had  bowed  down  to  the 
ground,  as  he  walked  my  lord  over  the  college  grass-plats, 
changed  his  behaviour  as  soon  as  the  nobleman's  back  was 
turned,  and  was — at  least  Harry  thought  so — harsh  and 
overbearing.  When  the  lads  used  to  assemble  in  their 
greges  in  hall,  Harry  found  himself  alone  in  the  midst  of 
that  little  flock  of  boys ;  they  raised  a  great  laugh  at  him 
when  he  was  set  on  to  read  Latin,  which  he  did  with  the 
foreign  pronunciation  taught  to  him  by  his  old  master,  the 
Jesuit,  than  which  he  knew  no  other.  Mr.  Bridge,  the 
tutor,  made  him  the  object  of  clumsy  jokes,  in  which  he 
was  fond  of  indulging.  The  young  man's  spirit  was 
chafed,  and  his  vanity  mortified;  and  he  found  himself, 
for  some  time,  as  lonely  in  this  place  as  ever  he  had  been 
at  Castlewood,  whither  he  longed  to  return.  His  birth 
was  a  source  of  shame  to  him,  and  he  fancied  a  hundred 
slights  and  sneers  from  young  and  old,  who,  no  doubt,  had 
treated  him  better  had  he  met  them  himself  more  frankly. 
And  as  he  looks  back,  in  calmer  days,  upon  this  period  of 
Ms  life,  which  he  thought  so  unhappy,  he  can  see  that  his 
own  pride  and  vanity  caused  no  small  part  of  the  mortifica- 
tions which  he  attributed  to  others'  ill-will.  The  world 
deals  good-naturedly  with  good-natured  people,  and  I 
never  knew  a  sulky  misanthropist  who  quarrelled  with  it, 
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but  it  was  he,  and  not  it,  that  was  in  the  wrong.  Tom 
Tnsher  gave  Harry  plenty  of  good  advice  on  this  subject, 
for  Tom  had  both  good  sense  and  good-humour ;  but  Mr. 
Harry  chose  to  treat  his  senior  with  a  great  deal  of  super- 
fluous disdain  and  absurd  scorn,  and  would  by  no  means 
part  from  his  darling. injuries,  in  which,  very  likely,  no 
man  believed  but  himself.  As  for  honest  Doctor  Bridge, 
the  tutor  found,  after  a  few  trials  of  wit  with  the  pupil, 
that  the  younger  man  was  an  ugly  subject  for  wit,  and  that 
the  laugh  was  often  turned  against  him.  This  did  not 
make  tutor  and  pupil  any  better  friends;  but  had,  so  far, 
an  advantage  for  Esmond,  that  Mr.  Bridge  was  induced  to 
leave  him  alone ;  and  so  long  as  he  kept  his  chapels,  and 
did  the  college  exercises  required  of  him.  Bridge  was  con- 
tent not  to  see  Harry's  glum  face  in  his  class,  and  to  leave 
him  to  read  and  sulk  for  himself  in  his  own  chamber. 

A  poem  or  two  in  Latin  and  English,  which  were  pro- 
nounced to  have  some  merit,  and  a  Latin  oration,  (for 
Mr.  Esmond  could  write  that  language  better  than  pro- 
nounce it,)  got  him  a  little  reputation  both  with  the  authori- 
ties of  the  University  and  amongst  the  young  men,  with 
whom  he  began  to  pass  fcr  more  than  he  was  worth.  A 
few  victories  over  their  common  enemy,  Mr.  Bridge,  made 
them  incline  towards  him,  and  look  upon  him  as  the  cham- 
pion of  their  order  against  the  seniors.  Such  of  the  lads 
as  he  took  into  his  confidence  found  him  not  so  gloomy 
and  haughty  as  his  appearance  led  them  to  believe ;  and 
Don  Dismallo,  as  he  was  called,  became  presently  a  person 
of  some  little  importance  in  his  college,  and  was,  as  he  be- 
lieves, set  down  by  the  seniors  there  as  rather  a  dangerous 
character. 

Don  Dismallo  was  a  staunch  young  Jacobite,  like  the 
rest  of  his  family ;  gave  himself  many  absurd  airs  of  loy- 
alty ;  used  to  invite  young  friends  to  Burgundy,  and  give 
the  King's  health  on  King  James's  birthday ;  wore  black 
on  the  day  of  his  abdication ;  fasted  on  the  anniversary  of 
King  William's  coronation;  and  performed  a  thousand  ab- 
surd anticks,  of  which  he  smiles  now  to  think. 

These  follies  caused  many  remonstrances  on  Tom  Tusher's 
part,  who  was  always  a  friend  to  the  powers  that  be,  as 
Esmond  was  always  in  opposition  to  them.  Tom  was  a 
Whig,  while  Esmond  was  a  Tory.  Tom  never  missed  a 
lecture,  and  capped  the  proctor  with  the  profoundest,  of 
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bows.  No  wonder  he  sighed  over  Harry's  insubordinate 
courses,  and  was  angry  when  the  others  laughed  at  him. 
But  that  Harry  was  known  to  have  my  Lord  Viscount's 
protection,  Tom  no  doubt  would  have  broken  with  him 
altogether.  But  honest  Tom  never  gave  up  a  comrade  as 
long  as  he  was  the  friend  of  a  great  man.  This  was  not 
out  of  scheming  on  Tom's  part,  but  a  natural  inclination 
towards  the  great.  'Twas  no  hypocrisy  in  him  to  flatter, 
but  the  bent  of  his  mind,  which  was  always  perfectly  good- 
humoured,  obliging,  and  servile. 

Harry  had  very  liberal  allowances,  for  his  dear  mistress 
of  Castlewood  not  only  regularly  supplied  him,  but  the 
Dowager  at  Chelsea  made  her  donation  annual,  and  re- 
ceived Esmond  at  her  house  near  London  every  Christmas ; 
but,  in  spite  of  these  benefactions,  Esmond  was  constantly 
poor;  whilst  'twas  a  wonder  with  how  small  a  stipend 
from  his  father  Tom  Tusher  contrived  to  make  a  good 
figure.  'Tis  true  that  Harry  both  spent,  gave,  and  lent 
his  money  very  freely,  which  Thomas  never  did.  I  think 
he  was  like  the  famous  Duke  of  Marlborough  in  this  in- 
stance, who,  getting  a  present  of  fifty  pieces,  when  a  young 
man,  from  some  foolish  woman  who  fell  in  love  with  his 
good  looks,  showed  the  money  to  Cadogan  in  a  drawer 
scores  of  years  after,  where  it  had  lain  ever  since  he  had 
sold  his  beardless  honour  to  procure  it.  I  do  not  mean  to 
say  that  Tom  ever  let  out  his  good  looks  so  proiitabl}-,  for 
nature  had  not  endowed  him  with  any  particular  charms  of 
person,  and  he  ever  was  a  pattern  of  moral  behaviour,  los- 
ing no  opportunity  of  giving  the  very  best  advice  to  his 
younger  comrade ;  with  which  article,  to  do  him  justice,  he 
parted  very  freely.  Not  but  that  he  was  a  merry  fellow, 
too,  in  his  way;  he  loved  a  joke,  if  by  good  fortune  he 
understood  it,  and  took  his  share  generously  of  a  bottle  if 
another  paid  for  it,  and  especially  if  there  was  a  young 
lord  in  company  to  drink  it.  In  these  eases  there  was  not 
a  harder  drinker  in  the  University  than  Mr.  Tusher  could 
be ;  and  it  was  edifying  to  behold  him,  fresh  shaved  and 
with  smug  face,  singing  out  "  Amen ! "  at  early  chapel  in 
the  morning.  In  his  reading,  poor  Harry  permitted  him- 
self to  go  a-gadding  after  all  the  Nine  Muses,  and  so  very 
likely  had  but  little  favour  from  any  one  of  them ;  whereas 
Tom  Tusher,  who  had  no  more  turn  for  poetry  than  a 
ploughboy,  nevertheless,   by  a  dogged  perseverance   and 
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obsecLuiousness  in  courting  the  divine  Calliope,  got  himself 
a  prize,  and  some  credit  in  the  University,  and  a  fellow- 
ship at  his  college,  as  a  reward  for  his  scholarship.  In 
this  time  of  Mr.  Esmond's  life,  he  got  the  little  reading 
which  he  ever  could  boast  of,  and  passed  a  good  part  of 
his  days  greedily  devouring  all  the  books  on  which  he  could 
lay  hand.  In  this  desultory  way  the  works  of  most  of  the 
English,  French,  and  Italian  poets  came  under  his  eyes, 
and  he  had  a  smattering  of  the  Spanish  tongue  likewise, 
besides  the  ancient  languages,  of  which,  at  least  of  Latin, 
he  was  a  tolerable  master. 

Then,  about  midway  in  his  University  career,  he  fell  to 
reading  for  the  profession  to  which  worldly  prudence 
rather  than  inclination  called  him,  and  was  perfectly  be- 
wildered in  theological  controversy.  lii  the  course  of  his 
reading  (which  was  lieither~pursued  with  that  seriousness 
or  that  devout  mind  which  such  a  study  requires)  the 
youth  found  himself  at  the  end  of  one  month  a  Papist,  and 
was  about  to  proclaim  his  faith;  the  next  mouth  a  Protes- 
tant, with  Chillingworth ;  and  the  third  a  sceptick,  with 
Hobbs  and  Bayle.  Whereas  honest  Tom  Tusher  never  per- 
mitted his  mind  to  stray  out  of  the  prescribed  University 
path,  accepted  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  with  all  his  heart, 
and  would  have  signed  and  sworn  to  other  nine-and-thirty 
with  entire  obedience.  Harry's  wilfulness  in  this  matter, 
and  disorderly  thoughts  and  conversation,  so  shocked  and 
afflicted  his  senior,  that  there  grew  up  a  coldness  and  es- 
trangement between  them,  so  that  they  became  scarce  more 
than  mere  acquaintances,  from  having  been  intimate  friends 
when  they  came  to  college  first.  Politicks  ran  high,  too, 
at  the  University;  and  here,  also,  the  young  men  were  at 
variance.  Tom  professed  himself,  albeit  a  high-church- 
man, a  strong  King  William' s-man  ;  whereas  Harry  brought 
his  family  Tory  politicks  to  college  with  him,  to  which  he 
must  add  a  dangerous  admiration  for  Oliver  Cromwell, 
whose  side,  or  King  James's  by  turns,  he  often  chose  to 
take  in  the  disputes  which  the  young  gentlemen  used 
to  hold  in  each  other's  rooms,  where  they  debated  on  the 
state  of  the  nation,  crowned  and  deposed  kings,  and  toasted 
past  and  present  heroes  or  beauties  in  flagons  of  college 
ale. 

Thus,  either  from  the  circumstances  of  his  birth,  or  the 
natural  melancholy  of  his  disposition,  Esmond  came  to  live 
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very  much  by  himself  during  his  stay  at  the  University, 
having  neither  ambition  enough  to  distinguish  himself  in 
the  college  career,  nor  caring  to  mingle  with  the  mere 
pleasures  and  boyish  frolics  of  the  students,  who  were,  for 
the  most  part,  two  or  three  years  younger  than  he.  He 
fancied  that  the  gentlemen  of  the  common-room  of  his  col- 
lege slighted  him  on  account  of  his  birth,  and  hence  kept 
aloof  from  their  society.  It  may  be  that  he  made  the  ill- 
will,  which  he  imagined  came  from  them,  by  his  own  be- 
haviour, which,  as  he  looks  back  on  it  in  after  life,  he  now 
sees  was  morose  and  haughty.  At  any  rate,  he  was  as 
tenderly  grateful  for  kindness  as  he  was  susceptible  of 
slight  and  wrong ;  and,  lonely  as  he  was  generally,  yet  had 
one  or  two  very  warm  friendships  for  his  companions  of 
those  days. 

One  of  these  was  a  queer  gentleman  that  resided  in  the 
University,  though  he  was  no  member  of  it,  and  was  the 
professor  of  a,  science  scarce  recognised  in  the  common 
course  of  college  education.  This  was  a  French  refugee- 
oificer,  who  had  been  driven  out  of  his  native  country  at 
the  time  of  the  Protestant  persecutions  there,  and  who 
came  to  Cambridge,  where  he  taught  the  science  of  the 
small-sword,  and  set  up  a  saloon-of-arms.  Though  he  de- 
clared himself  a  Protestant,  'twas  said  Mr.  Moreau  was  a 
Jesuit  in  disguise ;  indeed,  he  brought  very  strong  recom- 
mendations to  the  Tory  party,  which  was  pretty  strong  in 
that  University,  and  very  likely  was  one  of  the  many 
agents  whom  King  James  had  in  this  country.  Esmond 
found  this  gentleman's  conversation  very  much  more 
agreeable  and  to  his  taste  than  the  talk  of  the  college 
divines  in  the  common-room ;  he  never  wearied  of  Moreau' s 
stories  of  the  wars  of  Turenne  and  Cond^,  in  which  he  had 
borne  a  part ;  and  being  familiar  with  the  French  tongue 
from  his  youth,  and  in  a  place  where  but  few  spoke  it,  his 
company  became  very  agreeable  to  the  brave  old  professor 
of  arms,  whose  favourite  pupil  he  was,  and  who  made  Mr. 
Esmond  a  very  tolerable  proficient  in  the  noble  science  of 
escrime. 

At  the  next  term  Esmond  was  to  take  his  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts,  and  afterwards,  in  proper  season,  to 
assume  the  cassock  and  bands  which  his  fond  mistress 
would  have  him  wear.  Tom  Tusher  himself  was  a  parson 
and  a  fellow  of  his  college  by  this  time ;  and  Harry  felt 
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that  he  would  very  gladly  cede  his  right  to  the  living  of 
Castlewood  to  Tom,  and  that  his  own  calling  was  in  no 
way  the  pulpit.  But  as  he  was  bound,  before  all  things  in 
the  world,  to  his  dear  mistress  at  home,  and  knew  that  a 
refusal  on  his  part  would  grieve  her,  he  determined  to  give 
her  no  hint  of  his  unwillingness  to  the  clerical  ofi&ce :  and 
it  was  in  this  unsatisfactory  mood  of  mind  that  he  went  to 
spend  the  last  vacation  he  should  have  at  Castlewood  be- 
fore he  took  orders. 
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CHAPTEE    XI. 

I    COME    HOME    FOR    A    HOLIDAY    TO    CASTLEWOOD, 
AND   FIND   A  SKELETON  IN  THE  HOUSE. 

At  his  third  long  vacation,  Esmond  came  as  usual  to 
Castlewood,  always  feeling  an  eager  thrill  of  pleasure 
when  he  found  himself  once  more  in  the  house  where  he 
had  passed  so  many  years,  and  beheld  the  kind  familiar 
eyes  of  his  mistress  looking  upon  him.  She  and  her  chil- 
dren (out  of  whose  company  she  scarce  ever  saw  him) 
came  to  greet  him.  Miss  Beatrix  was  grown  so  tall  that 
Harry  did  not  quite  know  whether  he  might  kiss  her  or 
no ;  and  she  blushed  and  held  back  when  he  offered  that 
salutation,  though  she  took  it,  and  even  courted  it,  when 
they  were  alone.  The  young  lord  was  shooting  up  to  be 
like  his  gallant  father  in  look,  though  with  his  mother's 
kind  eyes  r  the  lady  of  Castlewood  herself  seemed  grown, 
too,  since  Harry  saw  her — in  her  look  more  stately,  in  her 
person  fuller,  in  her  face  still  as  ever  most  tender  and 
friendly,  a  greater  air  of  command  and  decision  than  had 
appeared  in  that  guileless  sweet  countenance  which  Harry 
remembered  so  gratefully.  The  tone  of  her  voice  was  so 
much  deeper  and  sadder  when  she  spoke  and  welcomed 
him,  that  it  quite  startled  Esmond,  who  looked  up  at  her 
surprised  as  she  spoke,  when  she  withdrew  her  eyes  from 
him ;  nor  did  she  ever  look  at  hiui  afterwards  when  his 
own  eyes  were  gazing  upon  her.  A  something  hinting  at 
grief  and  secret,  and  filling  his  mind  with  alarm  undefin- 
able,  seemed  to  speak  with  that  low  thrilling  voice  of  hers, 
and  look  out  of  those  clear  sad  eyes.  Her  greeting  to 
Esmond  was  so  cold  that  it  almost  pained  the  lad,  (who 
would  have  liked  to  fall  on  his  knees,  and  kiss  the  skirt  of 
her  robe,  so  fond  and  ardent  was  his  respect  and  regard  for 
her,)  and  he  faltered  in  answering  the  questions  which  she, 
hesitating  on  her  side,  began  to  put  to  him.  Was  he 
happy  at  Cambridge?  Did  he  study  too  hard?  She  hoped 
not.     He  had  grown  very  tall,  and  looked  very  well. 

"  He  has  got  a  moustache?  "  cries  out  Master  Esmond. 

"  Why  does  he  not  wear  a  peruke  like  my  Lord  Mohun?  " 
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'  He  has  got  a  moustache  ! '  cries  out  Master  Esmond." 

— Henry  Esmond,  Bk.  I.,  chap,  xi.,  p.  106. 
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asked  Miss  Beatrix.  "My  lord  says  that  nobody  wears 
their  own  hair." 

"I  believe  you  will  have  to  occupy  your  old  cham- 
ber, "  says  my  lady.  "  I  hope  the  housekeeper  has  got  it 
ready." 

"Why,  mamma,  you  have  been  there  ten  times  these 
three  days  yourself !  "  exclaims  Frank. 

"  And  she  cut  some  flowers  which  you  planted  in  my 
garden — do  you  remember,  ever  so  many  years  ago?— when 
I  was  quite  a  little  girl,"  cries  out  Miss  Beatrix,  on  tiptoe. 
"And  mamma  put  them  in  your  window." 

"  I  remember  when  you  grew  well  after  you  were  ill  that 
you  used  to  like  roses,"  said  the  lady,  blushing  like  one  of 
them.  They  all  conducted  Harry  Esmond  to  his  chamber ; 
the  children  running  before,  Harry  walking  by  his  mistress 
hand-in-hand. 

The  old  room  had  been  ornamented  and  beautified  not  a 
little  to  receive  him.  The  flowers  were  in  the  window  in 
a  china  vase ;  and  there  was  a  tine  new  counterpane  on  the 
bed,  which  chatterbox  Beatrix  said  mamma  had  made  too. 
A  fire  was  crackling  on  the  hearth,  although  it  was  June. 
My  lady  thought  the  room  wanted  warming ;  everything 
was  done  to  make  him  happy  and  welcome :  "  And  you  are 
not  to  be  a  page  any  longer,  but  a  gentleman  and  kinsman, 
and  to  walk  with  papa  and  mamma,"  said  the  children. 
And  as  soon  as  his  dear  mistress  and  children  had  lef  him 
to  himself,  it  was  with  a  heart  overflowing  with  love  and 
gratefulness  that  he  flung  himself  down  on  his  knees  by 
the  side  of  the  little  bed,  and  asked  a  blessing  upon  those 
who  were  so  kind  to  him. 

The  children,  who  are  always  house  tell-tales,  soon  made 
him  acquainted  with  the  little  history  of  the  house  and 
family.  Papa  had  been  to  London  twice.  Papa  often 
went  away  now.  Papa  had  taken  Beatrix  to  Westlands, 
where  she  was  taller  than  Sir  George  Harper's  second 
daughter,  though  she  was  two  years  older.  Papa  had 
taken  Beatrix  and  Frank  both  to  Bellminster,  where  Prank 
had  got  the  better  of  Lord  Bellminster' s  son  in  a  boxing- 
match — my  lord,  laughing,  told  Harry  afterwards.  Many 
gentlemen  came  to  stop  with  papa,  and  papa  had  gotten  a 
new  game  from  London,  a  French  game,  called  a  billiard 
— that  the  French  king  played  it  very  well :  and  the  Dow- 
ager Lady  Castlewood  had  sent  Miss  Beatrix  a  present ;  and 
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papa  had  gotten  a  new  chaise,  with  two  little  horses,  which 
he  drove  himself,  beside  the  coach,  which  mamma  went 
in ;  and  Doctor  Tusher  was  a  cross  old  plague,  and  they 
did  not  like  to  learn  from  him  at  all :  and  papa  did  not 
care  about  them  learning,  and  laughed  when  they  were  at 
their  books,  but  mamma  liked  them  to  learn,  and  taught 
them;  and  "I  don't  think  papa  is  fond  of  mamma,"  said 
Miss  Beatrix,  with  her  great  eyes.  She  had  come  quite 
close  up  to  Harry  Esmond  by  the  time  this  prattle  took 
place,  and  was  on  his  knee,  and  had  examined  all  the 
points  of  his  dress,  and  all  the  good  or  bad  features  of  his 
homely  face. 

"  You  shouldn't  say  that  papa  is  not  fond  of  mamma," 
said  the  boy,  at  this  confession.  "  Mamma  never  said  so ; 
and  mamma  forbade  you  to  say  it.  Miss  Beatrix." 

'Twas  this,  no  doubt,  that  accounted  for  the  sadness  in 
Lady  Castle  wood's  eyes,  and  the  plaintive  vibrations  of 
her  voice.  Who  does  not  know  of  eyes,  lighted  by  love 
once,  where  the  flame  shines  no  more?^ — of  lamps  extin- 
guished, once  properly  trimmed  and  tended?  Every  man 
has  such  in  his  house.  Such  mementoes  make  our  splen- 
didest  chambers  look  blank  and  sad ;  such  faces  seen  in  a 
day  cast  a  gloom  upon  our  sunshine.  So  oaths  mutually 
sworn,  and  invocations  of  heaven,  and  priestly  ceremonies, 
and  fond  belief,  and  love,  so  fond  and  faithful  that  it  never 
doubted  but  that  it  should  live  for  ever,  are  all  of  no  avail 
towards  making  love  eternal :  it  dies,  in  spite  of  the  banns 
and  the  priest;  and  I  have  often  thought  there  should  be 
a  visitation  of  the  sick  for  it,  and  a  funeral  service,  and  an 
■extreme  unction,  and  an  abi  in  pace.  It  has  its  course, 
like  all  mortal  things — its  beginning,  progress,  and  decay. 
It  buds  and  it  blooms  out  into  sunshine,  and  it  withers 
and  ends.  Strephon  and  Chloe  languish  apart;  join  in  a 
rapture :  and  presently  you  hear  that  Chloe  is  crying,  and 
Strephon  has  broken  his  crook  across  her  back.  Can  you 
mend  it  so  as  to  show  no  marks  of  rupture?  Not  all  the 
priests  of  Hymen,  not  all  the  incantations  to  the  gods,  can 
make  it  whole. 

Waking  up  from  dreams,  books,  and  visions  of  college 
honours,  in  which  for  two  years  Harry  Esmond  had  been 
immersed,  he  found  himself,  instantly,  on  his  return  home, 
in  the  midst  of  this  actual  tragedy  of  life,  which  absorbed 
and  interested  him  more  than  all'  his  tutor   taught   him. 
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The  persons  whom  he  loved  best  in  the  world,  and  to 
whom  he  owed  most,  were  living  unhappily  together.  The 
gentlest  and  kindest  of  women  was  suffering  ill  usage  and 
^Iwddhi^tearsiii^  secret  :_the  man  who  made  her  wretched 
by  neglect,  if  not  by  violence,  was  Harry's  benefactor  and 
patron.  In  houses  where,  in  place  of  that  sacred,  inmost 
ilame  of  love,  there  is  discord  at  the  centre,  the  whole 
household  becomes  hypocritical,  and  each  lies  to  his  neigh- 
bour. The  husband  (or  it  may  be  the  wife)  lies  when  the 
visitor  comes  in,  and  wears  a  grin  of  reconciliation  or  po- 
liteness before  him.  The  wife  lies  (indeed,  her  business  is 
to  do  that,  and  to  smile,  however  much  she  is  beaten), 
.swallows  her  tears,  and  lies  to  her  lord  and  master ;  lies  in 
bidding  little  Jackey  respect  dear  papa ;  lies  in  assuring 
grandpapa  that  she  is  perfectly  happy.  The  servants  lie, 
wearing  grave  faces  behind  their  master's  chair,  and  pre- 
tending to  be  unconscious  of  the  fighting ;  and  so,  from 
morning  till  bed-time,  life  is  passed  in  falsehood.  And 
wiseacres  call  this  a  proper  regard  of  morals,  and  point 
•out  Baucis  and  Philemon  as  examples  of  a  good  life. 

If  my  lady  did  not  speak  of  her  griefs  to  Harry  Esmond, 
my  lord  was  by  no  means  reserved  when  in  his  cups,  and 
spoke  his  mind  very  freely,  bidding  Harry  in  his  coarse 
way,  and  with  his  blunt  language,  beware  of  all  women  as 
cheats,  jades,  jilts,  and  using  other  unmistakable  mono- 
syllables in  speaking  of  them.  Indeed,  'twas  the  fashion 
■of  the  day,  as  I  must  own ;  and  there's  not  a  writer  of  myi 
time  of  any  note,  with  the  exception  of  poor  Dick  Steele, 
that  does  not  speak  of  a  woman  as  of  a  slave,  and  scorn! 
and  use  her  as  such.  Mr.  Pope,  Mr.  Congreve,  Mr.  Addi- 
son, Mr.  Gay,  every  one  of  'em,  sing  in  this  key,  each 
according  to  his  nature  and  politeness,  and  louder  and 
fouler  than  all  in  abuse  is  Doctor  Swift,  who  spoke  of  them 
as  he  treated  them,  worst  of  all. 

Much  of  the  quarrels  and  hatred  which  arise  between 
married  people  come  in  mj  mind  from  the  husband's  rage 
and  revolt  at  discovering  that  his  slave  and  bedfellow,  who 
is  to  minister  to  all  his  wishes,  and  is  church-sworn  to 
honour  and  obey  him^s  his  superior ;  and  that  he,  and 
not  she,  ought  to  be  the  subordinate  of  the  twain ;  and  in 
these  controversies,  I  think,  lay  the  cause  of  my  lord's 
anger  against  his  lady.  "When  he  left  her,  she  began  to 
think  for  herself,  and  her  thoughts  were  not  in  his  favour. 
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After  the  illumination,  when  the  love-lamp  is  put  out  that 
anon  we  spoke  of,  and  by  the  common  daylight  we  look  at 
the  picture,  what  a  daub  it  looks !  what  a  clumsy  effigy ! 
How  many  men  and  wives  conae  to  this  knowledge,  think 
you?  And  if  it  be  painful  to  a  woman  to  find  herself 
mated  for  life  to  a  boor,  and  ordered  to  love  and  honour  a 
dullard;  it  is  worse  still  for  the  man  himself  perhaps, 
whenever  in  his  dim  comprehension  the  idea  dawns  that 
his  slave  and  drudge  yonder  is,  in  truth,  his  superior ;  that 
the  woman  who  does  his  bidding,  and  submits  to  his 
humour,  should  be  his  lord ;  that  she  can  think  a  thousand 
things  beyond  the  power  of  his  muddled  brains ;  and  that 
in  yonder  head,  on  the  pillow  opposite  to  him,  lie  a  thou- 
sand feelings,  mysteries  of  thought,  latent  scorns  and  re- 
bellions, whereof  he  only  dimly  perceives  the  existence  as 
they  look  out  furtively  from  her  eyes :  treasures  of  love 
doomed  to  perish  without  a  hand  to  gather  them ;  sweet 
fancies  and  images  of  beauty  that  would  grow  and  unfold 
themselves  into  fl.ower ;  bright  wit  that  would  shine  like 
diamonds  could  it  be  brought  into  the  sun :  and  the  tyrant 
in  possession  crushes  the  outbreak  of  all  these,  drives  them 
back  like  slaves  into  the  dungeon  and  darkness,  and  chafes 
without  that  his  prisoner  is  rebellious,  and  his  sworn  sub- 
ject undutiful  and  refractory.  So  the  lamp  was  out  in 
Castlewood  Hall,  and  the  lord  and  lady  there  saw  each  other 
as  they  were.  With  her  illness  and  altered  beauty  my 
lord's  lire  for  his  wife  disappeared ;  with  his  selfishness  and 
faithlessness  her  foolish  fiction  of  love  and  reverence  was 
rent  away. .  Love! — who  is  to  love  what  is  base  and  un- 
lovely? Eespect! — who  is  to  respect  what  is  gross  and 
sensual?  Not  all  the  marriage  oaths  swoi-h IjeTbre'all  the 
parsons,  cardinals,  ministers,  muftis,  and  rabbins  in  the 
world,  can  bind  to  that  monstrous  allegiance.  This  couple 
was  living  apart  then ;  the  woman  happy  to  be  allowed  to 
love  and  tend  her  children  (who  were  never  of  her  own 
good  will  away  from  her),  and  thankful  to  have  saved  such 
treasures  as  these  out  of  the  wreck  in  which  the  better  part 
of  her  heart  went  down. 

These  young  ones  had  had  no  instructors  save  their 
mother,  and  Doctor  Tusher  for  their  theology  occasionally, 
and  had  made  more  progress  than  might  have  been  ex- 
pected under  a  tutor  so  indulgent  and  fond  as  Lady  Castle- 
wood.    Beatrix  could  sing  and  dance  like  a  nymph.     Her 
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voice  was  her  father's  delight  after  dinner.  She  ruled 
over  the  house  with  little  imperial  ways,  which  her  parents 
coaxed  and  laughed  at.  She  had  long  learned  the  value  of 
her  bright  eyes,  and  tried  experiments  in  coquetry,  in 
corpora  vili,  upon  rustics  and  country  squires,  until  she 
should  prepare  to  conquer  the  world  and  the  fashion.  She 
put  on  a  new  ribbon  to  welcome  Harry  Esmond,  made  eyes 
at  him,  and  directed  her  young  smiles  at  him,  not  a  little 
to  the  amusement  of  the  young  man,  and  the  joy  of  her 
father,  who  laughed  his  great  laugh,  and  encouraged  her 
in  her  thousand  anticks.  Lady  Castlewood  watched  the 
child  gravely  and  sadly :  the  little  one  was  pert  in  her  re- 
plies to  her  mother,  yet  eager  in.  her  protestations  of  love 
and  promises  of  amendment;  and  as  ready  to  cry  (after  a 
little  quarrel  brought  on  by  her  own  giddiness)  until  she 
had  won  back  her  mamma's  favour,  as  she  was  to  risk  the 
kind  lady's  displeasure  by  fresh  outbreaks  of  restless 
vanity.  From  her  mother's  sad  looks  she  fled  to  her 
father's  chair  and  boozy  laughter.  She  already  set  the 
one  against  the  other:  and  the  little  rogue  delighted  in 
the  mischief  which  she  knew  how  to  make  so  early. 

The  young  heir  of  Castlewood  was  spoiled  by  father  and 
mother  both.  He  took  their  caresses  as  men  do,  and  as  if 
they  were  his  right.  He  had  his  hawks  and  his  spaniel 
dog,  his  little  horse  and  his  beagles.  He  had  learned  to 
ride,  and  to  drink,  and  to  shoot  flying :  and  he  had  a  small 
court,  the  sons  of  the  huntsman  and  woodman,  as  became 
the  heir-apparent,  taking  after  the  example  of  my  lord  his 
father.  If  he  had  a  headache,  his  mother  was  as  much 
frightened  as  if  the  plague  were  in  the  house :  my  lord 
laughed  and  jeered  in  his  abrupt  way — (indeed,  'twas  on 
the  day  after  New  Year's  Day,  and  an  excess  of  mince-pie) 
— and  said  with  some  of  his  usual  oaths — "D — n  it,  Harry 
Esmond — you  see  how  my  lady  takes  on  about  Frank's 
megrim.  She  used  to  be  sorry  about  me,  my  boy  (pass  the 
tankard,  Harry),  and  to  be  frighted  if  I  had  a  headache 
once.  She  don't  care  about  my  head  now.  They're  like 
that — women  are — all  the  same,  Harry,  all  jilts  in  their 
hearts.  Stick  to  eoUege^ — stick  to  punch  and  buttery  ale ; 
and  never  see  a  woman  that's  handsomer  than  an  old 
cinder-faced  bed-maker.     That's  my  counsel." 

It  was  my  lord's  custom  to  fling  out  many  jokes  of  this 
nature,  in  presence  of  his  wife  and  children,  at  meals — . 
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clumsy  sarcasms  which  my  lady  turned  many  a  time,  or 
which,  sometimes,  she  affected  not  to  hear,  or  which  now 
and  again  would  hit  their  mark  and  make  the  poor  victim 
wince  (as  you  could  see  by  her  iiushing  face  and  eyes  filling 
with  tears),  or  which  again  worked  her  up  to  anger  and 
retort,  when,  in  answer  to  one  of  these  heavy  bolts,  she 
would  ilash  back  with  a  quivering  reply.  The  pair  were 
not  happy ;  nor  indeed  was  it  happy  to  be  with  them. 
Alas  that  youthful  love  and  truth  should  end  in  bitterness 
and  bankruptcy !  To  see  a  young  couple  loving  each  other 
is  no  wonder ;  but  to  see  an  old  couple  loving  each  other  is 
the  best  sight  of  all.  Harry  Esmond  became  the  confidant 
of  one  and  the  other — that  is,  my  lord  told  the  lad  all  his 
griefs  and  wrongs  (which  were  indeed  of  Lord  Castlewood's 
own  making),  and  Harry  divined  my  lady's;  his  affection 
leading  him  easily  to  penetrate  the  hypocrisy  under  which 
Lady  Castlewood  generally  chose  to  go  disguised,  and  to  see 
her  heart  aching  whilst  her  face  wore  a  smile.  'Tis  a  hard 
task  for  women  in  life,  that  mask  which  the  world  bids 
them  wear.  But  there  is  no  greater  crime  than  for  a 
woman  who  is  ill-used  and  unhappy  to  show  that  she  is 
so.  The  world  is  quite  relentless  about  bidding  her  to 
keep  a  cheerful  face ;  and  our  women,  like  the  Malabar 
wives,  are  forced  to  go  smiling  and  painted  to  sacrifice 
themselves  with  their  husbands;  their  relations  being  the 
most  eager  to  push  them  on  to  their  duty,  and,  under 
their  shouts  and  applauses,  to  smother  and  hush  their  cries 
of  pain. 

So,  into  the  sad  secret  of  his  patron's  household,  Harry- 
Esmond  became  initiated,  he  scarce  knew  how.  It  had 
passed  under  his  eyes  two  years  before,  when  he  could  not 
understand  it ;  but  reading,  and  thought,  and  experience  of 
men,  had  oldened  him ;  and  one  of  the  deepest  sorrows  of 
a  life  which  had  never,  in  truth,  been  very  happy,  came 
upon  him  now,  when  he  was  compelled  to  understand  and 
pity  a  grief  which  he  stood  quite  powerless  to  relieve. 

It  hath  been  said  my  lord  would  never  take  the  oath  of 
allegiance,  nor  his  seat  as  a  peer  of  the  kingdom  of  Ireland, 
where,  indeed,  he  had  but  a  nominal  estate ;  and  refused 
an  English  peerage  which  King  William's  government  of- 
fered him  as  a  bribe  to  secure  his  loyalty. 

He  might  have  accepted  this,  and  would  doubtless,  but 
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for  the  earnest  remonstrances  of  his  wife,  who  ruled  her 
husband's  opinions  better  than  she  could  govern  his  con- 
duct, and  who  being  a  simple-hearted  woman,  with  but  one 
rule  of  faith  and  right,  never  thought  of  swerving  from  her 
fidelity  to  the  exiled  family,  or  of  recognising  any  other 
sovereign  but  King  James ;  and  though  she  acquiesced  in 
the  doctrine  of  obedience  to  the  reigning  power,  no  tempta- 
tion, she  thought,  could  induce  her  to  acknowledge  the 
Prince  of  Orange  as  rightful  monarch,  nor  to  let  her  lord 
so  acknowledge  him.  So  my  Lord  Castlewood  remained  a 
nonjuror  all  his  life  nearly,  though  his  self-denial  caused 
him  many  a  pang,  and  left  him  sulky  and  out  of  humour. 

The  year  after  the  Ee volution,  and  all  through  King 
William's  life,  'tis  known  there  were  constant  intrigues  for 
the  restoration  of  the  exiled  family,  but  if  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood took  any  share  of  these,  as  is  probable,  'twas  only 
for  a  short  time,  and  when  Harry  Esmond  was  too  young 
to  be  introduced  into  such  important  secrets. 

But  in  the  year  1695,  when  that  conspiracy  of  Sir  John 
Fenwiek,  Colonel  Lowiek,  and  others,  was  set  on  foot,  for 
waylaying  King  William  as  he  came  from  Hampton  Court 
to  London,  and  a  secret  plot  was  formed,  in  which  a  vast 
number  of  the  nobility  and  people  of  honour  were  engaged, 
'^E^ther  Holtiappeared  at  Castlewood  and  brought  a  young 
friend  with  him,  a  gentleman  whom  'twas  easy  to  see  that 
both  my  lord  and  the  Father  treated  with  uncommon  defer- 
ence. Harry  Esmond  saw  this  gentleman,  and  knew  and 
recognised  him  in  after  life,  as  shall  be  shown  in  its  place ; 
and  he  has  little  doubt  now  that  my  Lord  Viscount  was 
implicated  somewhat  in  the  transactions  which  always  kept 
Father  Holt  employed  and  travelling  hither  and  thither 
under  a  dozen  of  different  names  and  disguises.  The  Fa^ 
ther's  companion  went  by  the  name  of  (Captain  James;) 
and  it  was  under  a  very  different  name  and  appearance  that 
Harry  Esmond  afterwards  saw  him. 

It  was  the  next  year  that  the  Jlgnwick  conspiracy  blew 
up,  which  is  a  matter  of  jjublick  history  now,  and  which 
ended  in  the  execution  of  Sir  John  and  many  more,  who 
suffered  manfully  for  their  treason,  and  who  were  attended 
to  Tyburn  by  my  lady's  father  Dean  Armstrong,  Mr.  Col- 
lier, and  other  stout  nonjuring  clergymen,  who  absolved 
them  at  the  gallows-foot. 

'Tis  known  that  when  Sir  John  was  apprehended,  dis- 
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covery  was  made  of  a  great  number  of  names  of  gentlemen 
engaged  in  the  conspiracj- ;  when,  with  a  noble  wisdom  and 
clemency,  the  Prince  burned  the  list  of  conspirators  fur- 
nished to  him,  and  said  he  would  know  no  more.  Now  it 
was  after  this  that  Lord  Castlewood  swore  his  great  oath, 
that  he  would  never,  so  help  him  heaven,  be  engaged  iu 
any  transaction  against  that  brave  and  merciful  man ;  and 
so  he  told  Holt  when  the  indefatigable  priest  visited  him, 
and  would  have  had  him  engage  in  a  farther  conspiracy. 
After  this  my  lord  ever  spoke  of  King  William  as  he  was 
— as  one  of  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  and  the  greatest  of 
men.  My  Lady  Esmond  (for  her  part)  said  she  could 
never  pardon  the  King,  first,  for  ousting  his  father-in-law 
from  his  throne,  and  secondly,  for  not  being  constant  to 
his  wife,  the  Princess  Mary.  Indeed,  I  think  if  Nero  were 
to  rise  again,  and  be  king  of  England,  and  a  good  family 
man,  the  ladies  would  pardon  him.  My  lord  laughed  at 
his  wife's  objections — the  standard  of  virtue  did  not  fit 
him  much. 

The  last  conference  which  Mr.  Holt  had  with  his  lord- 
ship took  place  when  Harry  was  come  home  for  his  first 
vacation  from  college  (Harry  saw  hi?  old  tutor  but  for  a 
half  hour,  and  exchanged  no  private  words  with  him,)  and 
their  talk,  whatever  it  might  be,  left  my  Lord  Viscount 
very  much  disturbed  in  mind — so  much  so,  that  his  wife, 
and  his  young  kinsman,  Henry  Esmond,  could  not  but 
observe  his  disquiet.  After  Holt  was  gone,  my  lord  re- 
buffed Esmond,  and  again  treated  him  with  the  greatest 
deference;  he  shunned  his  wife's  questions  and  company, 
and  looked  at  his  children  with  such  a  face  of  gloom  and 
anxiety,  muttering,  "  Poor  children — poor  children !  "  ia  a 
way  that  could  not  but  fill  those  whose  life  it  was  to  watch 
him  and  obey  him  with  great  alarm.  For  which  gloom, 
each  person  interested  in  the  Lord  Castlewood,  framed  in 
his  or  her  own  mind  an  interpretation. 

My  lady,  with  a  laugh  of  cruel  bitterness,  said,  "  I  sup- 
pose the  person  at  Hexton  has  been  ill,  or  has  scolded 
him"  (for  my  lord's  infatuation  about  Mrs.  Mar  wood  was 
known  only  too  well).  Young  Esmond  feared  for  his 
money  affairs,  into  the  condition  of  which  he  had  been  ini- 
tiated; and  that  the  expenses,  always  greater  than  his 
revenue,  had  caused  Lord  Castlewood  disquiet. 

One  of  the  causes  why  my  Lord  Viscount  had  taken 
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young  Esmond  into  his  special  favour  was  a  trivial  one, 
that  hath  not  before  been  mentioned,  though  it  was  a  very- 
lucky  accident  in  Henry  Esmond's  life.  A  very  few 
months  after  my  lord's  coming  to  Castlewood,  in  the  winter 
time — the  little  boy,  being  a  child  in  a  petticoat,  trotting 
about — it  happened  that  little  Erank  was  with  his  father 
after  dinner,  who  fell  asleep  over  his  wine,  heedless  of  the 
child,  who  crawled  to  the  fire ;  and,  as  good  fortune  would 
have  it,  Esmond  was  sent  by  his  mistress  for  the  boy  just 
as  the  poor  little  screaming  urchin's  coat  was  set  on  fire  by 
a  log ;  when  Esmond,  rushing  forward,  tore  the  dress  off 
the  infant,  so  that  his  own  hands  were  burned  more  than 
the  child's,  who  was  frightened  rather  than  hurt  by  this 
accident.  But  certainly  'twas  providential  that  a  resolute 
person  should  have  come  in  at  that  instant,  or  the  child 
had  been  burned  to  death  probably,  my  lord  sleeping  very 
heavily  after  drinking,  and  not  waking  so  cool  as  a  man 
should  who  had  a  danger  to  face. 

Ever  after  this  the  father,  loud  in  his  expressions  of  re- 
morse and  humility  for  being  a  tipsy  good-for-nothing,  and 
of  admiration  for  Harry  Esmond,  whom  his  lordship  would 
style  a  hero  for  doing  a  very  trifling  service,  had  the  ten- 
derest  regard  for  his  son's  preserver,  and  Harry  became 
quite  as  one  of  the  family.  His  burns  were  tended  with 
the  greatest  care  by  his  kind  mistress,  who  said  that  heaven 
had  sent  him  to  be  the  guardian  of  her  children,  and  that 
she  would  love  him  all  her  life. 

And  it  was  after  this,  and  from  the  very  great  love 
and  tenderness  which  had  grown  up  in  this  little  house- 
hold, rather  than  to  the  exhortations  of  Dean  Armstrong 
(though  these  had  no  small  weight  with  him),  that  Harry 
came  to  be  quite  of  the  religion  of  his  house  and  his  dear 
mistress,  of  which  he  has  ever  since  been  a  professing 
member.  As  for  Doctor  Tusher's  boasts  that  he  was  the 
cause  of  this  conversion — even  in  these  young  days  Mr. 
Esmond  had  such  a  contempt  for  the  Doctor,  that  had 
Tusher  bade  him  believe  anything  (which  he  did  not — 
never  meddling  at  all,)  Harry  would  that  instant  have 
questioned  the  truth  on't. 

My  lady  seldom  drank  wine ;  but  on  certain  days  of  the 
year,  such  as  birthdays  (poor  Harry  had  never  a  one)  and 
anniversaries,  she  took  a  little ;  and  this  day,  the  29th 
December,  was  one.     At  the  end,  then,  of  this  year,  '96, 
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it  might  have  been  a  fortnight  after  Mr.  Holt's  last  visit. 
Lord  Castlewood  being  still  very  gloomy  in  mind,  and  sit- 
ting at  table — my  lady  bidding  a  servant  bring  her  a  glass 
of  wine,  and  looking  at  her  husband  with  one  of  her  sweet 
smiles,  said — 

"  My  lord,  will  you  not  fill  a  bumper  too,  and  let  me  call 
a  toast?  " 

"  What  is  it,  Eachel?  "  says  he,  holding  out  his  empty 
glass  to  be  filled. 

"'Tis  the  29th  of  December,"  says  my  lady,  with  her 
fond  look  of  gratitude :  "  and  my  toast  is,  '  Harry — and 
-  God  bless  him,  who  saved  my  boy's  life ! '  " 

My  lord  looked  at  Harry  hard,  and  drank  the  glass,  but 
clapped  it  down  on  the  table  in  a  moment,  and,  with  a 
sort  of  groan,  rose  up,  and  went  out  of  the  room.  What 
was  the  matter?  We  all  knew  that  some  great  grief  was 
over  him. 

Whether  my  lord's  prudence  had  made  him  richer,  or 
legacies  had  fallen  to  him,  which  enabled  him  to  support  a 
greater  establishment  than  that  frugal  one  which  had  been 
too  much  for  his  small  means,  Harry  Esmond  knew  not; 
but  the  house  of  Castlewood  was  now  on  a  scale  much  more 
costly  than  it  had  been  during  the  first  years  of  his  lord- 
ship's coming  to  the  title.  There  were  more  horses  in  the 
stable  and  more  servants  in  the  hall,  and  many  more  guests 
coming  and  going  now  than  formerly,  when  it  was  found 
difficult  enough  by  the  strictest  economy  to  keep  the  house 
as  befitted  one  of  his  lordship's  rank,  and  the  estate  out 
of  debt.  And  it  did  not  require  very  much  penetration  to 
find  that  many  of  the  new  acquaintances  at  Castlewood 
were  not  agreeable  to  the  lady  there :  not  that  she  ever 
treated  them  or  any  mortal  with  anything  but  courtesy,  but 
they  were  persons  who  could  not  be  welcome  to  her ;  and 
whose  society  a  lady  so  refined  and  reserved  could  scarce 
desire  for  her  children.  There  came  fuddling  squires  from 
tFe  country  round,  who  bawled  their  songs  under  her  win- 
dows and  drank  themselves  tipsy  with  my  lord's  punch 
and  ale :  there  came  ofBcers  from  Hexton,  in  whose  com- 
pany our  little  lord  was  made  to  hear  talk  and  to  drink, 
and  swear  too,  in  a  way  that  made  the  delicate  lady  tremble 
for  her  son.  Esmond  tried  to  console  her  by  saying  what 
he  knew  of  his  College  experience ;  that  with  this  sort  of 
company  and  conversation  a  man  must  fall  in  sooner  or 
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later  in  his  course  through  the  world :  and  it  mattered  very- 
little  whether  he  heard  it  at  twelve  years  old  or  twenty — 
the  youths  who  quitted  mother's  apron-strings  the  latest 
being  not  uncommonly  the  wildest  rakes.  But  it  was 
about  her  daughter  that  Lady  Castlewood  was  the  most 
anxious,  and  the  danger  which  she  thought  menaced  the 
little  Beatrix  from  the  indulgences  which  her  father  gave 
her,  (it  must  be  owned  that  my  lord,  since  these  unhappy 
domestick  differences  especially,  was  at  once  violent  in  his 
language  to  the  children  when  angry,  as  he  'was  too  famil- 
iar, not  to  say  coarse,  when  he  was  in  a  good  humour,) 
and  from  the  company  into  which  the  careless  lord  brought 
the  child. 

Not  very  far  off  from  Castlewood  is  Sark  Castle,  where 
the  Marchioness  of  Sark  lived,  who  was  known  to  have 
been  a  mistress  of  the  late  King  Charles— and  to  this 
house,  whither  indeed  a  great  part  of  the  county  gentry 
went,  my  lord  insisted  upon  going,  not  only  himself,  but 
on  taking  his  little  daughter  and  son,  to  play  with  the 
children  there.  The  children  were  nothing  loth,  for  the 
house  was  splendid,  and  the  welcome  kind  enough.  But 
my  lady,  justly  no  doubt,  thought  that  the  children  of 
such  a  mother  as  that  noted  Lady  Sark  had  been,  could  be 
no  good  company  for  her  two ;  and  spoke  her  mind  to  her 
lord  His  own  language  when  he  was  thwarted  W9,s  not 
indeed  of  the  gentlest :  to  be  brief,  there  was  a  family  dis- 
pute on  this,  as  there  had  been  on  many  other  poiats — and 
the  lady  was  not  only  forced  to  give  in,  for  the  other's  will 
was  law — nor  could  she,  on  account  of  their  tender  age, 
tell  her  children  what  was  the  nature  of  her  objection  to 
their  visit  of  pleasure,  or  indeed  mention  to  them  any  ob- 
jection at  all — but  she  had  the  additional  secret  mortifica- 
tion to  find  them  returning'  delighted  with  their  new 
friends,  loaded  with  presents  from  them,  and  eager  to  be 
allowed  to  go  back  to  a  place  of  such  delights  as  Sark 
Castle.  Every  year  she  thought  the  company  there  would 
be  more  dangerous  to  her  daughter,  as  from  a  child  Beatrix 
grew  to  a  woman,  and  her  daily  increasing  beauty,  and 
many  faults  of  character  too,  expanded. 

It  was  Harry  Esmond's  lot  to  see  one  of  the  visits  which 
the  old  Lady  of  Sark  paid  to  the  Lady  of  Castlewood  Hall : 
whither  she  came  in  state  with  six  chestnut  horses  and  blue 
ribbons,  a  page  on  each  carriage  step,  a  gentleman  of  the 
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horse,  and  armed  servants  riding  before  and  behind  her. 
And,  but  that  it  was  unpleasant  to  see  Lady  Castlewood's 
face,  it  was  amusing  to  watch  the  behaviour  of  the  two 
enemies :  the  frigid  patience  of  the  younger  lady,  and  the 
unconquerable  good-humour  of  the  elder — who  would  see 
no  offence  whatever  her  rival  intended,  and  who  never 
ceased  to  smile  and  to  laugh,  and  to  coax  the  children,  and 
to  pay  compliments  to  every  man,  woman,  child,  nay  dog, 
or  chair  and  table,  in  Castlewood,  so  bent  was  she  upon 
admiring  everything  there.  She  lauded  the  children,  and 
wished — as  indeed  she  well  might — that  her  own  family 
had  been  brought  up  as  well  as  those  cherubs.  She  had 
never  seen  such  a  complexion  as  dear  Beatrix's — though  to 
be  sure  she  had  a  right  to  it  from  father  and  mother — 
Lady  Castlewood's  was  indeed  a  wonder  of  freshness,  and 
Lady  Sark  sighed  to  think  she  had  not  been  born  a  fair 
woman ;  and  remarking  Harry  Esmond,  with  a  fascinating 
superannuated  smile,  she  complimented  him  on  his  wit, 
which  she  said  she  could  see  from  his  eyes  and  forehead ; 
and  vowed  that  she  would  never  have  Mm  at  Sark  until 
her  daughter  were  out  of  the  way. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

MY  LORD  MOHUN  COMBS  AMONG  US   FOR  NO  GOOD. 

Thebe  had  ridden  along  with  this  old  Princess's  caval- 
cade, two  gentlemen :  her  son,  my  Lord  Tirebrace,  and  his 
friend,  my  Lord  Mohun,  who  both  were  greeted  with  a 
great  deal  of  cordiality  by  the  hospitable  Lord  of  Castle- 
wood.  My  Lord  Firebrace  was  but  a  feeble-minded  and 
weak-limbed  young  nobleman,  small  in  stature  and  limited 
in  understanding — to  judge  from  the  talk  young  Esmond 
had  with  him ;  but  the  other  was  a  person  of  a  handsome 
presence,  with  the  hel  air,  and  a  bright  daring  warlike 
aspect,  which,  according  to  the  chronicle  of  those  days, 
had  already  achieved  for  him  the  conquest  of  several  beau- 
ties and  toasts.  He  had  fought  and  conquered  in  France, 
as  well  as  in  Flanders ;  he  had  served  a  couple  of  cam- 
paigns with  the  Priace  of  Baden  on  the  Danube,  and  wit- 
nessed the  rescue  of  Vienna  from  the  Turk.  And  he 
spoke  of  his  military  exploits  pleasantly,  and  with  the 
manly  freedom  of  a  soldier,  so  as  to  delight  all  his  hearers 
at  Castlewood,  who  were  little  accustomed  to  meet  a  com- 
panion so  agreeable. 

On  the  first  day  this  noble  company  came,  my  lord  would 
not  hear  of  their  departure  before  dinner,  and  carried  away 
the  gentlemen  to  amuse  them,  whilst  his  wife  was  left  to 
do  the  honours  of  her  house  to  the  old  Marchioness  and 
her  daughter  within.  They  looked  at  the  stables,  where  my 
Lord  Mohun  praised  the  horses,  though  there  was  but  a 
poor  show  there :  they  walked  over  the  old  house  and  gar- 
dens, and  fought  the  siege  of  Oliver's  time  over  again :  they 
played  a  game  of  rackets  in  the  old  court,  where  my  Lord 
Castlewood  beat  my  Lord  Mohun,  who  said  he  loved  ball 
of  all  things,  and  would  quickly  come  back  to  Castlewood 
for  his  revenge.  After  dinner  they  played  bowls,  and  drank 
punch  in  the  green  alley ;  and  when  they  parted  they  were 
sworn  friends,  my  Lord  Castlewood  kissing  the  other  lord 
before  he  mounted  on  horseback,  and  pronouncing  him  the 
best  companion  he  had  met  for  many  a  long  day.  All 
night  long,  over  his  tobacco-pipe,  Castlewood  did  not  cease 
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to  talk  to  Harry  Esmond  in  praise  of  his  new  friend,  ana 
in  fact  did  not  leave  off  speaking  of  him  until  his  lordship 
was  so  tipsy  that  he  could  not  speak  plainly  any  more. 

At  breakfast  next  day  it  was  the  same  talk  renewed ; 
and  when  my  lady  said  there  was  something  free  in  the 
Lord  Mohun's  looks  and  manner  of  speech  which  caused 
her  to  mistrust  him,  her  lord  burst  out  with  one  of  his 
laughs  and  oaths ;  said  that  he  never  liked  man,  woman, 
or  beast,  but  what  she  was  sure  to  be  jealous  of  it ;  that 
Mohun  was  the  prettiest  fellow  in  England ;  that  he  hoped 
to  see  more  of  him  whilst  in  the  country;  and  that  he 
would  let  Mohun  know  what  my  Lady  Prude  said  of  him. 

"  Indeed,"  Lady  Castlewood  said,  "  I  liked  his  conversa- 
tion well  enough.  'Tis  more  amusing  than  that  of  most 
people  1  know.  I  thought  it,  I  own,  too  free ;  not  from 
what  he  said,  as  rather  from  what  he  implied." 

"Psha!  your  ladyship  does  not  know  the  world,"  said 
her  husband ;  "  and  you  have  always  been  as  squeamish  as 
when  you  were  a  miss  of  fifteen." 

"  You  found  no  fault  when  I  was  a  miss  at  fifteen." 

"  Begad,  madam,  you  are  grown  too  old  for  a  pinafore 
now;  and  I  hj)ld  that  'tis  for  me  to  judge  what  company 
my  wife  shall  see,"  said  my  lord,  slapping  the  table. 

"Indeed,  Francis,  I  never  thought  otherwise,"  answered 
my  lady,  rising  and  dropping  him  a  curtsey,  in  which 
stately  action,  if  there  was  obedience,  there  was  defiance 
too;  and  in  which  a  bystander,  deeply  interested  in  the 
happiness  of  that  pair  as  Harry  Esmond  was,  might  see 
how  hopelessly  separated  they  were ;  what  a  great  gulf  of 
difference  and  discord  had  run  between  them. 

"By  G — d!  Mohun  is  the  best  fellow  in  England;  and 
I'll  invite  him  here,  just  to  plague  that  woman.  Did  you 
ever  see  such  a  frigid  insolence  as  it  is,  Harry?  That's 
the  way  she  treats  me,"  he  broke  out,  storming,  and  his 
face  growing  red  as  he  clenched  his  fists  and  went  on. 
"I'm  nobody  in  my  own  house.  I'm  to  be  the  humble 
servant  of  that  parson's  daughter.  By  Jove!  I'd  rather 
she  should  fling  the  dish  at  my  head  than  sneer  at  me  as 
she  does.  She  puts  me  to  shame  before  the  children  with 
her  d — d  airs;  and,  I'll  swear,  tells  Frank  and  Beaty  that 
papa's  a  reprobate,  and  that  they  ought  to  despise  me." 

"  Indeed  and  indeed,  sir,  I  never  heard  her  say  a  word 
but  of  respect  regarding  you,"  Harry  Esmond  interposed. 
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''No,  uurse  it!  I  wish  she  -would  speak.  But  she 
aever  does.  She  scorns  me,  and  holds  her  tongue.  She 
keeps  off  from  me,  as  if  I  was  a  pestilence.  By  George ! 
she  was  fond  enough  of  her  pestilence  once.  And  when  I 
came  a-cotirting,  you  would  see  miss  blush — blush  red,  by 
George!  for  joy.  Why,  what  do  you  think  she  said  to 
me,  Harry?  She  said  herself,  when  I  joked  with  her 
about  her  d — d  smiling  red  cheeks:  '  'Tis  as  they  do  at 
Saint  James's;  I  put  up  my  red  flag  when  my  king  comes.' 
I  was  the  king,  you  see,  she  meant.  And  now,  sir,  look  at 
her !  I  believe  she  would  be  glad  if  1  was  dead ;  and  dead 
I've  been  to  her  these  five  years — ever  since  you  all  of  you 
had  the  small-pox :  and  she  never  forgave  me  for  going 
away." 

"  Indeed,  my  lord,  though  'twas  hard  to  forgive,  I  think 
my  mistress  forgave  it,"  Harry  Esmond  said;  'land  re- 
member how  eagerly  she  watched  your  lordship's  return, 
and  how  sadly  she  turned  away  when  she  saw  your  cold 
looks." 
"  "Damme!"  cries  out  my  lord;  "would  you  have  had 
me  wait  and  catch  the  small-pox?  Where  the  deuce  had 
been  the  good  of  that?  I'll  bear  danger  with  any  man — 
but  not  useless  danger — no,  no.  Thank  you  for  nothing. 
And — you  nod  your  head,  and  I  know  very  well.  Parson 
Harry,  what  you  mean.  There  was  the — the  other  affair 
to  make  her  angry.  But  is  a  woman  never  to  forgive  a 
husband  who  goes  a-tripping?  Do  you  take  me  for  a 
saint?"" 
""Indeed,  sir,  I  do  not,"  says  Harry,  with  a  smile. 

"  Since  that  time  my  wife's  as  cold  as  the  statue  at  Char- 
ing Cross  I  tell  thee  she  has  no  forgiveness  in  her, 
Henry.  Her  coldness  blights  my  whole  life,  and  sends  me 
to  the  punch-bowl,  or  driving  about  the  country.  My  chil- 
dren are  not  mine,  but  hers,  when  we  are  together.  'Tis 
only  when  she  is  out  of  sight  with  her  abominable  cold 
glances,  that  run  through  me,  that  they'll  come  to  me, 
and  that  I  dare  to  give  them  so  much  as  a  kiss ;  and  that's 
why  I  take  'em  and  love  'em  in  other  people's  houses, 
Harry.  I'm  killed  by  the  very  virtue  of  that  proud 
woman.  Virtue !  give  me  the  virtue  that  can  forgive ;  give 
me  the  virtue  that  thinks  not  of  preserving  itself,  but  of 
making  other  folks  happy.  Damme,  what  matters  a  scar 
or  two  if  'tis  got  in  helping  a  friend  in  ill  fortune?  " 
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And  my  lord  again  slapped  the  table,  and  took  a  great 
draught  from  the  tankard.  Harry  Esmond  admired  as  he 
listened  to  him,  and  thought  how  the  poor  preacher  of  this 
self-sacrifice  had  fled  from  the  small-pox,  which  the  lady 
had  borne  so  cheerfully,  and  which  had  been  the  cause  of 
so  much  disunion  in  the  lives  of  all  in  this  house.  "  How 
well  men  preach,"  thought  the  young  man,  "and  each  is 
the  example  in  his  own  sermon !  How  each  has  a  story  in 
a  dispute,  and  a  true  one,  too,  and  both  are  right  or  wrong 
as  you  will!"  Harry's  heart  was  pained  within  him,  to 
watch  the  struggles  and  pangs  that  tore  the  breast  of  this 
kind,  manly  friend  and  protector. 

"Indeed,  sir,"  said  he,  "I  wish  to  God  that  my  mistress 
could  hear  you  speak  as  I  have  heard  you ;  she  would  know 
much  that  would  make  her  life  the  happier,  could  she  hear 
it."  But  my  lord  flung  away  with  one  of  his  oaths,  and  a 
jeer;  he  said  that  Parson  Harry  was  a  good  fellow;  but 
that  as  for  women,  all  women  were  alike — all  jades  and 
heartless.  So  a  man  dashes  a  fine  vase  down,  and  despises 
it  for  being  broken.  It  may  be  worthless — true :  but  who 
had  the  keeping  of  it,  and  who  shattered  it? 

Harry,  who  would  have  given  his  life  to  make  his  bene- 
factress and  her  husband  happy,  bethought  him,  now  that 
he  saw  what  my  lord's  state  of  mind  was,  and  that  he 
really  had  a  great  deal  of  that  love  left  in  his  heart,  and 
ready  for  his  wife's  acceptance  if  she  would  take  it, 
whether  he  could  not  be  a  means  of  reconciliation  between 
these  two  persons,  whom  he  revered  the  most  in  the  world. 
And  he  cast  about  how  he  should  break  a  part  of  his  mind 
to  his  mistress,  and  warn  her  that  in  his,  Harry's  opinion, 
at  least,  her  husband  was  still  her  admirer,  and  even  her 
lover. 

But  he  found  the  subject  a  very  difficult  one  to  handle, 
when  he  ventured  to  remonstrate,  which  he  did  in  the  very 
gravest  tone,  (for  long  confidence  and  reiterated  proofs  of 
devotion  and  loyalty  had  given  him  a  sort  of  authority  in 
the  house,  which  he  resumed  as  soon  as  ever  he  returned 
to  it,)  and  with  a  speech  that  should  have  some  effect,  as, 
indeed,  it  was  uttered  with  the  speaker's  own  heart,  he 
ventured  most  gently  to  hint  to  his  adored  mistress  that 
she  was  doing  her  husband  harm  by  her  ill  opinion  of  him, 
and  that  the  happiness  of  all  the  family  depended  upon 
setting  her  right. 
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She,  who  was  ordinarily  calm  and  most  gentle,  and  full 
of  smiles  and  soft  attentions,  flushed  up  when  young  Es- 
mond so  spoke  to  her,  and  rose  from  her  chair,  looking  at 
him  with  a  haughtiness  and  indignation  that  he  had  never 
before  known  her  to  display.  She  was  quite  an  altered 
being  for  that  moment ;  and  looked  an  angry  princess  in- 
sulted by  a  vassal. 

"Have  you  ever  heard  me  utter  a  word  in  my  lord's  dis- 
paragement? "  she  asked  hastily,  hissing  out  her  words, 
and  stamping  her  foot. 

"Indeed,  no,"  Esmond  said,  looking  down. 

"  Are  you  come  to  me  as  his  ambassador — you  ?  "  she 
continued. 

"  I  would  sooner  see  peace  between  you  than  anything 
else  in  the  world,"  Harry  answered,  "  and  would  go  of  any 
embassy  that  had  that  end. " 

"So  you  are  my  lord's  go-between?"  she  went  on,  not 
regarding  this  speech.  "  You  are  sent  to  bid  me  back  into 
slavery  again,  and  inform  me  that  my  lord's  favour  is  gra- 
ciqusly^  restored  to  his  handmaid?  He  is  weary  of  Covent 
Garden,  is  he,  that  he  comes  home  and  would  have  the 
fatted  calf  killed?  " 

"  There' s  good  authority  f or^it,  surely, "  said  Esmond. 

"  For  a  son,  yes ;  but  my  lord  is  not  my  son.  It  was  he 
who  cast  me  away  from  him.  It  was  he  who  broke  our 
happiness  down,  and  he  bids  me  to  repair  it.  It  was  he 
who  showed  himself  to  me  at  last,  as  he  was,  not  as  I  had 
thought  him.  It  is  he  who  comes  before  my  children 
stupid  and  senseless  with  wine — who  leaves  our  company 
for  that  of  frequenters  of  taverns  and  bagnios — who  goes 
from  his  home  to  the  City  yonder  and  his  friends  there, 
and  when  he  is  tired  of  them  returns  hither,  and  expects 
that  I  shall  kneel  and  welcome  him.  And  he  sends  you  as 
his  chamberlain!  What  a  proud  embassy!  Monsieur,  I 
make  you  my  compliment  of  the  new  place. " 

"  It  would  be  a  proud  embassy,  and  a  happy  embassy 
too,  could  I  bring  you.  and  my  lord  together,"  Esmond 
replied. 

"  I  presume  you  have  fulfilled  your  mission  now,  sir. 
'Twas  a  pretty  one  for  you  to  undertake.  I  don't  know 
whether  'tis  your  Cambridge  philosophy,  or  time,  that  has 
altered  your  ways  of  thinking,"  Lady  Castlewood  con- 
tinued, still  in  a  sarcastick  tone.     "Perhaps  you  too  have 
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learned  to  love  drink,  and  to  hiccup  over  your  wine  or 
punch; — which  is  your  worship's  favourite  liquor?  Per- 
haps you  too  put  up  at  the  'Rose'  on  your  way  through 
London,  and  have  your  acquaintances  in  Covent  Garden. 
My  services  to  you,  sir,  to  principal  and  ambassador,  to 
master  and — and  lacquey." 

"Great  heavens!  madam,"  cried  Harry.  "What  have 
I  done  that  thus,  for  a  second  time,  you  insult  me?  Do 
you  wish  me  to  blush  for  what  I  used  to  be  proud  of,  that 
I  lived  on  your  bounty?  Next  to  doing  you  a  service 
(which  my  life  would  pay  for),  you  know  that  to  receive 
one  from  you  is  my  highest  pleasure.  What  wrong  have 
I  done  you  that  you  should  wound  me  so,  cruel  woman?  " 

"  What  wrong !  "  she  said,  looking  at  Esmond  with  wild 
eyes.  "  Well,  none — none  that  you  know  of,  Harry,  or 
could  help.  Why  did  you  bring  back  the  small-pox,"  she 
added,  after  a  pause,  "from  Castlewood  village?  You 
could  not  help  it,  could  you?  Which  of  us  knows  whither 
fate  leads  us?  But  we  were  all  happy,  Henry,  till  then." 
And  Harry  went  away  from  this  colloquy,  thinking  still 
that  the  estrangement  between  his  patron  and  his  beloved 
mistress  was  remediable,  and  that  each  had  at  heart  a 
strong  attachment  to  the  other. 

The  intimacy  between  the  Lords  Mohun  and  Castlewood 
appeared  to  increase  as  long  as  the  former  remained  in  the 
country;  and  my  Lord  of  Castlewood  especially  seemed 
never  to  be  happy  out  of  his  new  comrade's  sight.  They 
sported  together,  they  drank,  they  played  bowls  and  tennis : 
my  Lord  Castlewood  would  go  for  three  days  to  Sark,  and 
bring  back  my  Lord  Mohun  to  Castlewood — where  indeed 
his  lordship  made  himself  very  welcome  to  all  persons, 
having  a  joke  or  a  new  game  at  romps  for  the  children,  all 
the  talk  of  the  town  for  my  lord,  andmusick  and  gallantry 
and  plenty  of  the  beau  langage  for  my  lady,  and  for 
Harry  Esmond,  who  was  never  tired  of  hearing  his  stories 
of  his  campaigns  and  his  life  at  Vienna,  Venice,  Paris,  and 
the  famous  cities  of  Europe  which  he  had  visited  both  in 
peace  and  war.  And  he  sang  at  my  lady' s  harpsichord, 
and  played  cards  or  backgammon,  or  his  new  game  of  bil- 
liards with  my  lord  (of  whom  he  invariably  got  the  better) ; 
always  having  a  consummate  good-humour,  and  bearing 
himself  with  a  certain  manly  grace,  that  might  exhibit 
somewhat  of  the  camp  and  Alsatia  perhaps,  but  that  had 


HENRY  ESMOND.  125 

its  charm,  and  stamped  him  a  gentleman :  and  his  manner 
to  Lady  Castlewood  was  so  devoted  and  respectful,  that 
she  soon  recovered  from  the  first  feelings  of  dislike  which 
she  had  conceived  against  him — nay,  before  long,  began  to 
be  interested  in  his  spiritual  welfare,  and  .hopeful  of  his 
conversion,  lending  him  books  of  piety,  which  he  promised 
dutifully  to  study.  With  her  my  lord  talked  of  reform, 
of  settling  into  quiet  life,  quitting  the  court  and  town,  and 
buying  some  land  in  the  neighbourhood — though  it  must 
be  owned  that,  when  the  two  lords  were  together  over  their 
Burgundy  after  dinner,  their  talk  was  very  different^  and 
there  was  very  little  question  of  conversion  on  my  Lord 
Mohun's  part.  When  they  got  to  their  second  bottle, 
Harry  Esmond  used  commonly  to  leave  these  two  noble 
topers,  who,  though  they  talked  freely  enough,  heaven 
knows,  in  his  presence  (Good  Lord,  what  a  set  of  stories, 
of  Alsatia  and  Spring  Garden,  of  the  taverns  and  gaming- 
houses, of  the  ladies  of  the  court,  and  mesdames  of  the 
theatres,  he  can  recall  out  of  their  godly  conversation!) — 
although,  I  say,  they  talked  before  Esmond  freely,  yet 
they  seemed  pleased  when  he  went  away,  and  then  they 
had  another  bottle,  and  then  they  fell  to  cards,  and  then 
my  Lord  Mohun  came  to  her  ladyship's  drawing-room; 
leaving  his  boon  companion  to  sleep  off  his  wine. 

'Twas  a  point  of  honour  with  the  fine  gentlemen  of  those 
days  to  lose  or  win  magnificently  at  their  horse-matches  or 
games  of  cards  and  dice — and  yoti  could  never  tell,  from 
the  demeanour  of  these  two  lords  afterwards,  which  had 
been  successful  and  which  the  loser  at  their  games.  And 
when  my  lady  hinted  to  my  lord  that  he  played  more  than 
she  liked,  he  dismissed  her  with  a  "  pish,"  and  swore  that 
nothing  was  more  equal  than  play  betwixt  gentlemen,  if 
they  did  but  keep  it  up  long  enough.  And  these  kept  it  up 
long  enough,  you  may  be  sure.  A  man  of  fashion  of  that 
time  often  passed  a  quarter  of  his  day  at  cards,  and  another 
quarter  at  drink :  I  have  known  many  a  pretty  fellow,  who 
was  a  wit  too,  ready  of  repartee,  and  possessed  of  a  thou- 
sand graces,  who  would  be  puzzled  if  he  had  to  write  more 
than  his  name. 

There  is  scarce  any  thoughtful  man  or  woman,  I  sup- 
pose, but  can  look  back  upon  his  course  of  past  life,  and 
remember  some  point,  trifling  as  it  may  have  seemed  at  the 
time   of   occurrence,  which   has   nevertheless   turned  and 
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altered  his  whole  career.  'Tis  with  almost  all  of  us,  as 
iuM.  Massillon's  magnificent  image  regarding  King  Wil- 
liam, a  grain  de  sable  that  perverts  or  perhaps  overthrows 
us ;  and  so  it  was  but  a  light  word  flung  in  the  air,  a  mere 
freak  of  perverse  child's  temper,  that  brought  down  a 
whole  heap  of  crushing  woes  upon  that  family  whereof 
Harry  Esmond  formed  a  part. 

Coming  home  to  his  dear  Castlewood  in  the  third  year 
of  his  academical  course,  (wherein  he  had  now  obtained 
some  distinction,  his  Latin  Poem  on  the  death  of  the  Duke 
of  . Gloucester,  Princess  Anne  of  Denmark's  son,  having 
gained  him  a  medal,  and  introduced  him  to  the  society  of 
the  University  wits,)  Esmond  found  his  little  friend  and 
pupil  Beatrix  grown  to  be  taller  than  her  mother,  a  slim 
and  lovely  young  girl,  with  cheeks  mantling  with  health 
and  roses :  with  eyes  like  stars  shining  out  of  azure,  with 
waving  bronze  hair  clustered  about  the  fairest  young  fore- 
head ever  seen :  and  a  mien  and  shape  haughty  and  beauti- 
ful, such  as  that  of  the  famous  antique  statue  of  the  hun- 
tress Diana — at  one  time  haughty,  rapid,  imperious,  with 
eyes  and  arrows  that  dart  and  kill.  Harry  watched  and 
wondered  at  this  young  creature,  and  likened  her  in  his 
mind  to  Artemis  with  the  ringing  bow  and  shafts  flashing 
death  upon  the  children  of  Niobe ;  at  another  time  she  was 
coy  and  melting  as  Luna  shining  tenderly  upon  Endymion. 
This  fair  creature,  this  lustrous  Phoebe,  was  only  young  as 
yet,  uor  had  nearly  reached  her  full  splendour ;  but  cres- 
cent and  brilliant,  our  young  gentleman  of  the  University, 
his  head  full  of  poetical  fancies,  his  heart  perhaps  throb- 
bing with  desires  undefined,  admired  this  rising  young 
divinity ;  and  gazed  at  her  (though  only  as  at  some  "  bright 
particular  star,"  far  above  his  earth)  with  endless  delight 
and  wonder.  She  had  been  a  coquette  from  the  earliest 
times  almost,  trying  her  freaks  and  jealousies,  her  way- 
ward frolicks  and  winning  caresses,  upon  all  that  came 
within  her  reach;  she  set  her  women  quarrelling  in  the 
nursery,  and  practised  her  eyes  on  the  groom  as  she  rode 
behind  him  on  the  pillion. 

She  was  the  darling  and  torment  of  father  and  mother. 
She  intrigued  with  each  secretly ;  and  bestowed  her  fond- 
ness and  withdrew  it,  plied  them  with  tears,  smiles,  kisses, 
cajolements; — when  the  mother  was  angry,  as  happened 
often,  flew  to  the  father,  and  sheltering  behind  him,  pur- 
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suftd  her  victim ;  when  both  were  displeased,  transferred 
her  caresses  to  the  domesticks,  or  watched  until  she  could 
win  back  her  parents'  good  graces,  either  by  surprising 
them  into  laughter  and  good-humour,  or  appeasing  them  by 
submission  and  artful  humility.  She  was  soavo  loeta  negotio, 
like  that  fickle  goddess  Horace  describes,  and  of  whose 
"malicious  joy"  a  great  poet  of  our  own  has  written  so 
nobly — who,  famous  and  heroick  as  he  was,  was  not  strong 
enough  to  resist  the  torture  of  women. 

It  was  but  three  years  before  that  the  child,  then  but 
ten  years  old,  had  nearly  managed  to  make  a  quarrel 
between  Harry  Esmond  and  his  comrade,  good-natured, 
phlegmatick  Thos.  Tusher,  who  never  of  his  own  seeking 
quarrelled  with  anybody :  by  quoting  to  the  latter  some 
silly  joke  which  Harry  had  made  regarding  him — (it  was 
the  merest  idlest  jest,  though  it  near  drove  two  old  friends 
to  blows,  and  I  think  such  a  battle  would  have  pleased 
her) — and  from  that  day  Tom  kept  at  a  distance  from  her ; 
and  she  respected  him,  and  coaxed  him  sedulously  when- 
ever they  met.  But  Harry  was  much  more  easily  appeased, 
because  he  was  fonder  of  the  child :  and  when  she  made 
mischief,  used  cutting  speeches,  or  caused  her  friends  pain, 
she  excused  herself  for  her  fault,  not  by  admitting  and  de- 
ploring it,  but  by  pleading  not  guilty,  and  asserting  inno- 
cence so  constantly,  and  with  such  seeming  artlessness, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  question  her  plea.  In  her  child- 
hood, they  were  but  mischiefs  then  which  she  did ;  but  her 
power  became  more  fatal  as  she  grew  older — as  a  kitten 
first  plays  with  a  ball,  and  then  pounces  on  a  bird  and  kills 
it.  'Tis  not  to  be  imagined  that  Harry  Esmond  had  all 
this  experience  at  this  early  stage  of  his  life,  whereof  he 
is  now  writing  the  history — many  things  here  noted  were 
but  known  to  him  in  later  days.  Almost  everything  Bea- 
trix did  or  undid  seemed  good,  or  at  least  pardonable,  to 
him  then,  and  years  afterwards. 

It  happened,  then,  that  Harry  Esmond  came  home  to 
Castlewood  for  his  last  vacation,  with  good  hopes  of  a  fel- 
lowship at  his  college,  and  a  contented  resolve  to  advance 
his  fortune  that  way.  'Twas  in  the  first  year  of  the  present 
century,  Mr.  Esmond  (as  far  as  he  knew  the  period  of  his 
birth)  being  then  twenty-two  years  old.  He  found  his 
quondam  pupil  shot  up  into  this  beauty  of  which  we  have 
spoken,  and  promising  yet  more :    her  brother,  my  lord's 
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son,  a  handsome  high-spirited  brave  lad,  generous  and 
frank,  and  kind  to  everybody,  save  perhaps  his  sister,  with 
whom  Frank  was  at  war  (and  not  from  his  but  her  fault) 
— adoring  his  mother,  whose  joy  he  was :  and  taking  her 
side  in  the  unhappy  matrimonial  differences  which  were 
now  permanent,  while  of  course  Mistress  Beatrix  ranged 
with  her  father.  When  heads  of  families  fall  out,  it  must 
naturally  be  that  their  dependants  wear  the  one  or  the 
other  party's  colour;  and  even  in  the  parliaments  in  the 
servants'  hall  or  the  stables,  Harry,  who  had  an  early  ob- 
servant turn,  could  see  which  were  my  lord's  adherents 
and  which  my  lady's,  and  conjecture  pretty  shrewdly  how 
their  unlucky  quarrel  was  debated.  Our  lackies  sit  in 
judgment  on  us.  My  lord's  intrigues  may  be  ever  so 
stealthily  conducted,  but  his  valet  knows  them ;  and  my 
lady's  woman  carries  her  mistress's  private  history  to  the 
servants'  scandal  market,  and  exchanges  it  against  the 
secrets  of  other  abigails- 
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CHAPTEE    XIII. 

MY  LORD  LEAVES  US  AND  HIS  EVIL   BEHIND  HIM. 

My  Lord  Mohun  (of  whose  exploits  and  fame  some  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the  University  had  brought  down  but 
ugly  reports)  was  once  more  a  guest  at  Castlewood,  and 
seemingly  more  intimately  allied  with  my  lord  even  than 
before.  Once  in  the  spring  those  two  noblemen  had  ridden 
to  Cambridge  from  Newmarket,  whither  they  had  gone  for 
the  horse-racing,  and  had  honoured  •  Harry  Esmond  with  a 
visit  at  his  rooms ;  after  which  Doctor  Montague,  the  mas- 
ter of  the  College,  who  had  treated  Harry  somewhat 
haughtily,  seeing  his  familiarity  with  these  great  folks, 
and  that  my  Lord  Castlewood  laughed  and  walked  with 
his  hand  on  Harry's  shoulder,  relented  to  Mr.  Esmond, 
and  condescended  to  be  very  civil  to  him ;  and  some  days 
after  his  arrival,  Harry,  laughing,  told  this  story  to  Lady 
Esmond,  remarking  how  strange  it  was  that  men  famous 
for  learning  and  renowned  over  Europe,  should,  neverthe- 
less, so  bow  down  to  a  title,  and  cringe  to  a  nobleman  ever 
so  poor.  At  this  Mistress  Beatrix  flung  up  her  head,  and 
said  it  became  those  of  low  origin  to  respect  their  betters ; 
that  the  parsons  made  themselves  a  great  deal  too  proud, 
she  thought;  and  that  she  liked  the  way  at  Lady  Sark's 
best,  where  the  chaplain,  though  he  loved  pudding,  as  all 
parsons  do,  always  went  away  before  the  custard. 

"And  when  I  am  a  parson,"  says  Mr.  Esmond,  "will 
you  give  me  no  custard,  Beatrix?  " 

"You — you  are  different,"  Beatrix  answered.  "Yovl 
are  of  our  blood." 

"My  father  was  a  parson,  as  you  call  him,"  said  my 
lady. 

"But  mine  is  a  peer  of  Ireland,"  says  Mistress  Beatrix, 
tossing  her  head.  "  Let  people  know  their  places.  I  sup- 
pose you  will  have  me  go  down  on  my  knees  and  ask  a 
blessing  of  Mr.  Thomas  Tusher,  that  has  just  been  made  a 
curate,  and  whose  mother  was  a  waiting-maid." 

And  she  tossed  out  of  the  room,  being  in  one  of  her 
flighty  humours  then. 
9 
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When  she  was  gone,  my  lady  looked  so  sad  and  grave, 
that  Harry  asked  the  cause  of  her  disquietude.  She  said 
it  was  not  merely  what  he  said  of  Newmarket,  but  what 
■  she  had  remarked,  with  great  anxiety  and  terror,  that  my 
lord,  ever  since  his  acquaintance  with  the  Lord  Mohun 
especially,  had  recurred  to  his  fondness  for  play,  which  he 
had  renounced  since  his  marriage. 

"  But  men  promise  more  than  they  axe  able  to  perform 
in  marriage,"  said  my  lady,  with  a  sigh.  "I  fear  he  has 
lost  large  sums ;  and  our  property,  always  small,  is  dwin- 
dling away  under  this  reckless  dissipation.  I  heard  of 
him  in  London  with  very  wild  company.  Since  his  return 
letters  and  lawyers  are  constantly  coming  and  going :  he 
seems  to  me  to  have  a  constant  anxiety,  though  he  hides 
it  under  boisterousness  and  laughter.  I  looked  through — 
through  the  door  last  night,  and — and  before,"  said  my 
lady,  "  and  saw  them  at  cards  after  midnight ;  no  estate 
will  bear  that  extravagance,  much  less  ours,  which  will  be 
so  diminished  that  my  son  will  have  nothing  at  all,  and 
my  poor  Beatrix  no  portion !  " 

"I  wish  I  could  help  you,  madam,"  said  Harry  Esmond, 
sighing,  and  wishing  that  unavailingly,  and  for  the  thou- 
sandth time  in  his  life. 

"Who  can?  Only  God,"  said  Lady  Esmond — "only 
God,  in  whose  hands  we  are."  And  so  it  is,  and  for  his 
rule  over  his  family,  and  for  his  conduct  to  wife  and  chil- 
dren-;^subjects  over  whom  his  power  is  monarchical — any 
one  who  watches  the  world  must  think  with  trembling 
sometimes  of  the  account  which  many  a  man  will  have 
to  render.  For  in  our  society  there's  no  law  to  control 
the  King  of  the  Fireside.  He  is  master  of  property,  happi- 
ness— life  almost.  He  is  free  to  punish,  to  make  happy 
or  unhappy — to  ruin  or  to  torture.  He  may  kill  a  wife 
gradually,  and  be  no  more  questioned  than  the  Grand 
Seignior  who  drowns  a  slave  at  midnight.  He  may  make 
slaves  and  hypocrites  of  his  children ;  or  friends  and  free- 
men; or  drive  them  into  revolt  and  enmity  against  the 
natural  law  of  love.  I  have  heard  politicians  and  coffee- 
house wiseacres  talking  over  the  newspaper,  and  railing  at 
the  tyranny  of  the  French  King,  and  the  Emperor,  and 
wondered  how  these  (who  are  monarchs,  too,  in  their  way) 
govern  their  own  dominions  at  home,  where  each  man  rules 
absolute.     When  the  annals  of  each  little  reign  are  shown 
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to  the  Supreme  Master,  under  whom  we  hold  sovreignty, 
histories  will  be  laid  bare  of  household  tyrants  as  cruel  as 
Amurath,  and  as  savage  as  Nero,  and  as  reckless  and  dis- 
solute as  Charles. 

If  Harry  Esmond's  patron  erred,  'twas  in  the  latter  way, 
from  a  disposition  rather  self-indulgent  than  cruel ;  and  he 
might  have  been  brought  back  to  much  better  feelings,  had 
time  been  given  to  him  to  bring  his  repentance  to  a  lasting 
reform. 

As  my  lord  and  his  friend  Lord  Mohun  were  such  close 
companions.  Mistress  Beatrix  chose  to  be  jealous  of  the 
latter ;  and  the  two  gentlemen  often  entertained  each  other 
by  laughing,  in  their  rude  boisterous  way,  at  the  child's 
freaks  of  anger  and  show  of  dislike.  "  When  thou  art  old 
enough,  thou  shalt  marry  Lord  Mohun,"  Beatrix's  father 
would  say:  on  which  the  girl  would  pout  and  say,  "I 
would  rather  marry  Tom  Tusher."  And  because  the  Lord 
Mohun  always  showed  an  extreme  gallantry  to  my  Lady 
Castlewood,  whom  he  professed  to  admire  devotedly,  one 
day,  in  answer  to  this  old  joke  of  her  father's,  Beatrix 
said,  "  I  think  my  lord  would  rather  marry  mamma  than 
marry  me ;  and  is  waiting  till  you  die  to  ask  her." 

The  words  were  said  lightly  and  pertly  by  the  girl  one 
night  before  supper,  as  the  family  party  were  assembled 
near  the  great  fire.  The  two  lords,  who  were  at  cards, 
both  gave  a  start ;  my  lady  turned  as  red  as  scarlet,  and 
bade  Mistress  Beatrix  go  to  her  own  chamber ;  whereupon 
the  girl,  putting  on,  as  her  wont  was,  the  most  innocent 
air,  said,  "  I  am  sure  I  meant  no  wrong ;  I  am  sure  mamma 
talks  a  great  deal  more  to  Harry  Esmond  than  she  does  to 
papa — and  she  cried  when  Harry  went  away,  and  she  never 
does  when  papa  goes  away !  and  last  night  she  talked  to 
Lord  Mohun  for  ever  so  long,  and  sent  us  out  of  the  room, 
and  cried  when  we  came  back,  and " 

"  D — n !  "  cried  out  my  Lord  Castlewood,  out  of  all  pa- 
tience. "Go  out  of  the  room,  you  little  viper!"  and  he 
started  up  and  flung  down  his  cards. 

"Ask  Lord  Mohun  what  I  said  to  him,  Francis,"  her 
ladyship  said,  rising  up  with  a  scared  face,  but  yet  with  a 
great  and  touching  dignity  and  candour  in  her  look  and 
voice.  "Come  away  with  me,  Beatrix."  Beatrix  sprang 
up  too ;  she  was  in  tears  now. 

"Dearest    mamma,    what  have  I   done?"  she  asked. 
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"Sure  I  meant  no  harm."  And  she  clung  to  her  mother, 
and  the  pair  went  out  sobbing  together. 

"  I  -will  tell  you  what  your  wife  said  to  me,  Frank,"  my 
Lord  Mohun  cried.  "  Parson  Harry  may  hear  it ;  and,  as 
I  hope  for  heaven,  every  word  I  say  is  true.  Last  night, 
with  tears  in  her  eyes,  your  wife  implored  me  to  play  no 
more  with  you  at  dice  or  at  cards,  and  you  know  best 
whether  what  she  asked  was  not  for  your  good." 

"  Of  course  it  was,  Mohun,"  says  my  lord  in  a  dry  hard 
voice.  "  Of  course  you  are  a  model  of  a  man :  and  the 
world  knows  what  a  saint  you  are." 

My  Lord  Mohun  was  separated  from  his  wife,  and  had 
had  many  affairs  of  honour :  of  which  women  as  usual  had 
been  the  cause. 

"  I  am  no  saint,  though  your  wife  is — and  I  can  answer 
for  my  actions  as  other  people  must  for  their  words,"  said 
my  Lord  Mohun. 

"  By  G — ,  my  lord,  you  shall,"  cried  the  other,  starting  up. 

"  We  have  another  little  account  to  settle  first,  my  lord, " 
says  Lord  Mohun.  Whereupon  Harry  Esmond,  filled  with 
alarm  for  the  consequences  to  which  this  disastrous  dis- 
pute might  lead,  broke  out  into  the  most  vehement  expos- 
tulations with  his  patron  and  his  adversary.  "  Gracious 
heavens !  "  he  said,  "  my  lord,  are  you  going  to  draw  a 
sword  upon  your  friend  in  your  own  house?  Can  you 
doubt  the  honour  of  a  lady  who_  is_  as  pure  as  heaven,  and 
would  die  a  thousand  times  rather  than  do  you  a  wrong? 
Are  the  idle  words  of  a  jealous  child  to  set  friends  at  vari- 
ance? Has  not  my  mistress,  as  much  as  she  dared  do,  be- 
sought your  lordship,  as  the  truth  must  be  told,  to  break 
your  intimacy  with  my  Lord  Mohun ;  and  to  give  up  the 
habit  which  may  bring  ruin  on  your  family?  But  for  my 
Lord  Mohun's  illness,  had  he  not  left  you?  " 

'"Faith,  Frank,  a  man  with  a  gouty  toe  can't  run  after 
other  men's  wives,"  broke  out  my  Lord  Mohun,  who  in- 
deed was  in  that  way,  and  with  a  laugh  and  a  look  at  his 
swathed  limb  so  frank  and  comical,  that  the  other  dashing 
his  fist  across  his  forehead  was  caught  by  that  infectious 

good-humour,  and  said  with  his  oath,  " it,  Harry,  I 

believe  thee,"  and  so  this  quarrel  was  over,  and  the  two 
gentlemen,  at  swords  drawn  but  just  now,  dropped  their 
points,  and  shook  hands. 

Beati pacifici.     "  Go,  bring  my  lady  back,"  said  Harry's 
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patron.  Esmond  went  away  only  too  glad  to  be  the  bearer 
of  such  good  news.  He  found  her  at  the  door ;  she  had  been 
listening  there,  but  went  back  as  he  came.  She  took  both 
his  hands,  hers  were  marble  cold.  She  seemed  as  if  she 
would  fall  on  his  shoulder.  "  Thank  you,  and  God  bless 
you,  my  dear  brother  Harry,"  she  said.  She  kissed  his 
hand,  Esmond  felt  her  tears  upon  it :  and  leading  her  into 
the  room,  and  up  to  my  lord,  the  Lord  Castlewood,  with  an 
outbreak  of  feeling  and  affection  such  as  he  had  not  exhib- 
ited for  many  a  long  day,  took  his  wife  to  his  heart,  and 
bent  over  and  kissed  her  and  asked  her  pardon. 

"  'Tis  time  for  me  to  go  to  roost.  I  will  have  my  gruel 
a-bed, "  said  my  Lord  Mohun :  and  limped  off  comically 
on  Harry  Esmond's  arm.  "By  George,  that  woman  is  a 
pearl!  "  he  said;  " and  'tis  only  a  pig  that  wouldn't  value 
her.  Have  you  seen  the  vulgar  trapesing  orange-girl 
whom  Esmond " — but  here  Mr.  Esmond  interrupted  him, 
saying,  that  these  were  not  affairs  for  him  to  know. 

My  lord's  gentleman  came  in  to  wait  upon  his  master, 
who  was  no  sooner  in  his  nightcap  and  dressing-gown  than 
he  had  another  visitor  whom  his  host  insisted  on  sending 
to  him :  and  this  was  no  other  than  the  Lady  Castlewood 
herself  with  the  toast  and  gruel,  which  her  husband  bade 
her  make  and  carry  with  her  own  hands  in  to  her  guest. 

Lord  Castlewood  stood  looking  after  his  wife  as  she 
went  on  this  errand,  and  as  he  looked,  Harry  Esmond 
could  not  but  gaze  on  him,  and  remarked  in  his  patron's 
face  an  expression  of  love,  and  grief,  and  care,  which  very 
much  moved  and  touched  the  young  man.  Lord  Castle- 
wood's  hands  fell  down  at  his  sides,  and  his  head  on  his 
breast,  and  presently  he  said, — 

"  You  heard  what  Mohun  said,  parson?  " 

"That  my  lady  was  a  saint?  " 

"  That  there  are  two  accounts  to  settle.  I  have  been 
going  wrong  these  five  years,  Harry  Esmond.  Ever  since 
you  brought  that  damned  small-pox  into  the  house,  there 
has  been  a  fate  pursuing  me,  and  I  had  best  have  died  of 
it,  and  not  run  away  from  it  like  a  coward.  I  left  Beatrix 
with  her  relations,  and  went  to  London ;  and  I  fell  among 
thieves,  Harry,  and  I  got  back  to  confounded  cards  and 
dice,  which  I  hadn't  touched  since  my  marriage — no,  not 
since  I  was  in  the  Duke's  guard,  with  those  wild  Mohocks. 
And  I  have  been  playing  worse  and  worse,  and  going  deeper 
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and  deeper  into  it ;  and  I  owe  Mohun  two  thousand  pounds 
now;  and  when  it's  paid  I  am  little  better  than  a  beggar. 
I  don't  like  to  look  my  boy  in  the  face ;  he  hates  me,  I 
know  he  does.  And  I  have  spent  Beaty's  little  portion : 
and  the  Lord  knows  what  will  come  if  I  live ;  the  best 
thing  I  can  do  is  to  die,  and  release  what  portion  of  the 
estate  is  redeemable  for  the  boy." 

Mohun  was  as  much  master  at  Castlewood  as  the  owner 
of  the  Hall  itself;  and  his  equipages  filled  the  stables, 
where,  indeed,  there  was  room  in  plenty  for  many  more 
horses  than  Harry  Esmond's  impoverished  patron  could 
afford  to  keep.  He  had  arrived  on  horseback  with  his 
people ;  but  when  his  gout  broke  out  my  Lord  Mohun  sent 
to  London  for  a  light  chaise  he  had,  drawn  by  a  pair  of 
small  horses,  and  running  as  swift,  wherever  roads  were 
good,  as  a  Laplander's  sledge.  When  this  carriage  came, 
his  lordship  was  eager  to  drive  the  Lady  Castlewood  abroad 
in  it,  and  did  so  many  times,  and  at  a  rapid  pace,  greatly 
to  his  companion's  enjoyment,  who  loved  the  swift  motion 
and  the  healthy  breezes  over  the  downs  which  lie  hard 
upon  Castlewood,  and  stretch  thence  towards  the  sea.  As 
this  amusement  was  very  pleasant  to  her,  and  her  lord,  far 
from  showing  any  mistrust  of  her  intimacy  with  Lord 
Mohun,  encouraged  her  to  be  his  companion — as  if  willing 
by  his  present  extreme  confidence  to  make  up  for  any  past 
mistrust  which  his  jealousy  had  shown — the  Lady  Castle- 
wood enjoyed  herself  freely  in  this  harmless  diversion, 
which,  it  must  be  owned,  her  guest  was  very  eager  to  give 
her ;  and  it  seemed  that  she  grew  the  more  free  with  Lord 
Mohun,  and  pleased  with  his  company,  because  of  some  sacri- 
fice which  his  gallantry  was  pleased  to  make  in  her  favour. 

Seeing  the  two  gentlemen  constantly  at  cards  still  of 
evenings,  Harry  Esmond  one  day  deplored  to  his  mistress 
that  this  fatal  infatuation  of  her  lord  should  continue ;  and 
now  they  seemed  reconciled  together,  begged  his  lady  to 
hint  to  her  husband  that  he  should  play  no  more. 

But  Lady  Castlewood,  smiling  archly  and  gaily,  said  she 
would  speak  to  him  presently,  and  that,  for  a  few  nights 
more  at  least,  he  might  be  let  to  have  his  amusement. 

"Indeed,  madam,"  said  Harry,  "you  know  not  what  it 
costs  you ;  and  'tis  easy  for  any  observer  who  knows  the 
game,  to  see  that  Lord  Mohun  is  by  far  the  stronger  of  the 
two." 
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"  I  know  he  is,"  says  my  lady,  still  with  exceeding  good- 
humour  ;  "  he  is  not  only  the  best  player,  but  the  kindest 
player  in  the  world." 

"  Madam,  madam !  "  Esmond  cried,  transported  and  pro- 
voked. "  Debts  of  honour  must  be  paid  some  time  or  other ; 
and  my  master  will  be  ruined  if  he  goes  on." 

"  Harry,  shall  I  tell  you  a  secret? "  my  lady  replied, 
with  kindness  and  pleasure  still  in  her  eyes.  "Francis 
will  not  be  ruined  if  he  goes  on ;  he  will  be  rescued  if  he 
goes  on.  I  repent  of  having  spoken  and  thought  unkindly 
of  the  Lord  Mohun  when  he  was  here  in  the  past  year. 
He  is  full  of  much  kindness  and  good ;  and  'tis  my  belief 
that  we  shall  briag  him  to  better  things.  I  have  lent  him 
'  Tillotson '  and  your  favou,rite  '  Bishop  Taylor,'  and  he  is 
much  touched,  he  says ;  and  as  a  proof  of  his  repentance 
— (and  herein  lies  my  secret) — what  do  you  think  he  is 
doing  with  Francis?  He  is  letting  poor  Frank  win  his 
money  back  again.  He  hath  won  already  at  the  last  four 
nights ;  and  my  Lord  Mohun  says  that  he  will  not  be  the 
means  of  injuring  poor  Frank  and  my  dear  children." 

"And  in  God's  name,  what  do  you  return  him  for  the 
sacrifice?"  asked  Esmond,  aghast;  who  knew  enough  of 
men,  and  of  this  one  in  particular,  to  be  aware  that  such  a 
finished  rake  gave  nothing  for  nothing.  "  How,  in  heav- 
en's name,  are  you  to  pay  him?  " 

"Pay  him!  With  a  mother's  blessing  and  a  wife's 
prayers ! "  cries  my  lady,  clasping  her  hands  together. 
Harry  Esmond  did  not  know  whether  to  laugh,  to  be 
angry,  or  to  love  his  dear  mistress  more  than  ever  for  the 
obstinate  innocency  with  which  she  chose  to  regard  the 
conduct  of  a  man  of  the  world,  whose  designs  he  knew 
better  how  to  interpret.  He  told  the  lady,  guardedly,  but 
so  as  to  make  his  meaning  quite  clear  to  her,  what  he 
knew  in  respect  of  the  former  life  and  conduct  of  this  no- 
bleman; of  other  women  against  whom  he  had  plotted, 
and  whom  he  had  overcome ;  of  the  conversation  which  he, 
Harry  himself,  had  had  with  Lord  Mohun,  wherein  the  lord 
made  a  boast  of  his  libertinism,  and  frequently  avowed 
that  he  held  all  women  to  be  fair  game  (as  his  lordship 
styled  this  pretty  sport),  and  that  they  were  all,  without 
exception,  to  be  won.  And  the  return  Harry  had  for  his 
entreaties  and  remonstrances  was  a  fit  of  anger  on  Lady 
Castlewood's  part,  who  would  not  listen  to  his  accusations; 
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she  said  and  retorted  that  he  himself  must  be  very  wicked 
aud  perverted  to  suppose  evil  designs  where  she  was  sure 
none  were  meant.  "And  this  is  the  good  meddlers  get  of 
interfering,"  Harry  thought  to  himself  with  much  bitter- 
ness; and  his  perplexity  and  annoyance  were  only  the 
greater,  because  he  could  not  speak  to  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood  himself  upon  a  subject  of  this  nature,  or  venture  to 
advise  or  warn  him  re'garding  a  matter  so  very  sacred  as 
his  own  honour,  of  which  my  lord  was  naturally  the  best 
guardian. 

But  though  Lady  Castlewood  would  listen  to  no  advice 
from  her  young  dependant,  and  appeared  indignantly  to 
refuse  it  when  offered,  Harry  had  the  satisfaction  to  find 
that  she  adopted  the  counsel  which  she  professed  to  reject; 
for  the  next  day  she  pleaded  a  headache,  when  my  Lord 
Mohun  would  have  had  her  drive  out,  and  the  next  day  the 
headache  continued;  and  next  day,  in  a  laughing  gay  way, 
she  proposed  that  the  children  should  take  her  place  in  his 
lordship's  car,  for  they  would  be  charmed  with  a  ride  of 
all  things ;  and  she  must  not  have  all  the  pleasure  for  her- 
self. My  lord  gave  them  a  drive  with  a  very  good  grace, 
though,  I  dare  say,  with  rage  and  disappointment  inwardly 
— not  that  his  heart  was  very  seriously  engaged  in  his  de- 
signs upon  this  simple  lady :  but  the  life  of  such  men  is 
often  one  of  intrigue,  and  they  can  no  more  go  through  the 
day  without  a  woman  to  pursue,  than  a  fox-hunter  without 
his  sport  after  breakfast. 

Under  an  affected  carelessness  of  demeanour,  and  though 
there  was  no  outward  demonstration  of  doubt  upon  his 
patron's  part  since  the  quarrel  between  the  two  lords, 
Harry  yet  saw  that  Lord  Castlewood  was  watching  his 
guest  very  narrowly;  and  caught  sight  of  distrust  and 
smothered  rage  (as  Harry  thought)  which  foreboded  no 
good.  On  the  point  of  honour  Esmond  knew  how  touchy 
his  patron  was ;  and  watched  him  almost  as  a  physician 
watches  a  patient,  and  it  seemed  to  him  that  this  one  was 
slow  to  take  the  disease,  though  he  could  not  throw  off  the 
poison  when  once  it  had  mingled  with  his  blood.  We  read 
in  Shakspeare  (whom  the  writer  for  his  part  considers  to 
be  far  beyond  Mr.  Congreve,  Mr.  Dryden,  or  any  of  the 
wits  of  the  present  period,)  that  when  jealousy  is  once  de- 
clared, nor  poppy,  nor  mandragora,  nor  all  the  drowsy 
syrups  of  the  East,  will  ever  soothe  it  or  medicine  it  away. 
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In  fine,  the  symptoms  seemed  to  be  so  alarming  to  this 
young  physician  (who,  indeed,  young  as  he  was,  had  felt 
the  kind  pulses  of  all  those  dear  kinsmen),  that  Harry 
thought  it  would  be  his  duty  to  warn  my  Lord  Mohun,  and 
let  him  know  that  his  designs  were  suspected  and  watched. 
So  one  day,  when  in  rather  a  pettish  humour  his  lordship 
had  sent  to  Lady  Castlewood,  who  had  promised  to  drive 
with  him,  and  now  refused  to  come,  Harry  said — "My 
lord,  if  you  will  kindly  give  me  a  place  by  your  side  I  will 
thank  you ;  I  have  much  to  say  to  you,  and  would  like  to 
speak  to  you  alone." 

"You  honour  me  by  giving  me  your  confidence,  Mr. 
Henry  Esmond,"  says  the  other,  with  a  very  grand  bow. 
My  lord  was  always  a  fine  gentleman,  and  young  as  he  was 
there  was  that  in  Esmond's  manner  which  showed  that  he 
was  a  gentleman  too,  and  that  none  might  take  a  liberty 
with  him — so  the  pair  went  out,  and  mounted  the  little 
carriage,  which  was  in  waiting  for  them  in  the  court,  with 
its  two  little  cream-coloured  Hanoverian  horses  covered 
with  splendid  furniture  and  champing  at  the  bit. 

"My  lord,"  says  Harry  Esmond,  after  they  were  got 
into  the  country,  and  pointing  to  my  Lord  Mohun' s  foot, 
which  was  swathed  in  flannel,  and  put  up  rather  ostenta- 
tiously on  a  cushion — "  my  lord,  I  studied  medicine  at  Cam- 
bridge." 

"Indeed,  Parson  Harry,"  says  he;  "and  are  you  going 
to  take  out  a  diploma;  and  cure  your  fellow-students  of 
the " 

"Of  the  gout,"  says  Harry,  interrupting  him,  and  look- 
ing him  hard  in  the  face ;  "  I  know  a  good  deal  about  the 
gout. " 

"I  hope  you  may  never  have  it.  'Tis  an  infernal  dis- 
ease," says  my  lord,  "  and  its  twinges  are  diabolical.  Ah !  " 
and  he  made  a  dreadful  wry  face,  as  if  he  just  felt  a 
twinge. 

"  Your  lordship  would  be  much  better  if  you  took  off  all 
that  flannel — it  only  serves  to  inflame  the  toe,"  Harry  con- 
tinued, looking  his  man  full  in  the  face. 

"Oh!  it  only  serves  to  inflame  the  toe,  does  it?"  says 
the  other,  with  an  innocent  air. 

"  If  you  took  off  that  flannel,  and  flung  that  absurd  slip- 
per away,  and  wore  a  boot,"  continues  Harry. 

"  You  recommend  me  boots,  Mr.  Esmond?  "  asks  my  lord. 
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"  Yes,  boots  and  spurs.  I  saw  your  lordship  three  days 
ago  run  down  the  gallery  fast  enough,"  Harry  goes  on. 
"  I  am  sure  that  taking  gruel  at  night  is  not  so  pleasant  as 
claret  to  your  lordship ;  and  besides  it  keeps  your  lord- 
ship's head  cool  for  play,  whilst  my  patron's  is  hot  and 
flustered  with  drink." 

"  'Sdeath,  sir,  you  dare  not  say  that  I  don't  play  fair?  " 
cries  my  lord,  whipping  his  horses,  which  went  away  at  a 
gallop. 

"  You  are  cool  when  my  lord  is  drunk,"  Harry  continued ; 
"your  lordship  gets  the  better  of  my  patron.  I  have 
watched  you  as  I  looked  up  from  my  books." 

"  You  young  Argus ! "  says  Lord  Mohun,  who  liked 
Harry  Esmond- — ^and  for  whose  company  and  wit,  and  a 
certain  daring  manner,  Harry  had  a  great  liking  too — 
"  You  young  Argus !  you  may  look  with  all  your  hundred 
eyes  and  see  we  play  fair.  I've  played  away  an  estate  of 
a  night,  and  I've  played  my  shirt  off  my  back;  and  I've 
played  away  my  periwig  and  gone  home  in  a  night-cap. 
But  no  man  can  say  I  ever  took  an  advantage  of  him  be- 
yond the  advantage  of  the  game.  I  played  a  dice-cogging 
scoundrel  in  Alsatia  for  his  ears  and  won  'em,  and  have 
one  of  'em  in  my  lodging  in  Bow  Street  in  a  bottle  of 
spirits.  Harry  Mohun  will  play  any  man  for  any  thing — 
always  would." 

"You  are  playing  awful  stakes,  my  lord,  in  my  patron's 
house,"  Harry  said, "  and  more  games  than  are  on  the  cards." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir? "  cries  my  lord,  turning 
round,  with  a  flush  on  his  face. 

"I  mean,"  answers  Harry,  in  a  sarcastick  tone,  "that 
your  gout  is  well — if  ever  you  had  it." 

"  Sir!  "  cries  my  lord,  getting  hot. 

"  And  to  tell  the  truth  I  believe  your  lordship  has  no 
more  gout  than  I  have.  At  any  rate,  change  of  air  will 
do  you  good,  my  Lord  Mohun.  And  I  mean  fairly  that 
you  had  better  go  from  Castlewood." 

"And  were  you  appointed  to  give  me  this  message?" 
cries  the  Lord  Moh\in.  "  Did  Frank  Esmond  commission 
you?  " 

"No  one  did.  'Twas  the  honour  of  my  family  that 
commissioned  me." 

"And  you  are  prepared  to  answer  this?  "  cries  the  other, 
furiously  lashing  his  horses. 
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"  Quite,  my  lord :  your  lordship  will  upset  the  carriage 
if  you  whip  so  hotly." 

"  By  George,  you  have  a  braye  spirit !  "  my  lord  cried 
out,  bursting  into  a  laugh.  "  I  suppose  'tis  that  infernal 
hotte  de  Jesuite  that  makes  you  so  bold,"  he  added. 

"  'Tis  the  peace  of  the  family  I  love  best  in  the  world," 
Harry  Esmond  said  warmly — "'tis  the  honour  of  a  noble 
benefactor — the  happiness  of  my  dear  mistress  and  her 
children.  I  owe  them  everything  in  life,  my  lord;  and 
would  lay  it  down  for  any  one  of  them.  What  brings  you 
here  to  disturb  this  quiet  household?  What  keeps  you 
lingering  month  after  month  in  the  country?  What  makes 
you  feign  illness  and  invent  pretexts  for  delay?  Is  it  to 
win  my  poor  patron's  money?  Be  generous,  my  lord,  and 
spare  his  weakness  for  the  sake  of  his  wife  and  children. 
Is  it  to  practise  upon  the  simple  heart  of  a  virtuous  lady? 
You  might  as  well  storm  the  Tower  single-handed.  But 
you  may  blemish  her  name  by  light  comments  on  it,  or  by 
lawless  pursuits — and  I  don't  deny  that  'tis  in  your  power 
to  make  her  unhappy.  Spare  fEese  innocent  people,  and 
leave  them." 

"  By  the  Lord,  I  believe  thou  hast  an  eye  to  the  pretty 
Puritan  thyself.  Master  Harry,"  says  my  lord,  with  his 
reckless  good-humoured  laugh,  and  as  if  he  had  been  listen- 
ing with  interest  to  the  passionate  appeal  of  the  young 
man.  "  Whisper,  Harry.  Art  thou  in  love  with  her  thy- 
self? Hath  tipsy  Frank  Esmond  come  by  the  way  of  all 
flesh?  " 

"  My  lord,  my  lord,"  cried  Harry,  his  face  flushing  and 
his  eyes  filling  as  he  spoke,  "  I  never  had  a  mother,  but  I 
love  this  lady  as  one.  I  worship  her  as  a  devotee  worships 
a  saint.  To  hear  her  name  spoken  lightly  seems  blas- 
phemy to  me.  Would  you  dare  think  of  your  own  mother 
so,  or  suffer  any  one  so  to  speak  of  her?  It  is  a  horror  to 
me  to  fancy  that  any  man  should  think  of  her  impurely. 
I  implore  you,  I  beseech  you,  to  leave  her.  Danger  will 
come  out  of  it." 

"  Danger,  psha ! "  says  my  lord,  giving  a  cut  to  the 
horses,  which  at  this'  minute — for  we  were  got  on  to  the 
Downs — fairly  ran  off  into  a  gallop  that  no  pulling  could 
stop.  The  rein  broke  in  Lord  Mohun's  hands,  and  the 
furious  beasts  scampered  madly  forwards,  the  carriage 
swaying  to  and  fro,  and  the  persons  within  it  holding  on 
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to  the  sides  as  best  they  might,  until  seeing  a  great  ravine 
before  them,  where  an  upset  was  inevitable,  the  two  gen- 
tlemen leapt  for  their  lives,  each  out  of  his  side  of  the 
chaise.  Harry  Esmond  was  quit  for  a  fall  on  the  grass, 
which  was  so  severe  that  it  stunned  him  for  a  minute;  but 
he  got  up  presently  very  sick,  and  bleeding  at  the  nose, 
but  with  no  other  hurt.  The  Lord  Mohun  was  not  so 
fortunate ;  he  fell  on  his  head  against  a  stone,  and  lay  on 
the  ground,  dead  to  all  appearance. 

This  misadventure  happened  as  the  gentlemen  were  on 
their  return  homewards;  and  my  Lord  Castlewood,  with 
his  son  and  daughter,  who  were  going  out  for  a  ride,  met 
the  ponies  as  they  were  galloping  with  the  car  behind,  the 
broken  traces  entangling  their  heels,  and  my  lord's  people 
turned  and  stopped  them.  It  was  young  Frank, who  spied 
out  Lord  Mohun's  scarlet  coat  as  he  lay  on  the  ground, 
and  the  party  made  up  to  that  unfortunate  gentleman  and 
Esmond,  who  was  now  standing  over  him.  His  large 
periwig  and  feathered  hat  had  fallen  off,  and  he  was  bleed- 
ing profusely  from  a  wound  on  the  forehead,  and  looking, 
and  being,  indeed,  a  corpse. 

"Great  God!  he's  dead!  "says  my  lord.  "Eide,  some 
one:  fetch  a  doctor — stay.  I'll  go  home  and  bring  back 
Tusher;  he  knows  surgery,"  and  my  lord,  with  his  son 
after  him,  galloped  away. 

They  were  scarce  gone  when  Harry  Esmond,  who  was 
indeed  but  just  come  to  himself,  bethought  him  of  a  simi- 
lar accident  which  he  had  seen  on  a  ride  from  Newmarket 
to  Cambridge,  and  taking  oif  a  sleeve  of  my  lord's  coat, 
Harry,  with  a  penknife,  opened  a  vein  in  his  arm,  and  was 
greatly  relieved,  after  a  moment,  to  see  the  blood  flow. 
He  was  near  half  an  hour  before  he  came  to  himself,  by 
which  time  Doctor  Tusher  and  little  Frank  arrived,  and 
found  my  lord  not  a  corpse  indeed,  but  as  pale  as  one. 

After  a  time,  and  wlien  he  was  able  to  bear  motion,  they 
put  my  lord  upon  a  groom's  horse,  and  gave  the  other  to 
Esmond,  the  men  walking  on  each  side  of  my  lord,  to  sup- 
port him,  if  need  were,  and  worthy  Doctor  Tusher  with 
them.  Little  Frank  and  Harry  rode  together  at  a  foot 
pace. 

When  we  rode  together  home,  the  boy  said:  "We  met 
mamma,  who  was  walking  on  the  terrace  with  the  Doctor, 
and  papa  frightened  her,  and  told  her  you  were  dead  ..." 
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"  That  I  was  dead?  "  asks  Harry. 

"Yes.  Papa  says:  'Here's  poor  Harry  killed,  my  dear;' 
on  which  raamina  gives  a  great  scream ;  and  oh,  Harry ! 
she  drops  down ;  and  I  thought  she  was  dead,  too.  And 
you  never  saw  such  a  way  as  papa  was  in :  he  swore  one  of 
his  great  oaths :  and  he  turned  quite  pale ;  and  then  he 
began  to  laugh  somehow,  and  he  told  the  Doctor  to  take 
his  horse,  and  me  to  follow  him;  and  we  left  him.  And 
I  looked  back,  and  saw  him  dashing  water  out  of  the  foun- 
tain on  to  mamma.     Oh,  she  was  so  frightened !  " 

Musing  upon  this  curious  history — for  my  Lord  Mohun's 
name  was  Henry  too,  and  they  called  each  other  Frank 
and  Harry  often — and  not  a  little  disturbed  and  anxious, 
Esmond  rode  home.  His  dear  lady  was  on  the  terrace 
still,  one  of  her  women  with  her,  and  my  lord  no  longer 
there.  There  are  steps  and  a  little  door  thence  down  into 
the  road.  My  lord  passed,  looking  very  ghastly,  with  a 
handkerchief  over  his  head,  and  without  his  hat  and  peri' 
wig,  which  a  groom  carried,  but  his  politeness  did  not 
desert  him,  and  he  made  a  bow  to  the  lady  above. 

"  Thank  heaven  you  are  safe !  "  she  said. 

"And  so  is  Harry,  too,  mamma,"  says  little  Frank, — ■ 
"  huzzay !  " 

Harry  Esmond  got  off  the  horse  to  run  to  his  mistress, 
as  did  little  Frank,  and  one  of  the  grooms  took  charge  of 
the  two  beasts,  while  the  other,  hat  and  periwig  in  hand, 
walked  by  my  lord's  bridle  to  the  front  gate,  which  lay 
half-a-mile  away. 

"  Oh,  my  boy !  what  a  fright  you  have  given  me !  "  Lady 
Castlewood  said,  when  Harry  Esmond  came  up,  greeting 
him  with  one  of  her  shining  looks,  and  a  voice  of  tender 
welcome ;  and  she  was  so  kind  as  to  kiss  the  young  man 
('twas  the  second  time  she  had  so  honoured  him),  and  she 
walked  into  the  house  between  him  and  her  son,  holding  a 
hand  of  each. 


142  HENRY  ESMOND. 

CHAPTER    XIV. 

"WE  RIDE  AFTER  HIM  TO  LONDON. 

After  a  repose  of  a  couple  of  days,  the  Lord  Mohun 
was  so  far  recovered  of  his  hurt  as  to  be  able  to  announce  his 
departure  for  the  next  morning ;  when,  accordingly,  he  took 
leave  of  Castlewood,  proposing  to  ride  to  London  by  easy 
stages,  and  lie  two  nights  upon  the  road.  His  host  treated 
him  with  a  studied  and  ceremonious  courtesy,  certainly 
different  from  my  lord's  usual  frank  and  careless  demean- 
our; but  there  was  no  reason  to  suppose  that  the  two 
lords  parted  otherwise  than  good  friends,  though  Harry 
Esmond  remarked  that  my  Lord  Viscount  only  saw  his 
guest  in  company  with  other  persons,  and  seemed  to  avoid 
being  alone  with  him.  Nor  did  he  ride  any  distance  with 
Lord  Mohun,  as  his  custom  was  with  most  of  his  friends, 
whom  he  was  always  eager  to  welcome  and  unwilling  to 
lose;  but  contented  himself,  when  his  lordship's  horses 
were  announced,  and  their  owner  appeared,  booted  for  his 
journey,  to  take  a  courteous  leave  of  the  ladies  of  Castle- 
wood, by  following  the  Lord  Mohun  downstairs  to  his 
horses,  and  by  bowing  and  wishing  him  a  good-day,  in  the 
courtyard.  "  I  shall  see  you  in  London  before  very  long, 
Mohun,"  my  lord  said,  with  a  smile ;  "  when  we  will  settle 
our  accounts  together." 

"Do  not  let  them  trouble  you,  Frank,"  said  the  other 
good-naturedly,  and  holding  out  his  hand,  looked  rather 
surprised  at  the  grim  and  stately  manner  in  which  his  host 
received  his  parting  salutation,  and  so,  followed  by  his 
people,  he  rode  away. 

Harry  Esmond  was  witness  of  the  departure.  It  was 
very  different  to  my  lord's  coming,  for  which  great  prepa- 
ration had  been  made  (the  old  house  putting  on  its  best 
'appearance  to  welcome  its  guest),  and  there  was  a  sadness 
and  constraint  about  all  persons  that  day,  which  filled  Mr. 
Esmond  with  gloomy  forebodings,  and  sad  indefinite  ap- 
prehensions. Lord  Castlewood  stood  at  the  door  watching 
his  guest  and  his  people  as  they  went  out  under  the  arch 
of  the  outer  gate.     When  he  was  there.  Lord  Mohun  turned 
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once  more,  my  Lord  Viscount  slowly  raised  his  beaver  and 
bowed.  His  face  wore  a  peculiar  livid  look,  Harry  thought. 
He  cursed  and  kicked  away  his  dogs,  which  came  jumping 
about  him— then  he  walked  up  to  the  fountain  in  the  centre 
of  the  court,  and  leaned  against  a  pillar  and  looked  into 
the  basin.  As  Esmond  crossed  over  to  his  own  room,  late 
the  chaplain's,  on  the  other  side  of  the  court,  and  turned 
to  enter  in  at  the  low  door,  he  saw  Lady  Castlewood  look- 
ing through  the  curtains  of  the  great  window  of  the  drawing- 
room  overhead,  at  my  lord  as  he  stood  regarding  the  foun- 
tain. There  was  iu  the  court  a  peculiar  silence  somehow ; 
and  the  scene  remained  long  in  Esmond's  memory: — the 
sky  bright  overhead ;  the  buttresses  of  the  building  and 
the  sun-dial  casting  shadow  over  the  gilt  memento  mori 
inscribed  underneath;  the  two  dogs,  a  black  greyhound 
and  a  spaniel  nearly  white,  the  one  with  his  face  up  to  the 
sun,  and  the  other  snufftng  amongst  the  grass  and  stones, 
and  my  lord  leaning  over  the  fountain,  which  was  bubbling 
audibly.  'Tis  strange  how  that  scene,  and  the  sound  of 
that  fountain,  rema'in  fixed  on  the  memory  of  a  man  who 
has  beheld  a  hundred  sights  of  splendour,  and  danger  too, 
of  which  he  has  kept  no  account. 

It  was  Lady  Castlewood — she  had  been  laughing  all  the 
morning,  and  especially  gay  and  lively  before  her  husband 
and  his  guest — who  as  soon  as  the  two  gentlemen  went  to- 
gether from  her  room,  ran  to  Harry,  the  expression  of  her 
countenance  quite  changed  now,  and  with  a  face  and  eyes 
full  of  care,  and  said,  "Follow  them,  Harry,  I  am  sure 
something  has  gone  wrong."  And  so  it  was  that  Esmond 
was  made  an  eavesdropper  at  this  lady's  orders :  and  retired 
to  his  own  chamber,  to  give  himself  time  in  truth  to  try 
and  compose  a  story  which  would  soothe  his  mistress,  for 
he  could  not  but  have  his  own  apprehension  that  some 
serious  quarrel  was  pending  between  the  two  gentlemen. 

And  now  for  several  days  the  little  company  at  Castle- 
wood sate  at  table  as  of  evenings :  this  care,  though  un- 
named and  invisible,  being  nevertheless  present  alway,  in 
the  minds  of  at  least  three  persons  there.  My  lord  was 
exceeding  gentle  and  kind.  Whenever  he  quitted  the 
room,  his  wife's  eyes  followed  him.  He  behaved  to  her 
with  a  kind  of  mournful  courtesy  and  kindness  remarkable 
in  one  of  his  blunt  ways  and  ordinary  rough  manner.  He 
called  her  by  her  Christian  name  often  and  fondly,  was 
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very  soft  and  gentle  with  the  children,  especially  with  the 
boy,  whom  he  did  not  love,  and  being  lax  about  church 
generally,  he  went  thither  and  performed  all  the  offices 
(down  even  to  listening  to  Doctor  Tusher's  sermon)  with 
great  devotion. 

" He  paces  his  room  all  night;  what  is  it?  Henry,  find 
out  what  it  is,"  Lady  Castlewood  said  constantly  to  her 
young  dependant.  "  He  has  sent  three  letters  to  London," 
she  said,  another  day. 

"Indeed,  madam,  they  were  to  a  lawyer,"  Harry  an- 
swered, who  knew  of  these  letters,  and  had  seen  a  part  of 
the  correspondence,  which  related  to  a  new  loan  my  lord 
was  raising ;  and  when  the  young  man  remonstrated  with 
his  patron,  my  lord  said,  "  He  was  only  raising  money  to 
pay  off  an  old  debt  on  the  property,  which  must  be  dis- 
charged." 

Regarding  the  money,  Lady  Castlewood  was  not  in  the 
least  anxious.  Pew  fond  women  feel  money-distressed; 
indeed  you  can  hardly  give  a  woman  a  greater  pleasure 
than  to  bid  her  pawn  her  diamonds  for  the  man  she  loves ; 
and  I  remember  hearing  Mr.  Congreve  say  of  my  Lord 
Marlborough,  that  the  reason  why  my  lord  was  so  suc- 
cessful with  women  as  a  young  man,  was  because  he  took 
money  of  them.  "  There  are  few  men  who  will  make  such 
a  sacrifice  for  them,"  says  Mr.  Congreve,  who  knew  a  part 
of  the  sex  pretty  well. 

Harry  Esmond's  vacation  was  just  over,  and,  as  hath 
been  said,  he  was  preparing  to  return  to  the  University  for 
his  last  term  before  taking  his  degree  and  entering  into  the 
Church.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  for  this  office,  not  in- 
deed with  that  reverence  which  becomes  a  man  about  to 
enter  upon  a  duty  so  holy,  but  with  a  worldly  spirit  of 
acquiescence  in  the  prudence  of  adopting  that  profession 
for  his  calling.  But  his  reasoning  was  that  he  owed  all  to 
the  family  of  Castlewood,  and  loved  better  to  be  near  them 
than  anywhere  else  in  the  world ;  that  he  might  be  useful 
to  his  benefactors,  who  had  the  utmost  confidence  in  him 
and  affection  for  him  in  return ;  that  he  might  aid  in  bring- 
ing up  the  young  heir  of  the  house  and  acting  as  his  gov- 
ernor; that  he  might  continue  to  be  his  dear  patron's  and 
mistress's  friend  and  adviser,  who  both  were  pleased  to 
say  that  they  should  ever  look  upon  him  as  such ;  and  so, 
by  making  himself  useful  to  those  he  loved  best,  he  pro- 
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posed  to  console  himself  for  giving  up  of  any  schemes  of 
ambition  which  he  might  have  had  in  his  own  bosom.  In- 
deed, his  mistress  had  told  him  that  she  would  not  have 
him  leave  her ;  and  whatever  she  commanded  was  will  to 
him. 

The  Lady  Castlewood's  mind  was  greatly  relieved  in 
the  last  few  days  of  this  well-remembered  holyday  time, 
by  my  lord's  announcing  one  morning,  after  the  post  had 
brought  him  letters  from  London,  in  a  careless  tone,  that 
the  Lord  Mohun  was  gone  to  Paris,  and  was  about  to  make 
a  great  journey  in  Europe;  and  though  Lord  Castlewood's 
own  gloom  did  not  wear  off,  or  his  behaviour  alter,  yet 
this  cause  of  anxiety  being  removed  from  his  lady's  mind, 
she  began  to  be  more  hopeful  and  easy  in  her  spirits,  striv- 
ing too,  with  all  her  heart,  and  by  all  the  means  of  sooth- 
ing in  her  power,  to  call  back  my  lord's  cheerfulness  and 
dissipate  his  moody  humour. 

He  accounted  for  it  himself,  by  saying  that  he  was  out 
of  health ;  that  he  wanted  to  see  his  physician ;  that  he 
would  go  to  London,  and  consult  Doctor  Cheyne.  It  was 
agreed  that  his  lordship  and  Harry  Esmond  should  make 
the  journey  as  far  as  London  together ;  and  of  a  Monday 
morning,  the  10th  of  October,  in  the  year  1700,  they  set 
forwards  towards  London  on  horseback.  The  day  before 
being  Sunday,  and  the  rain  pouring  down,  the  family  did 
not  visit  church ;  and  at  night  my  lord  read  the  service  to 
his  family  very  finely,  and  with  a  peculiar  sweetness  and 
gravity — speaking  the  parting  benediction,  Harry  thought, 
as  solemn  as  ever  he  heard  it.  And  he  kissed  and  em- 
braced his  wife  and  children  before  they  went  to  their  own 
chambers  with  more  fondness  than  he  was  ordinarily  wont 
to  show,  and  with  a  solemnity  and  feeling  of  which  they 
thought  in  after  days  with  no  small  comfort. 

They  took  horse  the  next  morning  (after  adieux  from 
the  family  as  tender  as  on  the  night  previous) ,  lay  that 
night  on  the  road,  and  entered  London  at  nightfall ;  my 
lord  going  to  the  "Trumpet,"  in  the  Cockpit,  Whitehall, 
a  house  used  by  the  military  in  his  time  as  a  young  man, 
and  accustomed  by  his  lordship  ever  since. 

An  hour  after  my  lord's  arrival  (which  showed  that  his 
visit  had  been  arranged  beforehand),  my  lord's  man  of  busi- 
ness arrived  from  Gray's  Inn;  and  thinking  that  his 
patron  might  wish  to  be  private  with  the  lawyer,  Esmond 
10 
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was  for  leaving  them :  but  my  lord  said  his  business  was 
short ;  introduced  Mr.  Esmond  particularly  to  the  lawyer, 
wno  had  been  engaged  for  the  family  in  the  old  lord's 
time;  who  said  that  he  had  paid  the  money,  as  desired 
that  day,  to  my  Lord.  Mohun  himself,  at  his  lodgings  in 
Bow  Street ;  that  his  lordship  had  expressed  some  surprise, 
as  it  was  not  customary  to  employ  lawyers,  he  said,  in 
such  transactions  between  men  of  honour ;  but  neverthe- 
less, he  had  returned  my  Lord  Viscount's  note  of  hand, 
which-'he  held  at  his  client's  disposition. 

"  I  thought  the  Lord  Mohun  had  been  in  Paris?  "  cried 
Mr.  Esmond,  in  great  alarm  and  astonishment. 

"He  is  come  back  at  my  invitation,"  said  my  Lord  Vis- 
count.    "We  have  accounts  to  settle  together." 

"I  pray  heaven  they  are  over,  sir,"  says  Esmond. 

"Oh,  quite,"  replied  the  other,  looking  hard  at  the 
young  man.  "He  was  rather  troublesome  about  that 
money  which  I  told  you  I  had  lost  to  him  at  play.  And 
now  'tis  paid,  and  we  are  quits  on  that  score,  and  we  shall 
meet  good  friends  again." 

"  My  lord,"  cried  out  Esmond,  "  I  am  sure  you  are  de- 
ceiving me,  and  that  there  is  a  quarrel  between  the  Lord 
Mohun  and  you." 

"  Quarrel — pish !  We  shall  sup  together  this  very  night, 
and  drink  a  bottle.  Every  man  is  ill-humoured  who  loses 
such  a  sum  as  I  have  lost.  But  now  'tis  paid,  and  my 
anger  is  gone  with  it."  * 

"  Where  shall  we  sup,  sir?  "  says  Harry. 

'"  Wef  Let  some  gentlemen  wait  till  they  are  asked," 
says  my  Lord  Viscount,  with  a  laugh.  "  You  go  to  Duke 
Street,  and  see  Mr.  Betterton.  You  love  the  play,  I  know. 
Lep,ve  me  to  follow  my  own  devices :  and  in  the  morning 
we'll  breakfast  together,  with  what  appetite  we  may,  as 
the  play  says." 

"By  G — !  my  lord,  I  will  not  leave  you  this  night," 
says  Harry  Esmond.  "  I  think  I  know  the  cause  of  your 
dispute.  I  swear  to  you  'tis  nothing.  On  the  very  day 
the  accident  befell  Lord  Mohun,  I  was  speaking  to  him 
about  it.  I  know  that  nothing  has  passed  but  idle  gallan- 
try on  his  part." 

"  You  know  that  nothing  has  passed  but  idle  gallantry 
between  Lord  Mohun  and  my  wife,"  says  my  lord,  in  a 
thundering  voice — "you  knew  of  this  and  did  not  tell  me?  " 
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"  I  knew  more  of  it  than  my  dear  mistress  did  herself, 
sir — a  thousand  times  more.  How  was  she,  who  was  as 
innocent  as  a  child,  to  know  what  was  the  meaning  of  the 
covert  addresses  of  a  villain?  " 

"  A  villain  he  is,  you  allow,  and  would  have  taken  my 
wife  away  from  me." 

"  Sir,  she  is  as  pure  as  an  angel,"  cried  young  Esmond, 
s  "  Have  I  said  a  word  against  her?  "  shrieks  out  my  lord. 
"Did  I  ever  doubt  that  she  was  pure?  It  would  have  been 
the  last  day  of  her  life  when  I  did.  Do  you  fancyTthink 
that  she  would  go  astray?  No,  she  hasn't  passion  enough 
for  that.  She  neither  sins  nor  forgives.  I- know  her 
temper — and  now  I've  lost  her,  by  heaven  I  love  her  ten 
thousand  times  more  than  ever  I  did — ^yes,  when  she  was 
young  and  as  beautiful  as  an  angel — ^when  she  smiled  at 
me  in  her  old  father's  house,  and  used  to  lie  in  wait  for 
me  there  as  I  came  from  hunting — when  I  used  to  fling  my 
head  down  on  her  little  knees  and  cry  like  a  child  on  her 
lap — and  swear  I  would  reform,  and  drink  no  more,  and 
play  no  more,  and  follow  women  no  more ;  when  all  the 
men  of  the  Court  used  to  be  following  her — when  she  used 
to  look  with  her  child  more  beautiful,  by  George,  than  the 
Madonna  in  the  Queen's  Chapel.  I  am  not  good  like  her, 
I  know  it.  Who  is — by  heaven,  who  is?  I  tired  and 
wearied  her,  I  know  that  very  well.  .^I_CD.uld_  not  talkto 

Jter^ You  men  of  wit  and  books  could  do  that,  and  I 

"^uldn't — I  felt  I  couldn't.  Why,  when  you  was  but  a 
boy  of  fifteen  I  could  hear  you  two  together  talking  your 
poetry  and  your  books  till  I  was  in  such  a  rage  that  I  was 
fit  to  strangle  you.  But  you  were  always  a  good  lad, 
Harry,  and  I  loved  you,  you  know  I  did.  And  I  felt  she 
didn't  belong  to  me:  and  the  children  don't.  And  I  be- 
sotted myself,  and  gambled,  and  drank,  and  took  to  all 
sorts  of  devilries  out  of  despair  and  fury.  And  now  comes 
this  Mohun,  and  she  likes  him,  I  know  she  likes  him." 

"  Indeed,  and  on  my  soul,  you  are  wrong,  sir,"  Esmond 
cried. 

"She  takes  letters  from  him,"  cries  my  lord — "look 
here,  Harry,"  and  he  pulled  out  a  paper  with  a  brown 
stain  of  blood  upon  it.  "  It  fell  from  him  that  day  he 
wasn't  killed.     One  of  the  grooms  picked  it  up  from  the 

ground  and  gave  it  me.     Here  it  is  in  their  d d  comedy 

jargon.     *  Divine  Gloriana — Why  look  so  coldly  on  your 
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slave  who  adores  you?  Have  you  no  compassion  on  tlie 
tortures  you  have  seen  me  suffering?  Do  you  vouchsafe 
no  reply  to  billets  that  are  written  with  the  blood  of  my 
heart?  '     She  had  more  letters  from  him." 

"But  she  answered  none,"  cries  Esmond. 

"That's  not  Mohun's  fault,"  says  my  lord,  "and  I  will 
be  revenged  on  him,  as  God's  in  heaven,  I  will." 

"For  a  light  word  or  two,  will  you  risk  your  lady's 
honour  and  your  family's  happiness,  my  lord?  "  Esmond 
interposed  beseechingly. 

"Psha — there  shall  be  no  question  of  my  wife's  honour," 
said  my  lord ;  "  we  can  quarrel  on  plenty  of  grounds  be- 
side. If  I  live,  that  villain  will  be  punished;  if  I  fall, 
my  family  will  be  only  the  better :  there  will  only  be  a 
spendthrift  the  less  to  keep  in  the  world :  and  Frank  has 
better  teaching  than  his  father.  My  mind  is  made  up, 
Harry  Esmond,  and  whatever  the  event  is,  I  am  easy  about 
it.     I  leave  my  wife  and  you  as  guardians  to  the  children. " 

Seeing  that  my  lord  was  bent  upon  pursuing  this  quar- 
rel, and  that  no  entreaties  would  draw  him  from  it,  Harry 
Esmond  (then  of  a  hotter  and  more  impetuous  nature  than 
now,  when  care,  and  reflection,  and  grey  hairs  have  calmed 
him)  thought  it  was  his  duty  to  stand  by  his  kind,  gener- 
ous patron,  and  said,  "My  lord,  if  you  are  determiaed 
upou  war,  you  must  not  go  into  it  alone.  'Tis  the  duty  of 
our  house  to  stand  by  its  chief ;  and  I  should  neither  for- 
give myself  nor  you  if  you  did  not  call  me,  or  I  should  be 
absent  from  you  at  a  moment  of  danger." 

"  Why,  Harry,  my  poor  boj',  you  are  bred  for  a  parson," 
says  my  lord,  taking  Esmond  by  the  hand  very  kindly ; 
"  and  it  were  a  great  pity  that  you  should  meddle  in  the 
matter. " 

"Your  lordship  thought  of  being  a  churchman  once," 
Harry  answered,  "  and  your  father's  orders  did  not  prevent 
him  fighting  at  Castlewood  against  the  Eoundheads.  Your 
enemies  are  mine,  sir;  I  can  use  the  foils,  as  you  have 
seen,  indifferently  well,  and  don't  think  I  shall  be  afraid 
when  the  buttons  are  talien  off  'em."  And  then  Harry 
explained,  with  some  blushes  and  hesitation  (for  the  matter 
was  delicate,  and  he  feared  lest,  by  having  put  himself 
forward  in  the  quarrel,  he  might  have  offended  his  patron), 
how  he  had  himself  expostulated  with  the  Lord  Mohun, 
and  proposed  to  measure  swords  with  him  if  need  were, 
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and  he  could  not  be  got  to  withdraw  peaceably  in  this  dis- 
pute. "And  I  should  have  beat  him,  sir,"  says  Harry, 
laughing.  "He  never  could  parry  that  hotte  I  brought 
from  Cambridge.  Let  us  have  half-an-hour  of  it,  and  re- 
hearse— I  can  teach  it  your  lordship  :  'tis  the  most  delicate 
point  in  the  world,  and  if  you  miss  it,  your  adversary's, 
sword  is  through  you." 

"By  George,  Harry,  you  ought  to  be  the  head  of  the 
house,"  says  my  lord,  gloomily.  "You  had  been  better 
Lord  Castlewood  than  a  lazy  sot  like  me,"  he  added,  draw- 
ing his  hand  across  his  eyes,  and  surveying  his  kinsman 
with  very  kind  affectionate  glances. 

"  Let  us  take  our  coats  off  and  have  half  an  hour's  prac- 
tice before  nightfall,"  ^ys  Harry,  after  thankfully  grasp- 
ing his  patron's  manly  hand. 

"  You  are  but  a  little  bit  of  a  lad,"  says  my  lord,  good- 
humouredly ;  "  but,  in  faith,  I  believe  you  could  do  for  that 
fellow.  1^0,  my  boy,"  he  continued,  "  I'll  have  none  of 
your  feints  and  tricks  of  stabbing :  I  can  use  my  sword 
pretty  well  too,  and  will  fight  my  own  quarrel  my  own 
way." 

"But  I  shall  be  by  to  see  fair  play?  "  cries  Harry. 

"  Yes,  God  bless  you — you  shall  be  by. " 

"  When  is  it,  sir? "  says  Harry,  for  he  saw  that  the 
matter  had  been  arranged  privately  and  beforehand  by  my 
lord. 

"  'Tis  arranged  thus :  I  sent  off  a  courier  to  Jack  West- 
bury  to  say  that  I  wanted  him  specially.  He  knows  for 
what,  and  will  be  here  presently,  and  drink  part  of  that 
bottle  of  sack.  Then  we  shall  go  to  the  theatre  in  Duke 
Street,  where  we  shall  meet  Mohun;  and  then  we  shall 
all  go  sup  at  the  '  Eose  '  or  the  '  Greyhound.'  Then  we 
shall  call  for  cards,  and  there  will  be  probably  a  difference 
over  the  cards — and  then,  God  help  us — either  a  wicked 
villain  and  traitor  shall  go  out  of  the  world,  or  a  poor 
worthless  devil,  that  doesn't  care  to  remain  in  it.  I  am  ; 
better  away,  Hal — my  wife  will  be  all  the  happier  when  I 
am  gone,"  says  my  lord,  with  a  groan,  that  tore  the  heart 
of  Harry  Esmond,  so  that  he  fairly  broke  into  a  sob  over 
his  patron's  kind  hand. 

"The  business  was  talked  over  with  Mohun  before  he 
left  home — Castlewood  I  mean  " — my  lord  went  on.  "  I 
took  the  letter  in  to  him,  which  I  had  read,  and  I  charged 
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him  with  his  villany,  and  he  could  make  no  denial  of  it, 
only  he  said  that  my  wife  was  innocent. " 

"  And  so  she  is ;  before  heaven,  my  lord,  she  is !  "  cries 
Harry. 

"No  doubt,  no  doubt.  They  always  are,"  says  my  lord. 
"No  doubt,  when  she  heard  he  was  killed,  she  fainted 
from  accident." 

"But,  my  lord,  my  name  is  Harry,"  cried  out  Esmond, 
burning  red.     "  You  told  my  lady,  '  Harry  was  killed ! '  " 

"  Damnation !  shall  I  fight  you  too?  "  shouts  my  lord  in 
a  fury.  "  Are  you,  you  little  serpent,  warmed  by  my  fire, 
going  to  sting — you  ? — No,  my  boy,  you're  an  honest  boy ; 
you  are  a  good  boy. "  (And  here  he  broke  from  rage  into 
tears  even  more  cruel  to  see.)  *  You  are  an  honest  boy, 
and  I  love  you ;  and,  by  heavens,  I  am  so  wretched  that  I 
don't  care  what  sword  it  is  that  ends  me.  Stop,  here's 
Jack  Westbury.  Well,  Jack !  Welcome,  old  boy !  This 
is  my  kinsman,  Harry  Esmond. " 

"  Who  brought  your  bowls  for  you  at  Castlewood,  sir," 
says  Harry,  bowing ;  and  the  three  gentlemen  sate  down 
and  drank  of  that  bottle  of  sack  which  was  prepared  for 
them. 

"  Harry  is  number  three,"  says  my  lord.  "  You  needn't 
be  afraid  of  him.  Jack."  And  the  Colonel  gave  a  look, 
as  much  as  to  say,  "Indeed,  he  don't  look  as  if  I  need." 
And  then  my  lord  explained  what  he  had  only  told  by 
hints  before.  When  he  quarrelled  with  Lord  Mohun  he 
was  indebted  to  his  lordship  in  a  sum  of  sixteen  hundred 
pounds,  for  which  Lord  Mohun  said  he  proposed  to  wait 
until  my  Lord  Viscount  should  pay  him.  My  lord  had 
raised  the  sixteen  hundred  pounds  and  sent  them  to  Lord 
Mohun  that  morning,  and  before  quitting  home  had  put 
his  affairs  into  order,  and  was  now  quite  ready  to  abide 
the  issue  of  the  quarrel. 

When  we  had  drunk  a  couple  of  bottles  of  sack,  a  coach 
was  called,  and  the  three  gentlemen  went  to  the  Duke's 
Playhouse,  as  agreed.  The  play  was  one  of  Mr.  Wycher- 
ley's — "Love  in  a  Wood." 

Harry  Esmond  has  thought  of  that  play  ever  since  with 
a  kind  of  terror,  and  of  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  the  actress  who 
performed  the  girl's  part  in  the  comedy.  She  was  dis- 
guised as  a  page,  and  came  and  stood  before  the  gentlemen 
as  they  sate  on  the  stage,  and  looked  over  her  shoulder  with 
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a  pair  of  arch  black  eyes,  and  laughed  at  my  lord,  aad- 
asked  what  ailed  the  gentleman  from  the  country,  and  had 
he  had  bad  news  from  Bullock  fair? 

Between  the  acts  of  the  play  the  gentlemen  crossed  over 
and  conversed  freely.  There  were  two  of  Lord  Mohun's 
party.  Captain  Macartney,  in  a  military  habit,  and  a  gen- 
tleman in  a  suit  of  blue  velvet  and  silver  in  a  fair  periwig, 
with  a  rich  fall  of  point  of  Venice  lace — my  Lord  the  Earl 
of  Warwick  and  Holland.  My  lord  had  a  paper  of  oranges, 
which  he  ate  and  offered  to  the  actresses,  joking  with 
them.  And  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  when  my  Lord  Mohun  said 
something  rude,  turned  on  him,  and  asked  him  what  he 
did  there,  and  whether  he  and  his  friends  had  come  to 
stab  anybody  else,  as  they  did  poor  Will  Mountford?  My 
lord's  dark  face  grew  darker  at  this  taunt,  and  wore  a  mis- 
chievous, fatal  look.  They  that  saw  it  remembered  it, 
and  said  so  afterward. 

When  the  play  was  ended  the  two  parties  joined  com- 
pany ;  and  my  Lord  Castlewood  then  proposed  that  they 
should  go  to  a  tavern  and  sup.  Lockit's,  the  "Grey- 
hound," in  Charing  Cross,  was  the  house  selected.  All 
six  marched  together  that  way;  the  three  lords  going 
a-head.  Lord  Mohun's  captain,  and  Colonel  Westbury,  and 
Harry  Esmond,  walking  behind  them.  As  they  walked, 
Westbury  told  Harry  Esmond  about  his  old  friend  Dick 
the  Scholar,  who  had  got  promotion,  and  was  Cornet  of 
the  Guards,  and  had  wrote  a  book  called  the  "  Christian 
Hero,"  and  had  all  the  Guards  to  laugh  at  him  for  his 
pains,  for  the  Christian  Hero  was  breaking  the  command- 
ments constantly,  Westbury  said,  and  had  fought  one  or 
two  duels  already.  And,  in  a  lower  tone,  Westbury  be- 
sought young  Mr.  Esmond  to  take  no  part  in  the  quarrel. 
"There  was  no  need  for  more  seconds  than  one,"  said  the 
Colonel,  "  and  the  Captain  or  Lord  Warwick  might  easily 
withdraw."  But  Harry  said  no;  he  was  bent  on  going 
through  with  the  business.  Indeed,  he  had  a  plan  in  his 
head,  which,  he  thought,  might  prevent  my  Lord  Viscount 
from  engaging. 

They  went  in  at  the  bar  of  the  tavern,  and  desired  a  pri- 
vate room  and  wine  and  cards,  and  when  the  drawer  had 
brought  these,  they  began  to  drink  and  call  healths,  and  as 
long  as  the  servants  were  in  the  room  appeared  very  friendly. 

Harry  Esmond's  plan  was  no  other  than  to  engage  in 
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talk  with  Lord  Mohan,  to  insult  him,  and  so  get  the  first 
of  the  quarrel.  So  when  cards  were  proposed  he  offered 
to  play.  "Psha!"  says  my  Lord  Mohun  (whether  wish- 
ing to  save  Harry,  or  not  choosing  to  try  the  hotte  de 
Jesuite,  it  is  not  to  be  known) — "  Young  gentlemen  from 
college  should  not  play  these  stakes.     You  are  too  young." 

"  Who  dares  say  I  am  too  young?  "  broke  out  Harry. 
"  Is  your  lordship  afraid?  " 

"Afraid!  "  cries  out  Mohun. 

But  my  good  Lord  Viscount  saw  the  move — "  I'll  play 
you  for  ten  moidores,  Mohun,"  says  he.  "  You  silly  boy,  we 
don't  play  for  groats  here  as  you  do  at  Cambridge."  And 
Harry,  who  had  no  such  sum  in  his  pocket  (for  his  half- 
year's  salary  was  always  pretty  well  spent  before  it  was 
due),  fell  back  with  rage  and  vexation  in  his  heart  that  he 
had  not  money  enough  to  stake. 

"I'll  stake  the  young  gentleman  a  crown,"  says  the 
Lord  Mohun' s  captain. 

"  I  thought  crowns  were  rather  scarce  with  the  gentle- 
men of  the  army,"  says  Harry. 

"Do  they  birch  at  College?  "  says  the  Captain. 

"They  birch  fools,"  says  Harry,  "and  they  cane  bullies, 
and  they  fling  puppies  into  the  water." 

"Faith,  then,  there's  some  escapes  drowning,"  says  the 
Captain,  who  was  an  Irishman;  and  all  the  gentlemen 
began  to  laugh,  and  made  poor  Harry  only  more  angry. 

My  Lord  Mohun  presently  snuffed  a  candle.  It  was 
when  the  drawers  brought  in  fresh  bottles  and  glasses  and 
were  in  the  room — on  which  my  Lord  Viscount  said — "  The 
Deuce  take  you,  Mohun,  how  damned  awkward  you  are! 
Light  the  candle,  you  drawer." 

"Damned  awkward  is  a  damned  awkward  expression, 
my  lord,"  says  the  other.  "Town  gentlemen  don't  use 
such  words — or  ask  pardon  if  they  do. " 

"I'm  a  country  gentleman,"  says  my  Lord  Viscount. 

"  I  see  it  by  your  manner,"  says  my  Lord  Mohun.  "  No 
man  shall  say  damned  awkward  to  me." 

"I  fling  the  words  in  your  face,  my  lord,"  says  the 
other ;  "  shall  I  send  the  cards  too?  " 

"  Gentlemen,  gentlemen !  before  the  servants?  "  cry  out 
Colonel  Westbury  and  my  Lord  Warwick  in  a  breath. 
The  drawers  go  out  of  the  room  hastily.  They  tell  the 
people  below  of  the  quarrel  upstairs. 
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"  Enough  has  been  said,"  says  Colonel  Westbury.  "  Will 
your  lordships  meet  to-morrow  morning?  " 

"  Will  my  Lord  Castlewood  withdraw  his  words?  "  asks 
the  Earl  of  Warwick. 

"My  Lord  Castlewood  will  be iirst,"  says  Colonel 

Westbury. 

"  Then  we  have  nothing  for  it.  Take  notice,  gentlemen, 
there  have  been  outrageous  words — reparation  asked  and 
refused." 

"And  refused,"  says  my  Lord  Castlewood,  putting  on 
his  hat.     "  Where  shall  the  meeting  be?  and  when?  " 

"  Since  my  lord  refuses  me  satisfaction,  which  I  deeply 
regret,  there  is  no  time  so  good  as  now,"  says  my  Lord 
Mohun.  "Let  us  have  chairs  and  go  to  Leicester 
Field." 

"  Are  your  lordship  and  I  to  have  the  honour  of  exchang- 
ing a  pass  or  two?  "  says  Colonel  Westbury,  with  a  low 
bow  to  my  Lord  of  Warwick  and  Holland. 

"It  is  an  honour  for  me,"  says  my  lord,  with  a  profound 
congee,  "  to  be  matched  with  a  gentleman  who  has  been  at 
Mons  and  Namur." 

"  Will  your  Eeverenee  permit  me  to  give  you  a  lesson?  " 
says  the  Captain. 

"  Nay,  nay,  gentlemen,  two  on  a  side  are  plenty,"  says 
Harry's  patron.  "Spare  the  boy.  Captain  Macartney," 
and  he  shook  Harry's  hand^for  the  last  time,  save  one, 
in  his  life. 

At  the  bar  of  the  tavern  all  the  gentlemen  stopped,  and 
my  Lord  Viscount  said,  laughing,  to  the  barwoman,  that 
those  cards  set  people  sadly  a-quarrelling ;  but  that  the 
dispute  was  over  now,  and  tlie  parties  were  all  going  away 
to  my  Lord  Mohun' s  house,  in  Bow  Street,  to  drink  a 
bottle  more  before  going  to  bed. 

A  half-dozen  of  chairs  were  now  called,  and  the  six  gen- 
tlemen stepping  into  them,  the  word  was  privately  given 
to  the  chairmen  to  go  to  Leicester  Field,  where  the  gentle- 
men were  set  down  opposite  the  "Standard  Tavern."  It 
was  midnight,  and  the  town  was  a-bed  by  this  time,  and 
only  a  few  lights  in  the  windows  of  the  houses ;  but  the  night 
was  bright  enough  for  the  unhappy  purpose  which  the  dis- 
putants came  about ;  and  so  all  six  entered  into  that  fatal 
square,  the  chairmen  standing  without  the  railing  and  keep- 
ing the  gate,  lest  any  persons  should  disturb  the  meeting. 
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All  that  happened  there  hath  been  matter  of  publiok  no- 
toriety, and  is  recorded,  for  warning  to  lawless  men,  in 
the  annals  of  our  country.  After  being  engaged  for  not 
more  than  a  couple  of  minutes,  as  Harry  Esmond  thought 
(though  being  occupied  at  the  time  with  his  own  adver- 
sary's point,  which  was  active,  he  may  not  have  taken  a 
good  note  of  time),  a  cry  from  the  chairmen  without,  who 
were  smoking  their  pipes,  and  leaning  over  the  railings  of 
the  field  as  they  watched  the  dim  combat  withia,  announced 
that  some  catastrophe  had  happened,  which  caused  Esmond 
to  drop  his  sword  and  look  round,  at  which  moment  his 
enemy  wounded  him  in  the  right  hand.  But  the  young 
man  did  not  heed  this  hurt  much,  and  ran  up  to  the  place 
where  he  saw  his  dear  master  was  down. 

My  Lord  Mohun  was  standing  over  him. 

"  Are  you  much  hurt,  Erank?  "  he  asked  in  a  hollow 
voice. 

"I  believe  I'm  a  dead  man,"  my  lord  said  from  the 
ground. 

"No,  no,  not  so,"  says  the  other;  "and  I  call  God  to 
witness,  Frank  Esmond,  that  I  would  have  asked  your 
pardon,  had  you  but  given  me  a  chance.  In — in  the  first 
cause  of  our  falling  out,  I  swear  that  no  one  was  to  blame 
but  me,  and — and  that  my  lady " 

"  Hush !  "  says  my  poor  Lord-  Viscount,  lifting  himself 
on  his  elbow  and  speakiag  faintly.  "'Twas  a  dispute 
about  the  cards — the  cursed  cards.  Harry  my  boy,  are 
you  wounded,  too?  God  help  thee !  I  loved  thee,  Harry, 
and  thou  must  watch  over  my  little  Frank — and — and  carry 
this  little  heart  to  my  wife." 

And  here  my  dear  lord  felt  in  his  breast  for  a  locket  he 
wore  there,  and,  in  the  act,  fell  back  fainting. 

We  were  all  at  this  terrified,  thinking  him  dead;  but 
Esmond  and  Colonel  Westbury  bade  the  chairmen  come 
into  the  field;  and  so  my  lord  was  carried  to  one  Mr. 
Aimes,  a  surgeon,  in  Long  Acre,  who  kept  a  bath,  and 
there  the  house  was  wakened  up,  and  the  victim  of  this 
quarrel  carried  in. 

My  Lord  Viscount  was  put  to  bed,  and  his  wound  looked 
to  by  the  surgeon,  who  seemed  both  kind  and  skilful. 
When  he  had  looked  to  my  lord,  he  bandaged  up  Harry 
Esmond's  hand  (who,  from  loss  of  blood,  had  fainted  too, 
in  the  house,  and  may  have  been  some  time  unconscious;) 
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and  when  the  young  man  came  to  himself,  you  may  be  sure 
he  eagerly  asked  what  news  there  were  of  his  dear  patron ; 
on  which  the  surgeon  carried  him  to  the  room  where  the 
Lord  Castlewood  lay ;  who  had  already  sent  for  a  priest ; 
and  desired  earnestly,  they  said,  to  speak  with  his  kins- 
man. He  was  lying  on  a  bed,  very  pale  and  ghastly,  with 
that  fixed,  fatal  look  in  his  eyes,  which  betokens  death ; 
and  faintly  beckoning  all  the  other  persons  away  from  him 
with  his  hand,  and  crying  out  "Only  Harry  Esmond,"  the 
hand  fell  powerless  down  on  the  coverlet,  as  Harry  came 
forward,  and  knelt  down  and  kissed  it. 

"  Thou  art  all  but  a  priest,  Harry, "  my  Lord  Viscount 
gasped  out,  with  a  faint  smile,  and  pressure  of  his  cold 
hand.  "  Are  they  all  gone?  Let  me  make  thee  a  death- 
bed confession." 

And  with  sacred  Death  waiting,  as  it  were,  at  the  bed- 
foot,  as  an  awful  witness  of  his  words,  the  poor  dying  soul 
gasped  out  his  last  wishes  in  respect  of  his  family; — his 
humble  profession  of  contrition  for  his  faults; — and  his 
charity  towards  the  world  he  was  leaving.  Some  things 
he  said  concerned  Harry  Esmond  as  much  as  they  aston- 
ished him.  And  my  Lord  Viscount,  sinking  visibly,  was 
in  the  midst  of  these  strange  confessions,  when  the  eccle- 
siastick  for  whom  my  lord  had  sent,  Mr.  Atterbury,  arrived. 

This  gentleman  had  reached  to  no  great  church  dignity 
as  yet,  but  was  only  preacher  at  St.  Bride's,  drawing  all 
the  town  thither  by  his  eloquent  sermons.  He  was  god- 
son to  my  lord,  who  had  been  pupil  to  his  father;  had 
paid  a  visit  to  Castlewood  from  Oxford  more  than  once ; 
and  it  was  by  his  advice,  I  think,  that  Harry  Esmond  was 
sent  to  Cambridge,  rather  than  to  Oxford,  of  which  place 
Mr.  Atterbury,  though  a  distinguished  member,  spoke  but 
ill. 

Our  messenger  found  the  good  priest  already  at  his 
books  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morniug,  and  he  followed  the 
man  eagerly  to  the  house  where  my  poor  Lord  Viscount 
lay — Esmond  watching  him,  and  taking  his  dying  words 
from  his  mouth. 

My  lord,  hearing  of  Mr.  Atterbury' s  arrival,  and  squeez- 
ing Esmond's  hand,  asked  to  be  alone  with  the  priest;  and 
Esmond  left  them  there  for  this  solemn  interview.  You 
may  be  sure  that  his  own  prayers  and  grief  accompanied 
that  dying  benefactor.     My  lord  had  said  to  him  that 
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which  confounded  the  young  man — informed  him  of  a 
secret  which  greatly  concerned  him.  Indeed,  after  hear- 
ing it,  he  had  had  good  cause  for  doubt  and  dismay ;  for 
mental  anguish  as  well  as  resolution.  While  the  colloquy 
between  Mr.  Atterbury  and  his  dying  penitent  took  place 
within,  an  immense  contest  of  perplexity  was  agitating 
Lord  Castlewood's  young  companion. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour — it  may  be  more — Mr.  Atterbury 
came  out  of  the  room,  looking  very  hard  at  Esmond,  and 
holding  a  paper. 

"He  is  on  the  brink  of  God's  awful  judgment,"  the 
priest  whispered.  "He  has  made  his  breast  clean  to  me. 
He  forgives  and  believes,  and  makes  restitution.  Shall  it 
be  in  publick?     Shall  we  call  a  witness  to  sign  it?  " 

"God  knows,"  sobbed  out  the  young  man,  "my  dearest 
lord  has  only  done  me  kindness  all  his  life." 

The  priest  put  the  paper  into  Esmond's  hand.  He  looked 
at  it.     It  swam  before  his  eyes. 

"'Tis  a  confession,"  he  said. 

"'Tis  as  you  please,"  said  Mr.  Atterbury. 

There  was  a  fire  in  the  room,  where  the  cloths  were  dry- 
ing for  the  baths,  and  there  lay  a  heap  in  a  corner,  saturated 
with  the  blood  from  my  dear  lord's  body.  Esmond  weut 
to  the  fire,  and  threw  the  paper  into  it.  'Twas  a  great 
chimney  with  glazed  Dutch  tiles.  How  we  remember  such 
trifles  in  such  awful  moments ! — the  scrap  of  the  book  that 
we  have  read  in  a  great  grief — the  taste  of  that  last  dish 
that  we  have  eaten  before  a  duel,  or  some  such  supreme 
meeting  or  parting.  On  the  Dutch  tiles  at  the  Bagnio  was 
a  rude  picture  representing  Jacob  in  hairy  gloves,  cheating 
Isaac  of  Esau's  birthright.  The  burning  paper  lighted  it 
up. 

"  'Tis  only  a  confession,  Mr.  Atterbury,"  said  the  young 
man.  He  leaned  his  head  against  the  mantelpiece  :  a  burst 
of  tears  came  to  his  eyes.  They  were  the  first  he  had  shed 
as  he  sate  by  his  lord,  scared  by  this  calamity,  and  more 
yet  by  what  the  poor  dying  gentleman  had  told  him,  and 
shocked  to  think  that  he  should  be  the  agent  of  brmging 
this  double  misfortune  on  those  he  loved  best. 

"Let  us  go  to  him,"  said  Mr.  Esmond.  And  accord- 
ingly they  went  into  the  next  chamber,  where  by  this  time, 
the  dawn  had  broke,  which  showed  my  lord's  poor  pale 
face  and  wild  appealing  eyes,  that  wore  that  awful  fatal 


HENRY   ESMOND.  157 

look  of  coming  dissolution.  The  surgeon  was  with  him. 
He  went  into  the  chamber  as  Atterbury  came  out  thence. 
My  Lord  Viscount  turned  round  his  sick  eyes  towards 
Esmond.  It  choked  the  other  to  hear  that  rattle  in  his 
throat. 

"My  Lord  Viscount,"  says  Mr.  Atterbury,  "Mr.  Esmond 
wants  no  witnesses,  and  hath  burned  the  paper." 

"  My  dearest  master !  "  Esmond  said,  kneeling  down,  and 
taking  his  hand  and  kissing  it. 

My  Lord  Viscount  sprang  up  in  his  bed,  and  flung  his 

arms    round  Esmond.     "God    bl-bless "    was    all  he 

said.  The  blood  rushed  from  his  mouth,  deluging  the 
young  man.  My  dearest  lord  was  no  more.  He  was  gone 
with  a  blessing  on  his  lips,  and  love  and  repentance  and 
kindness  in  his  manly  heart. 

" Benedicti  benedieentes,"  says  Mr.  Atterbury,  and  the 
young  man,  kneeling  at  the  bedside,  groaned  out  an 
"Amen." 

"Who  shall  take  the  news  to  her?  "  was  Mr.  Esmond's 
next  thought.  And  on  this  he  besought  Mr.  Atterbury  to 
bear  the  tidings  to  Castlewood.  He  could  not  face  his 
mistress  himself  with  those  dreadful  news.  Mr.  Atter- 
bury complying  kindly,  Esmond  writ  a  hasty  note  on  his 
table-book  to  my  lord's  man,  bidding  him  get  the  horses 
for  Mr.  Atterbury,  and  ride  with  him,  and  send  Esmond's 
own  valise  to  the  Gatehouse  prison,  whither  he  resolved 
to  go  and  give  himself  up. 
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BOOK  II. 

CONTAINS  MR.  ESMOND'S  MILITARY  LIFE,  AND  OTHER 
MATTERS  APPERTAINING  TO  THE  ESMOND  FAMILY. 


CHAPTEE    I. 

I  AM  IN  PRISON,  AND  VISITED,  BUT  NOT  CONSOLED 

THERE. 

Those  may  imagine,  who  have  seen  death  untimely  strike 
down  persons  revered  and  beloved,  and  know  how  un- 
availing consolation  is,  what  was  Harry  Esmond's  anguish 
after  being  an  actor  in  that  ghastly  midnight  scene  of  blood 
and  homicide.  He  could  not,  he  felt,  have  faced  his  dear 
mistress,  and  told  her  that  story.  He  was  thankful  that 
kind  Atterbury  consented  to  break  the  sad  news  to  her ; 
but,  besides  his  grief,  which  he  took  into  prison  with  him, 
he  had  that  in  his  heart  which  secretly  cheered  and  con- 
soled him. 

A  great  secret  had  been  told  to  Esmond  by  his  un- 
happy stricken  kinsman,  lying  on  his  death-bed.  Were  he 
to  disclose  it,  as  in  equity  and  honour  he  might  do,  the 
discovery  would  but  bring  greater  grief  upon  those  whom 
he  loved  best  in  the  world,  and  who  were  sad  enough  al- 
ready. Should  he  bring  down  shame  and  perplexity  upon 
all  those  beiugs  to  whom  he  was  attached  by  so  many  ten- 
der ties  of  affection  and  gratitude?  degrade^Ms  father's^ 
widow?  impeach  and  sully  his  father's  and  kinsman's  hon- 
ourT^nd  for  what?  for  a  barren  title,  to  be  worn  at  the 
expense  of  an  innocent  boy,  the  son  of  his  dearest  bene- 
factress. He  had  debated  this  matter  in  his  conscience, 
whilst  his  poor  lord  was  making  his  dying  confession.  On 
one  side  were  ambition, temptation,  justice  even;  but  love, 
gratitude,  and  fidelity,  pleaded  on  the  other.  And  when 
the  struggle  was  over  in  Harry's  mind,  a  glow  of  right- 
eous happiness  filled  it ;  and  it  was  with  grateful  tears  in 
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his  eyes  that  he  returned  thanks  to  God  for  that  decision 
which  he  had  been  enabled  to  make. 

"  When  I  was  denied  by  my  own  blood,"  thought  he, 
"  these  dearest  friends  received  and  cherished  me.  When 
I  was  a  nameless  orphan  myself,  and  needed  a  protector,  I 
found  one  iu  yonder  kind  soul,  who  has  gone  to  his  account 
repenting  of  the  innocent  wrong  he  has  done." 

And  with  this  consoling  thought  he  went  away  to  give 
himself  up  at  the  prison,  after  kissing  the  cold  lips  of  his 
benefactor. 

It  was  on  the  third  day  after  he  had  come  to  the  Gate- 
house prison,  (where  he  lay  in  no  small  pain  from  his 
wound,  which  inflamed  and  ached  severely,)  and  with 
those  thoughts  and  resolutions  that  have  been  just  spoke 
of,  to  depress,  and  yet  to  console  him,  that  H.  Esmond's 
keeper  came  and  told  him  that  a  visitor  was  asking  for 
him,  and  though  he  could  not  see  her  face,  which  was  en- 
veloped in  a  black  hood,  her  whole  figure,  too,  being  veiled 
and  covered  with  the  deepest  mourning,  Esmond  knew  at 
once  that  his  visitor  was  his  dear  mistress. 

He  got  up  from  his  bed,  where  he  was  lying,  beiag  very 
weak ;  and  advancing  towards  her  as  the  retiring  keeper 
shut  the  door  upon  him  and  his  guest  in  that  sad  place,  he 
put  forward  his  left  hand  (for  the  right  was  wounded  and 
bandaged),  and  he  would  have  taken  that  kind  one  of  his 
mistress,  which  had  done  so  many  offices  of  friendship  for 
him  for  so  many  years. 

But  the  Lady  Castlewood  went  back  from  him,  putting 
back  her  hood,  and  leaning  against  the  great  stanchioned 
door  which  the  goaler  had  just  closed  upon  them.  Her 
face  was  ghastly  white,  as  Esmond  saw  it,  looking  from 
the  hood ;  and  her  eyes,  ordinarily  so  sweet  and  tender, 
were  fixed  at  him  with  such  a  tragick  glance  of  woe  and 
anger,  as  caused  the  young  man,  unaccustomed  to  unkind- 
ness  from  that  person,  to  avert  his  own  glances  from  her 
face. 

"And  this,  Mr.  Esmond,"  she  said,  "is  where  I  see 
you ;  and  'tis  to  this  you  have  brought  me !  " 

"You  have  come  to  console  me  in  my  calamity,  madam," 
said  he  (though,  in  truth,  he  scarce  knew  how  to  address 
her,  his  emotions  at  beholding  her  so  overpowered  him). 

She  advanced  a  little,  but  stood  silent  and  trembling, 
looking  out  at  him  from  her  black  draperies,  with   her 
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small  white  hands  clasped  together,  and  quivering  lips  and 
hollow  eyes. 

"Kot  to  reproach  me,"  he  continued  after  a  pause. 
"My  grief  is  sutficient  as  it  is." 

"  Take  back  your  hand — do  not  touch  me  with  it !  "  she 
cried.     " Look!  there's  blood  on  it!  " 

"I  wish  they  had  taken  it  all,"  said  Esmond;  "if  you 
are  unkind  to  me." 

"Where  is  my  husband?"  she  broke  out.  "Give  me 
back  my  husband,  Henry !  Why  did  you  stand  by  at  mid- 
night and  see  him  murdered?  Why  did  the  traitor  escape 
who  did  it?  You,  the  champion  of  your  house,  who  offered 
to  die  for  us!  You  that  he  loved  and  trusted,  and  to 
whom  I  confided  him — you  that  vowed  devotion  and  grati- 
tude, and  I  believed  you — yes,  I  believed  you — why  are 
you  here,  and  my  noble  Francis  gone?  Why  did  j'ou  come 
among  us?  You  have  only  brought  us  grief  and  sorrow; 
and  repentance,  bitter,  bitter  repentance,  as  a  return  for 
our  love  and  kindness.  Did  I  ever  do  you  a  wrong,  Henry? 
You  were  but  an  orphan  child  when  I  first  saw  you — when 
he  first  saw  you,  who  was  so  good,  and  noble,  and  trust- 
ing. He  would  have  had  you  sent  away,  but,  like  a  fool- 
ish woman,  I  besought  him  to  let  you  stay.  And  you 
pretended  to  love  us,  and  we  believed  you — and  you  made 
our  house  wretched,  and  my  husband's  heart  went  from 
me  :  and  I  lost  him  through  you — I  lost  him — the  husband 
of  my  youth,  I  say.  I  worshipped  him :  you  know  I  wor- 
shipped him — and  he  was  changed  to  me.  He  was  no 
more  my  Francis  of  old — my  dear,  dear  soldier.  He  loved 
me  before  he  saw  you ;  and  I  loved  him.  Oh,  God  is  my 
witness  how  I  loved  him !  Why  did  he  not  send  you  from 
among  us?  'Twas  only  his  kindness,  that  could  refuse  me 
nothing  then.  And,  young  as  you  were — yes,  and  weak 
and  alone — there  was  evil,  I  knew  there  was  evil  in  keep- 
ing you.  I  read  it  in  your  face  and  eyes.  I  saw  that  they 
boded  harm  to  us — and  it  came,  I  knew  it  would.  Why 
did  you  not  die  when  you  had  the  small-pox — and  I  came 
myself  and  watched  you,  and  you  didn't  know  me  in  your 
delirium — and  you  called  out  for  me,  though  I  was  there 
at  your  side?  All  that  has  happened  since,  was  a  just 
judgment  on  my  wicked  heart — my  wicked  jealous  heart. 
Oh,  I  am  punished — awfully  punished!  My  husband  lies 
in  his  blood — murdered  for  defending  me,  my  kind,  kind. 
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generous  lord — aud  you  were  by,  and  you  let  him  die, 
Henry ! " 

These  words,  uttered  in  the  wildness  of  her  grief,  by  one 
who  was  ordinarily  .quiet,  and  spoke  seldom  except  with  a 
gentle  smile  and  a  soothing  tone,  rung  in  Esmond's  ear; 
and  'tis  said  that  he  repeated  many  of  them  in  the  fever 
into  which  he  now  fell  from  his  wound,  and  perhaps  from 
the  emotion  which  such  passionate,  undeserved  upbraid- 
ings  caused  him.  It  seemed  as  if  his  very  sacrifices  and 
love  for  this  lady  and  her  family  were  to  turn  to  evil  and 
reproach :  as  if  his  presence  amongst  them  was  indeed  a 
cause  of  grief,  and  the  continuance  of  his  life  but  woe  and 
bitterness  to  theirs.  As  the  Lady  Castlewood  spoke  bit- 
terly, rapidly,  without  a  tear,  he  never  offered  a  word  of 
appeal  or  remonstrance  :  but  sate  at  the  foot  of  his  prison- 
bed,  stricken  only  with  the  more  pain  at  thinking  it  was 
that  soft  and  beloved  hand  which  should  stab  him  so 
cruelly,  and  powerless  against  her  fatal  sorrow.  Her 
words  as  she  spoke  struck  the  chords  of  all  his  memory, 
and  the  whole  of  his  boyhood  and  youth  passed  within 
him ;  whilst  his  lady,  so  fond  and  gentle  but  yesterday — 
this  good  angel  whom  he  had  loved  and  worshipped — 
stood  before  him,  pursuing  him  with  keen  words  and  as- 
pect malign. 

"I  wish  I  were  in  my  lord's  place,"  he  groaned  out. 
"  It  was  not  my  fault  that  I  was  not  there,  madam.  But 
Fate  is  stronger  than  all  of  us,  and  willed  what  has  come 
to  pass.  It  had  been  better  for  me  to  have  died  when  I 
had  the  illness." 

"Yes,  Henry,"  said  she — and  as  she  spoke  she  looked 
at  him  with  a  glance  that  was  at  once  so  fond  and  so  sad, 
that  the  young  man,  tossing  up  his  arms,  wildly  fell  back, 
hiding  his  head  in  the  coverlet  of  the  bed.  As  he  turned 
he  struck  against  the  wall  with  his  wounded  hand,  dis- 
placing the  ligature ;  and  he  felt  the  blood  rushing  again 
from  the  wound.  He  remembered  feeling  a  secret  pleasure 
at  the  accident — and  thinking,  "  Suppose  I  were  to  end 
now,  who  would  grieve  for  me?  " 

This  hemorrhage,  or  the  grief  and  despair  in  which  the 
luckless  young  man  was  at  the  time  of  the  accident,  must 
have  brought  on  a  deliquium  presently ;  for  he  had  scarce 
any  recollection  afterwards,  save  of  some  one,  his  mistress 
probably,  seizing  his  hand^ — and  then  of  the  buzzing  noise 
11 
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in  his  ears  as  he  awoke,  with  two  or  three  persons  of  the 
prison  around  his  bed,  whereon  he  lay  in  a  pool  of  blood 
from  his  arm. 

It  was  now  bandaged  up  again  by  the  prison  surgeon, 
who  happened  to  be  in  the  place;  and  the  governor's  wife 
and  servant,  kind  people  both,  were  with  the  patient. 
Esmond  saw  his  mistress  still  in  the  room  when  he  awoke 
from  his  trance;  but  she  went  away  without  a  word; 
though  the  governor's  wife  told  him  that  she  sate  in  her 
room  for  some  time  afterward,  and  did  not  leave  the  prison 
until  she  heard  that  Esmond  was  likely  to  do  well. 

Days  afterwards,  when  Esmond  was  brought  out  of  a 
fever  which  he  had,  and  which  attacked  him  that  night 
pretty  sharply,  the  honest  keeper's  wife  brought  her 
patient  a  handkerchief  fresh  washed  and  ironed,  and  at  the 
corner  of  which  he  recognized  his  mistress's  well-known 
cipher  and  viscountess's  crown.  "The  lady  had  bound  it 
round  his  arm  when  he  fainted,  and  before  she  called  for 
help,"  the  keeper's  wife  said.  "Poor  lady!  she  took  on 
sadly  about  her  husband.  He  has  been  buried  to-day,  and 
many  of  the  coaches  of  the  nobility  went  with  him — ^my 
Lord  Marlborough's  and  my  Lord  Sunderland's,  and  many 
of  the  officers  of  the  Guards,  in  which  he  served  in  the  old 
King's  time;  and  my  lady  has  been  with  her  two  children 
to  the  King  at  Kensington,  and  asked  for  justice  against 
my  Lord  Mohun,  who  is  in  hiding,  and  my  Lord  the  Earl 
of  Warwick  and  Holland,  who  is  ready  to  give  himself  up 
and  take  his  trial." 

Such  were  the  news,  coupled  with  assertions  about  her 
own  honesty  and  that  of  Molly  her  maid,  who  would  never 
have  stolen  a  certain  trumpery  gold  sleeve-button  of  Mr. 
Esmond's  that  was  missing  after  his  fainting  fit,  that  the 
keeper's  wife  brought  to  her  lodger.  His  thoughts  fol- 
lowed to  that  untimely  grave,  the  brave  heart,  the  kind 
friend,  the  gallant  gentleman,  honest  of  word  and  generous 
of  thought,  (if  feeble  of  purpose,  but  are  his  betters  much 
stronger  than  he?)  who  had  given  him  bread  and  shelter 
when  he  had  none ;  home  and  love  when  he  needed  them ; 
and  who,  if  he  had  kept  one  vital  secret  from  him,  had 
done  that  of  which  he  repented  ere  dying — a  wrong  indeed, 
but  one  followed  by  remorse,  and  occasioned  by  almost  ir- 
resistible temptation. 

Esmond  took  his  handkerchief  when  his  nurse  left  him, 
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and  very  likely  kissed  it,  and  looked  at  the  bauble  em- 
broidered in  the  corner.  "  It  has  cost  thee  grief  enough," 
he  thought,  "  dear  lady,  so  loving  and  so  tender.  Shall  I 
take  it  from  thee  and  thy  children?  No,  never !  Keep  it, 
and  ■wear  it,  my  little  Frank,  my  pretty  boy !  If  I  cannot 
make  a  name  for  myself,  I  can  die  without  one.  Some  day, 
when  my  dear  mistress  sees  my  heart,  I  shall  be  righted ; 
or  if  not  here  or  now,  why,  elsewhere;  where  Honour 
doth  not  follow  us,  but  where  Love  reigns  perpetual. " 

'Tis  needless  to  relate  here,  as  the  reports  of  the  lawyers 
already  have  chronicled  them,  the  particulars  or  issue  of 
that  trial  which  ensued  upon  myLordCastlewood's  melan- 
choly homicide.  Of  the  two  lords  engaged  in  that  sad 
matter,  the  second,  my  Lord  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  Hol- 
land, who  had  been  engaged  with  Colonel  Westbury,  and 
wounded  by  him,  was  found  not  guilty  by  his  peers,  before 
whom  he  was  tried  (under  the  presidence  of  the  Lord 
Steward,  Lord  Somers) ;  and  the  principal,  the  Lord 
Mohun,  being  found  guilty  of  the  manslaughter,  (which, 
indeed,  was  forced  upon  him,  and  of  which  he  repented 
most  sincerely, )  pleaded  his  clergy,  and  so  was  discharged 
without  any  penalty.  The  widow  of  the  slain  nobleman, 
as  it  was  told  us  in  prison,  showed  an  extraordinary  spirit ; 
and,  though  she  had  to  wait  for  ten  years  before  her  son 
was  old  enough  to  compass  it,  declared  she  would  have 
revenge  of  her  husband's  murderer.  So  much  and  sud- 
denly had  grief,  anger,  and  misfortune  appeared  to  change 
her.  But  fortune,  good  or  ill,  as  I  take  it,  does  not 
change  men  and  women.     It  but  develops  their  character. 

^s  there  are  a  thousand  thoughts  lying  within  a  man  that 
he  does  not  know  till  he  takes  up  the  pen  to  write,  so  the 
heart  is  a  secret  even  to  him  (or  her)  who  has  it  in  his 
own  breast.     Who  hath  not  found  himself  surprised  into 

^^evenge,  or  action,  or  passion  for  good  or  evil,  whereof  the 
seeds  lay  within  him,  latent  and  unsuspected,  until  the 
occasion  called  them  forth?  With  the  death  of  her  lord, 
a  change  seemed  to  come  over  the  whole  conduct  and  mind 
of  Lady  Castlewood;  but  of  this  we  shall  speak  in  the 
right  season  and  anon. 

The  lords  being  tried  then  before  their  peers  at  West- 
minster, according  to  their  privilege,  being  brought  from 
the  Tower  with  state  processions  and  barges,  and  accom- 
panied by  lieutenants  and  axe-men,  the  commoners  en- 
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gaged  in  that  melancholy  fray  took  their  trial  at  Newgate, 
as  became  them ;  and,  being  all  found  guilty,  pleaded  like- 
wise their  benefit  of  clergy.  The  sentence,  as  we  all  know 
in  these  cases,  is,  that  the  culprit  lies  a  year  in  prison,  or 
during  the  King's  pleasure,  and  is  burned  in  the  hand,  or 
only  stamped  with  a  cold  iron ;  or  this  part  of  the  punish- 
ment is  altogether  remitted  at  the  grace  of  the  Sovereign. 
So  Harry  Esmond  found  himself  a  criminal  and  a  pris- 
oner at  two-and-twenty  years  old ;  as  for  the  two  colonels, 
his  comrades,  they  took  the  matter  very  lightly.  Duelling 
was  a  part  of  their  business ;  and  they  could  not  in  honour 
refuse  any  invitations  of  that  sort. 

But  the  case  was  different  with  Mr.  Esmond.  His  life 
was  changed  by  that  stroke  of  the  sword  which  destroyed 
his  kind  patron's.  As  he  lay  in  prison,  old  Doctor  Tusher 
fell  ill  and  died ;  and  Lady  Castlewood  appointed  Thomas 
Tusher  to  the  vacant  living ;  about  the  filling  of  which  she 
had  a  thousand  times  fondly  talked  to  Harry  Esmond :  how 
they  never  should  part ;  how  he  should  educate  her  boy ; 
how  to  be  a  country  clergyman,  like  saintly  George  Herbert 
or  pious  Doctor  Ken,  was  the  happiest  and  greatest  lot  in 
life ;  how  (if  he  were  obstinately  bent  on  it,  though,  for 
her  part,  she  owned  rather  to  holding  Queen  Bess's  opinion, 
that  a  bishop  should  have  no  wife,  and  if  not  a  bishop  why 
a  clergyman?)  she  would  find  a  good  wife  for  Harry  Es- 
mond ;  and  so  on,  with  a  hundred  pretty  prospects  told  by 
fireside  evenings,  in  fond  prattle,  as  the  children  played 
about  the  hall.  All  these  plans  were  overthrown  now. 
Thomas  Tusher  wrote  to  Esmond,  as  he  lay  in  prison,  an- 
nouncing that  his  patroness  had  conferred  upon  him  the 
living  his  reverend  father  had  held  for  many  years ;  that 
she  never,  after  the  tragical  events  which  had  occurred 
(whereof  Tom  spoke  with  a  very  edifying  horror),  could 
see  in  the  revered  Tusher' s  pulpit,  or  at  her  son's  table, 
the  man  who  was  answerable  for  the  father's  life;  that 
her  ladyship  bade  him  to  say  that  she  prayed  for  her 
kinsman's  repentance  and  his  worldly  happiness;  that  he 
was  free  to  command  her  aid  for  any  scheme  of  life  which 
he  might  propose  to  himself ;  but  that  on  this  side  of  the 
grave  she  would  see  him  no  more.  And  Tusher,  for  his 
own  part,  added  that  Harry  should  have  his  prayers  as  a 
friend  of  his  youth,  and  commended  him  whilst  he  was  in 
prison  to  read  certain  works  of  theology,  which  his  Eever- 
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ence  pronounced  to  be  very  ■wholesome  for  sinners  in  his 
lamentable  condition. 

And  this  was  the  return  for  a  life  of  devotion — this  the 
end  of  years  of  affectionate  jnte_rcourse_  arid  passionate 
fidelity!  Harry  would  have  died  for  his  patron,  and  was 
held  as  little  better  than  his  murderer :  he  had  sacrificed, 
she  did  not  know  how  much,  for  his  mistress,  and  she 
threw  him  aside ;  he  had  endowed  her  family  with  all  they 
had,  and  she  talked  about  giving  him  alms  as  to  a  menial ! 
The  grief  for  his  patron's  loss:  the  pains  of  his  own  pres- 
ent position,  and  doubts  as  to  the  future :_  all  these  were 
forgotten  under  the  sense  of  the  consummate  outrage 
which  he  had  to  endure,  and  overpowered  by  the  superior 
pang  of  that  torture. 

He  writ  back  a  letter  to  Mr.  Tusher  from  his  prison, 
congratulating  his  Reverence  upon  his  appointment  to  the 
living  of  Castlewood :  sarcastically  bidding  him  to  follow 
in  the  footsteps  of  his  admirable  father,  whose  gown  had 
descended  upon  him  ;  thanking  her  ladyship  for  her  offer  of 
alms,  which  he  said  he  should  trust  not  to  need ;  and  be- 
seeching her  to  remember  that,  if  ever  her  determination 
should  change  towards  him,  he  would  be  ready  to  give  her 
proofs  of  a  fidelity  which  had  never  wavered,  and  which 
ought  never  to  have  been  questioned  by  that  house.  "  And 
if  we  meet  no  more,  or  only  as  strangers  in  this  world," 
Mr.  Esmond  concluded,  "a sentence  against  the  cruelty  and 
injustice  of  which  I  disdain  to  appeal ;  hereafter  she  will 
know  who  was  faithful  to  her,  and  whether  she  had  any 
cause  to  suspect  the  love  and  devotion  of  her  kinsman  and 
servant." 

After  the  sending  of  this  letter,  the  poor  young  fellow's 
mind  was  more  at  ease  than  it  had  been  previously'.  The 
blow  had  been  struck,  and  he  had  borne  it.  His  cruel 
goddess  had  shaken  her  wings  and  fled :  and  left  him  alone 
and  friendless,  but  virtute  sua.  And  he  had  to  bear  him 
up,  at  once  the  sense  of  his  right,  and  the  feeling  of  his 
wrongs,  his  honor  and  his  misfortune.  As  I  have  seen 
men  waking  and  running  to  arms  at  a  sudden  trumpet,  be- 
fore emergency  a  manly  heart  leaps  up  resolute;  meets 
the  threatening  danger  with  undaunted  countenance ;  and, 
whether  conquered  or  conquering,  faces  it  always.  Ah! 
no  man  knows  his  strength  or  liis  weakness,  till  occasion 
proves  them.     If  there  be  some  thoughts  and  actions  of  his 
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life  from  the  memory  of  which  a  man  shrinks  Avith  shame, 
sure  there  are  some  which  he  may  be  proud  to  own  and  re- 
member; forgiven  injuries,  conquered  temptations  (now 
and  then)  and  difficulties  vanquished  by  endurance. 

It  was  these  thoughts  regarding  the  living,  far  more 
than  any  great  poignancy  of  grief  respecting  the  dead, 
which  affected  Harry  Esmond  whilst  in  prison  after  his 
trial :  but  it  may  be  imagined  that  he  could  take  no  com- 
rade of  misfortune  into  the  confidence  of  his  feelings,  and 
they  thought  it  was  remorse  and  sorrow  for  his  patron's 
loss  which  affected  the  young  man,  in  error  of  which  opin- 
ion he  chose  to  leave  them.  As  a  companion  he  was  so 
moody  and  silent  that  the  two  officers,  his  fellow-sufferers, 
left  him  to  himself  mostly,  liked  little  very  likely  what  they 
knew  of  him,  consoled  themselves  with  dice,  cards,  and 
the  bottle,  and  whiled  away  their  own  captivity  in  their 
own  way.  It  seemed  to  Esmond  as  if  he  lived  years  in  that 
prison :  and  was  changed  and  aged  when  he  came  out  of  it. 
At  certain  periods  of  life  we  live  years  of  emotion  in  a  few 
weeks — and  look  back  on  those  times,  as  on  great  gaps  be- 
tween the  old  life  and  the  new.  You  do  not  know  how 
much  you  suffer  in  those  critical  maladies  of  the  heart,  un- 
til the  disease  is  over  and  you  look  back  on  it  afterwards. 
During  the  time,  the  suffering  is  at  least  sufferable.  The 
day  passes  in  more  or  less  of  pain,  and  the  night  wears  away 
somehow.  'Tis  only  in  after  days  that  we  see  what  the 
danger  has  been — as  a  man  out  a-hunting  or  Tiding  for  his 
life  looks  at  a  leap,  and  wonders  how  he  should  have  sur- 
vived the  taking  of  it.  0  dark  months  of  grief  and  rage ! 
of  wrong  and  cruel  endurance !  He  is  old  now  who  recalls 
you.  Long  ago  he  has  forgiven  and  blest  the  soft  hand 
that  wounded  him :  but  the  mark  is  there,  and  the  wound 
is  cicatrized  only — no  time,  tears,  caresses,  or  repentance, 
can  obliterate  the  sear.  We  are  indocile  to  put  up  with 
grief,  however.  Reficimus  rates  quassas :  we  tempt  the 
ocean  again  and  again,  and  try  upon  new  ventures.  Es- 
mond thought  of  his  early  time  as  a  noviciate,  and  of  this 
past  as  an  initiation  before  entering  into  life — as  our  young 
Indians  undergo  tortures  silently  before  they  pass  to  the 
rank  of  warriors  in  the  tribe. 

The  officers,  meanwhile,  who  were  not  let  into  the  secret 
of  the  grief  which  was  gnawing  at  the  side  of  their  silent 
young  friend,  and  being  accustomed  to  such  transactions, 
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in  ■which,  one  comrade  or  another  was  daily  paying  the  for- 
feit of  the  sword,  did  not,  of  course,  bemoan  themselves 
very  inconsolably  about  the  fate  of  their  late  companion  in 
arms.  This  one  told  stories  of  former  adventures  of  love, 
or  war,  or  pleasure,  in  which  poor  Frank  Esmond  had  been 
engaged;  t'other  recollected  how  a  constable  had  been 
bilked,  or  a  tavern-bully  beaten:  whilst  my  lord's  poor 
widow  was  sitting  at  his  tomb  worshipping  him  as  an 
actual  saint  and  spotless  hero — so  the  visitors  said  who  had 
news  of  Lady  Castlewood ;  and  Westbury  and  Macartney 
had  pretty  nearly  had  all  the  town  to  come  and  see  them. 

The  duel,  its  fatal  termination,  the  trial  of  the  two  peers 
and  the  three  commoners  concerned,  had  caused  the  great- 
est excitement  in  the  town.  The  prints  and  News  Letters 
were  full  of  them.  The  three  gentlemen  in  Newgate  were 
almost  as  much  crowded  as  the  bishops  in  the  Tower,  or  a 
highwayman  before  execution.  We  were  allowed  to  live 
in  the  Governor's  house,  as  hath  been  said,  both  before 
trial  and  after  condemnation,  waiting  the  King's  pleasure; 
nor  was  the  real  cause  of  the  fatal  quarrel  known,  so 
closely  had  my  lord  and  the  two  other  persons  who  knew 
it  kept  the  secret,  but  every  one  imagined  that  the  origin 
of  the  meeting  was  a  gambling  dispute.  Except  fresh 
air,  the  prisoners  had,  upon  payment,  most  things  they 
could  desire.  Interest  was  made  that  they  should  not  mix 
with  the  vulgar  convicts,  whose  ribald  choruses  and  loud 
laughter  and  curses  could  be  heard  from  their  own  part  of 
the  prison,  where  they  and  the  miserable  debtors  were  con- 
fined pell-mell. 
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CHAPTER     II. 

I  COME  TO  THE  END  OP  MY  CAPTIVITY,  BUT  NOT 
OP  MY  TROUBLE. 

Among  the  company  -which  came  to  visit  the  two  officers 
was  an  old  acquaiatance  of  Harry  Esmond;  that  gentle- 
man of  the  Guards,  namely,  who  had  been  so  kind  to 
Harry  when  Captain  Westbury's  troop  had  been  quartered 
at  Castlewood  more  than  seven  years  before.  Dick  the 
Scholar  was  no  longer  Dick  the  Trooper  now,  but  Captaia 
Steele  of  Lucas's  Fusileers,  and  secretary  to  my  Lord  Cutts, 
that  famous  officer  of  King  William's,  the  bravest  and 
most  beloved  man  of  the  English  army.  The  two  jolly 
prisoners  had  been  drinkiag  with  a  party  of  friends  (for 
our  cellar  and  that  of  the  keepers  of  Newgate,  too,  were 
supplied  with  endless  hampers  of  Burgundy  and  Champagne 
that  the  friends  of  the  Colonels  sent  in);  and  Harry,  hav- 
ing no  wish  for  their  drink  or  their  conversation,  being  too 
feeble  in  health  for  the  one  and  too  sad  in  spirits  for  the 
other,  was  sitting  apart  in  his  little  room,  reading  such 
books  as  he  had,  one  evening,  when  honest  Colonel  West- 
bury,  flushed  with  liquor,  and  always  good-humoured  in 
and  out  of  his  cups,  came  laughing  into  Harry's  closet  and 
said,  "  Ho,  young  Killjoy !  here's  a  friend  come  to  see 
thee;  he'll  pray  with  thee,  or  he'll  drink  with  thee;  or 
he'll  drink  and  pray  turn  about.  Dick,  my  Christian  hero, 
here's  the  little  scholar  of  Castlewood." 

Dick  came  up  and  kissed  Esmond  on  both  cheeks,  im- 
parting a  strong  perfume  of  burnt  sack  along  with  his 
caress  to  the  young  man. 

"  What !  is  this  the  little  man  that  used  to  talk  Latia 
and  fetch  our  bowls?  How  tall  thou  art  grown!  I  pro- 
test I  should  have  known  thee  anywhere.  And  so  you 
have  turned  ruffian  and  fighter;  and  wanted  to  measure 
swords  with  Mohun,  did  you?  I  protest  that  Mohun  said 
at  the  Guard  dinner  yesterday,  where  there  was  a  pretty 
company  of  us,  that  the  young  fellow  wanted  to  fight  him, 
and  was  the  better  man  of  the  tv/o." 

"  I  wish  we  could  have  tried  and  proved  it,  Mr.  Steele," 
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says  Esmond,  thinking  of  his  dead  benefactor,  and  his  eyes 
filling  with  tears. 

"With  the  exception  of  that  one  cruel  letter  which  he  had 
from  his  mistress,  Mr.  Esmond  heard  nothing  from  her, 
and  she  seemed  determined  to  execute  her  resolve  of  part- 
ing from  him  and  disowning  him.  But  he  had  news  of 
her,  such  as  it  was,  which  Mr.  Steele  assiduously  brought 
him  from  the  Prince's  and  Princess's  Court,  where  our 
honest  Captain  had  been  advanced  to  the  post  of  gentle- 
man waiter.  When  off  duty  there,  Captain  Dick  often 
came  to  console  his  friends  in  captivity ;  a  good  nature  and 
a  friendly  disposition  towards  all  who  were  in  ill-fortune 
no  doubt  prompting  him  to  make  his  visits,  and  good  fel- 
lowship and  good  wine  to  prolong  them. 

"Faith,"  says  VVestbury,  "the  little  scholar  was  the  first 
to  begin  the  quarrel — I  mind  me  of  it  now — at  Lockit's. 
I  always  hated  that  fellow  Mohun.  What  was  the  real 
cause  of  the  quarrel  betwixt  him  and  poor  Prank?  I 
would  wager  'twas  a  woman." 

"  'Twas  a  quarrel  about  play — on  my  word,  about  play," 
Harry  said.  "  My  poor  lord  lost  great  sums  to  his  guest  at 
Castlewood.  Angry  words  passed  between  them;  and, 
though  Lord  Castlewood  was  the  kindest  and  most  pliable 
soul  alive,  his  spirit  was  very  high ;  and  hence  that  meet- 
ing which  has  brought  us  all  here,"  says  Mr.  Esmond,  re- 
solved never  to  acknowledge  that  there  had  ever  been  any 
other  cause  but  cards  for  the  duel. 

"I  do  not  like  to  use  bad  words  of  a  nobleman,"  says 
Westbury ;  "  but  if  my  Lord  Mohun  were  a  commoner,  I 
would  say,  'twas  a  pity  he  was  not  hanged.  He  was  famil- 
iar with  dice  and  women  at  a  time  other  boys  are  at  school 
being  birched ;  he  was  as  wicked  as  the  oldest  rake,  years 
ere  he  had  done  growing ;  and  handled  a  sword  and  a  foil, 
and  a  bloody  one,  too,  before  ever  he  used  a  razor.  He 
held  poor  Will  Mountford  in  talk  that  night,  when  bloody 
Dick  Hill  ran  him  through.  He  will  come  to  a  bad  end, 
will  that  young  lord;  and  no  end  is  bad  enough  for  him," 
says  honest  Mr.  Westbury :  whose  prophecy  was  fulfilled 
twelve  years  after,  upon  that  fatal  day  when  Mohun  fell, 
dragging  down  one  of  the  bravest  and  greatest  gentlemen 
in  England  in  his  fall. 

Prom  Mr.  Steele,  then,  who  brought  the  publick  rumour, 
as  well  as  his  own  private  intelligence,  Esmond  learned  the 
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movements  of  his  unfortunate  mistress.    Steele's  heart  was 
of  very  inflammable  composition ;  and  the  gentleman  usher 
spoke  in  terms  of  boundless  admiration  both  of  the  widow 
(that  most  beautiful  woman,  as  he  said)  and  of  her  daugh- 
ter, who,  in  the  Captain's  eyes,  was  a  still  greater  paragon. 
If  the  pale  widow,  whom  Captain  Eichard,  in  his  poetick 
rapture  compared  to  a  Niobe  in  tears — to  a  Sigismunda 
— to  a  weeping  Belvidera,  was  an  object  the  most  lovely 
and   pathetick  which   his   eyes  had  ever  beheld,  or   for 
which  his  heart  had  melted,  even  her  ripened  perfections 
and  beauty  were  as  nothing  compared  to  the  promise  of 
that  extreme  loveliness  which  the  good  Captain  saw  in  her 
daughter.     It  was  matre  pulcra  filia  pulcrior.     Steele  com- 
posed sonnets  whilst  he  was  on  duty  in  his  Prince's  ante- 
chamber, to  the  maternal  and  filial  charms.     He  would 
speak  for  hours  about  them  to  Harry  Esmond;  and,  in- 
deed, he  could  have  chosen  few  subjects  more  "likely  to 
interest  the  unhappy  young  man,  whose  heart  was  now  as 
always  devoted  to  these  ladies ;  and  who  was  thankful  to 
all  who  loved  them,  or  praised  them,  or  wished  them  well. 
Not  that  his  fidelity  was  recompensed  by  any  answering 
kindness,  or  show  of  relenting  even,  on  the  part  of  a  mis- 
tress obdurate  now  after  ten  years  of  love  and  benefactions. 
The  poor  young  man  getting  no  answer,  save  Tusher's,  to 
that  letter  which  he  had  written,  and  being  too  proud  to 
write  more,  opened  a  part  of  his  heart  to  Steele,  than 
whom  no  man,  when  unhappy,  could  find  a  kinder  hearer, 
or  more   friendly  emissary;    described   (in  words  which 
were  no  doubt  pathetick,  for  they   came  imo  pectore,  and 
caused  honest  Dick  to  weep  plentifully)  his  youth,  his 
constancy,  his  fond  devotion  to  that  household  which  had 
reared  him;  his  affection,  how  earned,  and  how  tenderly 
requited  until  but  yesterday,  and  (as  far  as  he  might)  the 
circumstances  and  causes  for  which  that  sad  quarrel  had 
made  of  Esmond  a  prisoner  under  sentence,  a  widow  and 
orphans  of  those  whom  in  life  he  held  dearest.     In  terms 
that  might  well  move  a  harder-hearted  man  than  young 
Esmond's  confidant — for,  indeed,  the  speaker's  own  heart 
was  half  broke  as  he  uttered  them — he  described  a  part  of 
what  had  taken  place  in  that  only  sad  interview  which  his 
mistress  had  granted  him ;    how  she  had  left  him  with 
anger  and  almost  imprecation,  whose  words  and  thoughts 
until  then  had  been  only  blessing  and  kindness ;  how  she 
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bad  accused  Mm  of  the  guilt  of  that  blood,  in  exchange  for 
which  he  would  cheerfully  have  sacrificed  his  own  (indeed, 
in  this  the  Lord  Mohun,  the  Lord  Warwick,  and  all  the 
gentlemen  engaged,  as  well  as  the  common  rumour  out  of 
doors — Steele  told  him — bore  out  the  luckless  young  man); 
and  with  all  his  heart,  and  tears,  he  besought  Mr.  Steele 
to  inform  his  mistress  of  her  kinsman's  unhappiness,  and 
to  deprecate  that  cruel  anger  she  showed  him.  Half  fran- 
tick  with  grief  at  the  injustice  done  him,  and  contrasting 
it  with  a  thousand  soft  recollections  of  love  and  confidence 
gone  by,  that  made  his  present  misery  inexpressibly  more 
bitter,  the  poor  wretch  passed  many  a  lonely  day  and 
wakeful  night  in  a  kind  of  powerless  despair  and  rage 
against  his  iniquitous  fortune.  It  was  the  softest  hand 
that  struck  him,  the  gentlest  and  most  compassionate  nature 
that  persecuted  him.  "I  would  as  lief,"  he  said,  "have 
pleaded  guilty  to  the  murder,  ,and  have  suffered  for  it  like 
any  other  felon,  as  have  to  endure  the  torture  to  which  my 
mistress  subjects  me." 

Although  the  recital  of  Esmond's  story,  and  his  passion- 
ate appeals  and  remonstrances,  drew  so  many  tears  from 
Dick  who  heard  them,  they  had  no  effect  upon  the  person 
whom  they  were  designed  to  move.  Esmond's  ambassador 
came  back  from  the  mission  with  which  the  poor  young 
gentleman  had  charged  him,  with  a  sad  blank  face  and  a 
shake  of  the  head,  which  told  that  there  was  no  hope  for 
the  prisoner ;  and  scarce  a  wretched  culprit  in  that  prison 
of  Newgate  ordered  for  execution,  and  trembling  for  a  re- 
prieve, felt  more  cast  down  than  Mr.  Esmond,  innocent  and 
condemned. 

As  had  been  arranged  between  the  prisoner  and  his  coun- 
sel in  their  consultations,  Mr.  Steele  had  gone  to  the  dow- 
ager's house  in  Chelsea,  where  it  has  been  said  the  widow 
and  her  orphans  were,  had  seen  my  Lady  Viscountess,  and 
pleaded  the  cause  of  her  unfortunate  kinsman.  "  And  I 
think  I  spoke  well,  my  poor  boy,"  says  Mr.  Steele ;  "  for 
who  would  not  speak  well  in  such  a  cause,  and  before  so 
beautiful  a  judge?  I  did  not  see  the  lovely  Beatrix  (sure 
her  famous  namesake  of  Florence  was  never  half  so  beau- 
tiful), only  the  young  Viscount  was  in  the  room  with  the 
Lord  Churchill,  my  Lord  of  Marlborough's  eldest  son. 
But  these  young  gentlemen  went  off  to  the  garden ;  I  could 
see  them  from  the  window  tilting  at  each  other  with  poles 


172  HENRY  ESMOND. 

in  a  mimic  tournament  (grief  touches  the  young  but  lightly, 
and  I  remember  that  I  beat  a  drum  at  the  coffin  of  my  own 
father).  My  lady  Viscountess  looked  out  at  the  two  boys 
at  their  game  and  said — '  You  see,  sir,  children  are  taught 
to  use  weapons  of  death  as  toys,  and  to  make  a  sport  of 
murder; '  and  as  she  spoke  she  looked  so  lovely,  and  stood, 
there  in  herself  so  sad  and  beautiful,  an  instance  of  that 
doctrine  whereof  I  am  a  humble  preacher,  that  had  I  not 
dedicated  my  little  volume  of  the  '  Christian  Hero ' — (I 
perceive,  Harry,  thou  hast  not  cut  the  leaves  of  it.  The 
sermon  is  good,  believe  me,  though  the  preacher' s  life  may 
not  answer  it) — I  say,  hadn't  I  dedicated  the  volume  to 
Lord  Cutts,  I  would  have  asked  permission  to  place  her 
ladyship's  name  on  the  first  page.  I  think  I  never  saw 
such  a  beautiful  violet  as  that  of  her  eyes,  Harry.  Her 
complexion  is  of  the  pink  of  the  blush-rose,  she  hath  an 
exquisite  turned  wrist  and  dimpled  hand,  and  I  make  no 
doubt " 

"  Did  you  come  to  tell  me  about  the  dimples  on  my 
lady's  hand?"  broke  out  Mr.  Esmond,  sadly. 

"A  lovely  creature  in  affliction  seems  always  doubly 
beautiful  to  me,"  says  the  poor  Captain,  who  indeed  was 
but  too  often  in  a  state  to  see  double,  and  so  checked  he 
resumed  the  interrupted  thread  of  his  story.  "  As  I  spoke 
my  business,"  Mr.  Steele  said,  "  and  narrated  to  your  mis- 
tress what  all  the  world  knows,  and  the  other  side  hath 
been  eager  to  acknowledge — that  you  had  tried  to  put 
yourself  between  the  two  lords,  and  to  take  your  patron's 
quarrel  on  your  own  point ;  I  recounted  the  general  praises 
of  your  gallantry,  besides  my  Lord  Mohun's  particular 
testimony  to  it ;  I  thought  the  widow  listened  with  some 
interest,  and  her  eyes — I  have  never  seen  such  a  violet, 
Harry — looked  up  at  mine  once  or  twice.  But  after  I  had 
spoken  on  this  theme  for  a  while  she  suddenly  broke  away 
with  a  cry  of  grief.  '  I  would  to  God,  sir,'  she  said,  '  I 
had  never  heard  that  word  gallantry  which  you  use,  or 
known  the  meaning  of  it.  My  lord  might  have  been  here 
but  for  that ;  my  home  might  be  happy ;  my  poor  boy  have 
a  father.  It  was  what  you  gentlemen  call  gallantry  came 
into  my  home,  and  drove  my  husband  on  to  the  cruel  sword 
that  killed  him.  You  should  not  speak  the  word  to  a 
Christian  woman,  sir,  a  poor  widowed  mother  of  orphans, 
whose  home  was  happy  until  the  world  came  into  it — the 
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-wicked  godless  world,  that  takes  the  blood  of  the  innocent, 
and  lets  the  guilty  go  free.' 

"As. the  afflicted  lady  spoke  in  this  strain,  sir,"  Mr. 
Steele  continued,  "  it  seemed  as  if  indignation  moved  her, 
even  more  than  grief.  '  Compensation ! '  she  went  on  pas- 
sionately, her  cheeks  and  eyes  kindling ;  '  what  compensa- 
tion does  your  world  give  the  widow  for  her  husband,  and 
the  children  for  the  murder  of  their  father?  The  wretch 
who  did  the  deed  has  not  even  a  punishment.  Conscience ! 
what  conscience  has  he,  who  can  enter  the  house  of  a 
friend,  whisper  falsehood  and  insult  to  a  woman  that  never 
harmed  him,  and  stab  the  kind  heart  that  trusted  him? 
My  Lord — my  Lord  Wretch,  my  Lord  Villain's,  my  Lord 
Murderer's  peers  meet  to  try  him,  and  they  dismiss  him 
with  a  word  or  two  of  reproof,  and  send  him  into  the  world 
again,  to  pursue  women  with  lust  and  falsehood,  and  to 
murder  unsuspecting  jjuests  that  harbour  him.  That  day, 
my  Lord — my  Lord  Murderer — (I  will  never  name  him) — • 
was  let  loose,  a  woman  was  executed  at  Tyburn  for  steal- 
ing in  a  shop.  But  a  man  may  rob  another  of  his  life,  or 
a  lady  of  her  honour,  and  shall  pay  no  penalty !  I  take 
my  child,  run  to  the  throne,  and  on  my  knees  ask  for  jus- 
tice, and  the  King  refuses  me.  The  King!  he  is  no  king 
of  mine — he  never  shall  be.  He,  too,  robbed  the  throne 
from  the  king  his  father — the  true  king — and  he  has  gone 
unpunished,  as  the  great  do.' 

"I  then  thought  to  speak  for  you,"  Mr.  Steele  con- 
tinued, "  and  I  interposed  by  saying,  '  There  was  one, 
madam,  who,  at  least,  would  have  put  his  own  breast  be- 
tween your  husband's  and  my  Lord  Mohun's  sword.  Your 
poor  young  kinsman,  Harry  Esmond,  hath  told  me  that  he 
tried  to  draw  the  quarrel  on  himself.' 

"'Are  you  come  from  hhn?'  asked  the  lady  (so  Mr. 
Steele  went  on)  rising  up  with  a  great  severity  and  stateli- 
ness.  '  I  thought  you  had  come  from  the  Princess.  I  saw 
Mr.  Esmond  in  his  prison,  and  bade  him  farewell.  He 
brought  misery  into  my  house.  He  never  should  have 
entered  it.' 

"'  Madam,  madam,  he  is  not  to  blame,'  I  interposed," 
continued  Mr.  Steele. 

"  '  Do  I  blame  him  to  you,  sir?  '  asked  the  widow.  '  If 
'tis  he  who  sent  you,  say  that  I  have  taken  counsel, 
where ' — she  spoke  with  a  very  pallid  cheek  now,  and  a 
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break  in  her  voice — '  where  all  who  ask  may  have  it ; — and 
that  it  bids  me  to  part  from  him,  and  to  see  him  no  more. 
We  met  in  the  prison  for  the  last  time — at  least  for  years 
to  come.  It  may  be,  in  years  hence,  when — when  our 
knees  and  our  tears  and  our  contrition  have  changed  our 
sinful  hearts,  sir,  and  wrought  our  pardon,  we  may  meet 
again — but  not  now.  After  what  has  passed,  I  could  not 
bear  to  see  him.  I  wish  him  well,  sir ;  but  I  wish  him 
farewell,  too ;  and  if  he  has  that — that  regard  towards  us 
which  he  speaks  of,  I  beseech  him  to  prove  it  by  obeying 
me  in  this.' 

" '  I  shall  break  the  young  man's  heart,  madam,  by  this 
hard  sentence,'  "  Mr.  Steele  said. 

"  The  lady  shook  her  head,"  continued  my  kiad  scholar. 
"'  The  hearts  of  young  men,  Mr.  Steele,  are  not  so  made,' 
she  said.  'Mr.  Esmond  will  find  other — other  friends. 
J]he  mistress  of  this  house  has  relented  very  much  towards 
the  late  lord's  son,'  she  added,  with  a  blush,  '  and  has 
promised  me,  that  is,  has  promised  that  she  will  care  for 
his  fortune.  Whilst  I  live  in  it,  after  the  horrid  horrid 
deed  which  has  passed,  Castlewood  must  never  be  a  home 
to  him — ^never.  Nor  would  I  have  him  write  to  me — ex- 
cept— no — I  would  have  him  never  write  to  me,  nor  see 
him  more.  Give  him,  if  you  will,  my  partiag — Hush !  not 
a  word  of  this  before  my  daughter. ' 

"  Here  the  fair  Beatrix  entered  from  the  river,  with  her 
cheeks  flushing  with  health,  and  looking  only  the  more 
lovely  and  fresh  for  the  mourning  habiliments  which  she 
wore.     And  my  Lady  Viscountess  said — 

" '  Beatrix,  this  is  Mr.  Steele,  gentleman-usher  to  the 
Prince's  Highness.  When  does  your  new  comedy  appear, 
Mr.  Steele? '  I  hope  thou  wilt  be  out  of  prison  for  the 
first  night,  Harry." 

The  sentimental  Captain  concluded  his  sad  tale,  saying, 
"  Faith,  the  beauty  of  Filia  pulerior  drove  pulcram  matrem 
out  of  my  head ;  and  yet  as  I  came  down  the  river,  and 
thought  about  the  pair,  the  pallid  dignity  and  exquisite 
grace  of  the  matron  had  the  uppermost,  and  I  thought  her 
even  more  noble  than  the  virgin!  " 

The  party  of  prisoners  lived  very  well  in  Newgate,  and 
with  comforts  very  different  to  those  which  were  awarded 
to  the  poor  wretches  there  (his  insensibility  to  their  misery, 
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their  gaiety  still  more  frightful,  their  curses  and  blas- 
phemy, hath  struck  with  a  kind  of  shame  since — as  prov- 
ing how  selfish,  during  his  imprisonment,  his  own  particu- 
lar grief  was,  and  how  entirely  the  thoughts  of  it  absorbed 
him)  :  if  the  three  gentlemen  lived  well  under  the  care  of 
the  Warden  of  Newgate,  it  was  because  they  paid  well : 
and  indeed  the  cost  at  the  dearest  ordinary  or  the  grandest 
tavern  in  London  could  not  have  furnished  a  longer  reckon- 
ing, than  our  host  of  the  "Handcuff  Inn" — as  Colonel 
Westbury  called  it.  Our  rooms  were  the  three  in  the  gate 
over  Newgate — on  the  second  story  looking  up  Newgate 
Street  towards  Cheapside  and  Paul's  Church.  And  we  had 
leave  to  walk  on  the  roof,  and  could  see  thence  Smithfield 
and  the  Bluecoat  Boys'  School,  Gardens,  and  the  Char- 
treux,  where,  as  Harry  Esmond  remembered,  Dick  the 
Scholar,  and  his  friend  Tom  Tusher,  had  had  their  school- 
ing. 

Harry  could  never  have  paid  his  share  of  that  prodigious 
heavy  reckoning  which  my  landlord  brought  to  his  guests 
once  a  week,  for  he  had  but  three  pieces  in  his  pockets 
that  fatal  night  before  the  duel,  when  the  gentlemen  were 
at  cards,  and  offered  to  play  five.  But  whilst  he  was  yet 
ill  at  the  Gatehouse,  after  Lady  Castlewood  had  visited 
him  there,  and  before  his  trial,  there  came  one  in  an  orange- 
tawny  coat  and  blue  lace,  the  livery  which  the  Esmonds 
always  wore,  and  brought  a  sealed  packet  for  Mr.  Esmond, 
which  contained  twenty  guineas,  and  a  note  sayiag  that  a 
counsel  had  been  appointed  for  him,  and  that  more  money 
would  be  forthcoming  whenever  he  needed  it. 

'Twas  a  queer  letter  from  the  scholar  as  she  was,  or  as 
she  called  herself :  the  Dowager  Viscountess  Castlewood, 
written  in  the  strange  barbarous  French  which  she  and 
many  other  fine  ladies  of  that  time — witness  her  Grace  of 
Portsmouth — employed.  Indeed,  spelling  was  not  an  arti- 
cle of  general  commodity  in  the  world  then,  and  my  Lord 
Marlborough's  letters  can  show  that  he,  for  one,  had  but  a 
little  share  of  this  part  of  grammar : — 

"MoNG  CoussiN,"  my  lady  Viscountess  Dowager  wrote, 
"  Je  scay  que  vous  vous  etes  bravement  batew  et  grieve- 
ment  blessay — du  coste  de  feu  M.  le  Vicomte.  M.  le 
Compte  de  Varique  ne  se  playt  qua  parlay  de  vous :  M.  de 
Moon  auQy.    II  di  que  vous  avay  voulew  vous  bastre  avecque 
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luy — que  vous  estes  plus  fort  que  luy  fur  I'ayscrimme — 
quil'y  a  surtout  certaine  Botte  que  vous  scavay  quil  n'a 
jammay  sceu  pariay :  et.que  e'en  eut  4te  fay  de  luy  si  vou- 
seluy  vous  vous  fussiay  battews  ansamb.  Aiucy  ce  pauv 
Vicompte  est  mort.  Mort  et  peutayt — Mon  coussin,  mon. 
coussin!  jay  dans  la  tayste  que  vous  n'estes  quung  pety 
Monst— angcy  que  les  Esmonds  ong  tousjours  este.  La 
veuve  est  chay  moy.  J'ayrecuillycet' pauvefamme.  Elle 
est  furieuse  cont  vous,  allans  tous  les  jours  chercher  le 
Eoy  (d'iey)  demandant  a  gran  cri  revanche  pour  son  Mary. 
Elle  ne  veux  voyre  ni  entende  parlay  de  vous :  pourtant 
elle  ne  fay  qu'en  parlay  milfoy  par  jour.  Quand  vous 
seray  hor  prison  venay  me  voyre.  J'auray  soing  de  vous. 
Si  cette  petite  Prude  veut  se  defaire  de  song  pety  Monste 
(H^las  je  craing  quil  ne  soy  trotar!)  je  m'eu  chargeray. 
Ja'y  encor  quelqu  interay  et  quelques  escus  de  costay. 

"  La  Veuve  se  raecommode  avec  Miladi  Marlboro  qui  est 
tout  puiqante  avecque  la  Eeine  Anne.  Get  dam  senteray- 
sent  pour  la  petite  prude ;  qui  pourctant  a  un  fi  du  mesme 
asge  que  vous  savay. 

"  En  sortant  de  prisong  venez  icy.  Je  ne  puy  vous  re- 
cevoir  chaymoy  a  cause  des  m&hansetes  du  monde,  may 
pre  du  moy  vous  aurez  logement. 

"ISABELLB  ViCOMTBSSE  d'EsMOND." 

Marchioness  of  Esmond  this  lady  sometimes  called  her- 
self, in  virtue  of  that  patent  which  had  been  given  by  the 
late  King  James  to  Harry  Esmond's  father ;  and  in  this 
state,  she  had  her  train  carried  by  a  knight's  wife,  a  cup 
and  cover  of  assay  to  drink  from,  and  fringed  cloth. 

He  who  was  of  the  same  age  as  little  Francis,  whom  we 
shall  henceforth  call  Viscount  Castlewood  here,  was  H.  E. 
H.  the  Prince  of  Wales,  born  in  the  same  year  and  month 
with  Frank,  and  just  proclaimed  at  Saint  Germains,  King 
of  Great  Britain,  France,  and  Ireland. 
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CHAPTER     III. 

I   TAKE   THE   QUEEN'S  PAY  IN   QUIN'S  REGIMENT. 

The  fellow  in  the  orange-tawny  livery  with  blue  lace 
and  facings  was  in  waiting  when  Esmond  came  out  of  pris- 
on, and,  taking  the  young  gentleman's  slender  baggage, 
led  the  way  out  of  that  odious  Newgate,  and  by  Fleet  Con- 
duit, down  to  the  Thames,  where  a  pair  of  oars  was  called, 
and  they  went  up  the  river  to  Chelsea.  Esmond  thought 
the  sun  had  never  shone  so  bright ;  nor  the  air  felt  so  fresh 
and  exhilarating.  Temple  Garden,  as  they  rowed  by, 
looked  like  the  garden  of  Eden  to  him,  and  the  aspect  of 
the  quays,  wharves,  and  buildings  bythe  river,  Somerset 
House,  and  Westminster  (where  the  splendid  new  bridge 
was  just  beginning),  Lambeth  tower  and  palace,  and  that 
busy  shining  scene  of  the  Thames  swarming  with  boats 
and  barges,  filled  his  heart  with  pleasure  and  cheerfulness 
• — as  well  such  a  beautiful  scene  might  to  one  who  had 
been  a  prisoner  so  long,  and  with  so  many  dark  thoughts 
deepening  the  gloom  of  his  captivity.  They  rowed  up  at 
length  to  the  pretty  village  of  Chelsea,  where  the  nobility 
have  many  handsome  country-houses ;  and  so  came  to  my 
Lady  Viscountess's  house,  a  cheerful  new  house  in  the  row 
facing  the  river,  with  a  handsome  garden  behind  it,  and  a 
pleasant  look-out  both  towards  Surrey  and  Kensington, 
where  stands  the  noble  ancient  palace  of  the  Lord  War- 
wick, Harry's  reconciled  adversary. 

Here  in  her  ladyship's  saloon,  the  young  man  saw  again 
some  of  those  pictures  which  had  been  at  Castlewood,  and 
which  she  had  removed  thence  on  the  death  of  her  lord, 
Harry's  father.  Specially,  and  in  the  place  of  honour, 
was  Sir  Peter  Lely's  picture  of  the  Honourable  Mistress 
Isabella  Esmond  as  Diana,  in  yellow  satin,  with  a  bow  in 
her  hand  and  a  crescent  in  her  forehead ;  and  dogs  frisking 
about  her.  'Twas  painted  about  the  time  when  royal 
Endymions  were  said  to  find  favour  with  this  virgin  hun- 
tress; and,  as  goddesses  have  youth  perpetual,  this  one 
believed  to  the  day  of  her  death  that  she  never  grew  older : 
and  always  persisted  in  supposing  the  picture  was  still 
like  her. 

12 
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After  he  had  been  shown  to  her  room  by  the  groom  of  the 
chamber,  who  filled  many  offices  besides  in  her  ladyship's 
modest  household,  and  after  a  proper  interval,  this  elderly 
goddess  Diana  vouchsafed  to  appear  to  the  young  man.  A 
blackamoor  in  a  Turkish  habit,  with  red  boots  and  a  silver 
collar,  on  which  the  Viscountess's  arms  were  engraven, 
preceded  her  and  bore  her  cushion ;  then  came  her  gentle- 
woman; a  little  pack  of  spaniels  barking  and  frisking 
about  preceded  the  austere  huntress — then,  behold,  the 
Viscountess  herself  "dropping  odours."  Esmond  recol- 
lected from  his  childhood  that  rich  aroma  of  musk  which 
his  mother-in-law  (for  she  may  be  called  so)  exhaled.  As 
the  sky  grows  redder  and  redder  towards  sunset,  so,  in  the 
decline  of  her  years,  the  cheeks  of  my  Lady  Dowager 
blushed  more  deeply.  Her  face  was  illuminated  with  ver- 
milion, which  appeared  the  brighter  from  the  white  paint 
employed  to  set  it  off.  She  wore  the  ringlets  which  had 
been  in  fashion  in  King  Charles's  time ;  whereas  the  ladies 
of  King  William's  had  head-dresses  like  the  towers  of 
Cybele.  Her  eyes  gleamed  out  from  the  midst  of  this 
queer  structure  of  paint,  dyes,  and  pomatums.  Such  was 
my  Lady  Viscountess,  Mr.  Esmond's  father's  widow. 

He  made  her  such  a  profound  bow  as  her  dignity  and 
relationship  merited,  and  advanced  with  the  greatest  grav- 
ity, and  once  more  kissed  that  hand,  upon  the  trembling 
knuckles  of  which  glittered  a  score  of  rings — remembering 
old  times  when  that  trembling  hand  made  him  tremble. 
"Marchioness,"  says  he,  bowing,  and  on  one  knee,  "is  it 
only  the  hand  I  may  have  the  honour  of  saluting?  "  For, 
accompanying  that  inward  laughter,  which  the  sight  of 
such  an  astonishing  old  figure  might  well  produce  in  the 
young  man,  there  was  good  will  too,  and  the  kindness  of 
consanguinity.  She  had  been  his  father's  wife,  and  was 
his  grandfather's  daughter.  She  had  suffered  him  in  old 
days,  and  was  kind  to  him  now  after  her  fashion.  And 
now  that  bar-sinister  was  removed  from  Esmond' s  thoughts, 
and  that  secret  opprobrium  no  longer  cast  upon  his  mind, 
he  was  pleased  to  feel  family  ties  and  own  them — perhaps 
secretly  vain  of  the  sacrifice  he  had  made,  and  to  think 
that  he,  Esmond,  was  really  the  chief  of  his  house,  and 
only  prevented  by  his  own  magnanimity  from  advancing 
his  claim. 

At  least,  ever  since  he  had  learned  that  secret  from  his 
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'  Then,  behold,  the  Viscountess  herself."  ..   . 

— Henry  Esmond,  Bk.  II.,  chap.  :n.,  p.  178. 
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poor  patron  on  his  dying  bed,  actually  as  he  was  standing 
beside  it,  he  had  felt  an  independency  which  he  had  never 
known  before,  and  which  since  did  not  desert  him.  So  he 
called  his  old  aunt  Marchioness,  but  with  an  air  as  if  he 
was  the  Marquis  of  Esmond  who  so  addressed  her. 

Did  she  read  in  the  young  gentleman's  eyes,  which  had 
now  no  fear  of  hers  or  their  superannuated  authority,  that 
he  knew  or  suspected  the  truth  about  his  birth?  She  gave 
a  start  of  surprise  at  his  altered  manner :  indeed,  it  was 
quite  a  different  bearing  to  that  of  the  Cambridge  student 
who  had  paid  her  a  visit  two  years  since,  and  whom  she 
had  dismissed  with  five  pieces  sent  by  the  groom  of  the 
chamber.  She  eyed  him,  then  trembled  a  little  more  than 
was  her  wont,  perhaps,  and  said,  "  Welcome,  cousin,"  in  a 
frightened  voice. 

His  resolutioji,  as  has  been  said  before,  had  been  quite 
__different,  namely,  so  to  bear  himself  through  fife^^Tf  the 
^s_ecrejLof  _his_birth  was  not. known  to  him ;  but  he  suddenly 
and  rightly  determined  on_  a  different  course.  He  asked 
that  her  ladyship's  attendants  should  be  dismissed,  and 
when  they  were  private — "Welcome,  nephew,  at  least, 
madam,  it  should  be,"  he  said.  "A  great  wrong  has  been 
done  to  me  and  to  you,  and  to  my  poor  mother,  who  is  no 
more." 

"I  declare  before  heaven  that  I  was  guiltless  of  it,"  she 
cried  out,  giving  up  her  cause  at  once.  "It  was  your 
wicked  father  who " 

"  Who  brought  this  dishonour  on  our  family,"  says  Mr. 
Esmond.  "I  know  it  full  well.  I  want  to  disturb  no 
one.  Those  who  are  in  present  possession  have  been  my 
dearest  benefactors,  and  are  quite  innocent  of  intentional 
wrong  to  me._  The  late  lord,  my  dear  patron,  knew  not 
the  truth  until  a  few  months  before  his  death,  when  Eather 
Holt  brought  the  news  to  him." 

^TThe  wretcEThe hadTt  in  confession!  he  had  it  in  con- 
fession !  "  cried  out  the  Dowager  Lady. 

"ISTot  so.  He  learned  it  elsewhere  as  well  as  in  confes- 
sion," Mr.  Esmond  answered.  "  My  father,  when  wounded 
at  the  Boyne,  told  the  truth  to  a  French  priest,  who  was 
in  hiding  after  the  battle,  as  well  as  to  the  priest  there,  at 
whose  house  he  died.  This  gentleman  did  not  think  fit  to 
divulge  the  story  till  he  met  with  Mr.  Holt  at  Saint  Omer's. 
And  the  latter  kept  it  back  for  his  own  purpose,  and  until 
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he  had  learned  whether  my  mother  was  alive  or  no.  She 
is  dead  years  since,  my  poor  patron  told  me  with  his  dying 
breath,  and  I  doubt  him  not.  I  do  not  know  even  whether 
I  could  prove  a  marriage.  I  would  not  if  I  could.  I  do 
not  care  to  bring  shame  on  our  name,  or  grief  upon  those 
whom  I  love,  however  hardly  they  may  use  me.  M.y 
father's  son,  madam,  won't  aggravate  the  wrong  my  father 
did  you.  Continue  to  be  his  widow,  and  give  me  your 
kindness.  "lis  all  I  ask  from  you;  and  I  shall  never 
speak  of  this  matter  again." 

"  Mais  vous  gtes  un  noble  jeune  homme !  "  breaks  out  my 
lady,  speaking,  as  usual  with  her  when  she  was  agitated, 
in  the  French  language. 

"Koblesse  oblige,"  says  Mr.  Esmond,  making  her  a  low 
bow.  "There  are  those  alive  to  whom,  in  return  for  their 
love  to  me,  I  often  fondly  said  I  would  give  my  life  away. 
Shall  I  be  their  enemy  now,  and  quarrel  about  a  title? 
What  matters  who  has  it?     'Tis  with  the  family  still." 

"  What  can  there  be  in  that  little  prude  of  a  woman  that 
makes  men  so  raffoler  about  her? "  cries  out  my  Lady 
Dowager.  "  She  was  here  for  a  month  petitioning  the 
King.  She  is  pretty,  and  well  conserved ;  but  she  has  not 
the  bel  air.  In  his  late  Majesty's  Court  all  the  men  pre- 
tended to  admire  her,  and  she  was  no  better  than  a  little 
wax  doll.  She  is  better  now,  and  looks  the  sister  of  her 
daughter;  but  what  mean  you  aJl  by  bepraising  her?  Mr. 
Steele,  who  was  in  waiting  on  Prince  George,  seeing  her 
with  her  two  children  going  to  Kensington,  writ  a  poem 
about  her,  and  says  he  shall  wear  her  colours,  and  dress 
in  black  for  the  future.  Mr.  Congreve  says  he  will  write 
a  '  Mourning  Widow,'  that  shall  be  better  than  his  '  Mourn- 
ing Bride.'  Though  their  husbands  quarrelled  and  fought 
when  that  wretch  Churchill  deserted  the  King  (for  which 
he  deserved  to  be  hung).  Lady  Marlborough  has  again 
gone  wild  about  the  little  widow ;  insulted  me  in  my  own 
drawing-room,  by  saying  that  'twas  not  the  old  widow,  but 
the  young  Viscountess,  she  had  come  to  see.  Little  Castle- 
wood  and  little  Lord  Churchill  are  to  be  sworn  friends, 
and  have  boxed  each  other  twice  or  thrice  like  brothers 
already.  'Twas  that  wicked  young  Mohun  who,  coming 
back  from  the  provinces  last  year,  where  he  had  disinterred 
her,  raved  about  her  all  the  winter ;  said  she  was  a  pearl 
set  before  swine;   and  killed   poor  stupid  Prank.     The 
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quarrel  was  all  about  his  wife.  I  know  'twas  all  about 
her.  Was  there  anything  between  her  and  Mohun, 
nephew?  Tell  me  now — was  there  anything?  About 
yourself,  I  do  not  ask  you  to  answer  questions." 

Mr.  Esmond  blushed  up.  "  My  lady's  virtue  is  like  that 
of  a  saint  in  heaven,  madam,"  he  cried  out. 

"Eh! — mon  neveu.  Many  saints  get  to  heaven  after 
having  a  deal  to  repent  of.  I  believe  you  are  like  all  the 
rest  of  the  fools,  and  madly  in  love  with  her. " 

"  Indeed,  I  loved  and  honoured  her  before  all  the  world," 
Esmond  answererd.     "  I  take  no  shame  in  that." 

"  And  she  has  shut  her  door  on  you — given  the  living  to 
that  horrid  young  cub,  son  of  that  horrid  old  bear,  Tusher, 
and  says  she  will  never  see  you  more.  Monsieur  mou 
neveu — we  are  all  like  that.  When  I  was  a  young  woman, 
I'm  positive  that  a  thousand  duels  were  fought  about  me. 
And  when  poor  Monsieur  de  Souchy  drowned  himself  in 
the  canal  at  Bruges  because  I  danced  with  Count  Spring- 
bock,  I  couldn't  squeeze  out  a  single  tear,  but  danced  till 
five  o'clock  the  next  morning.  'Twas  the  Count — no, 
'twas  my  Lord  Ormond  that  payed  the  fiddles,  and  his 
Majesty  did  me  the  honour  of  dancing  all  night  with  me. 
— How  you  are  grown !  You  have  got  the  bel  air.  You 
are  a  black  man.  Our  Esmonds  are  all  black.  The  little 
prude's  son  is  fair;  so  was  his  father — fair  and  stupid. 
You  were  an  ugly  little  wretch  when  you  came  to  Castle- 
wood — you  were  all  eyes,  like  a  young  crow.  We  intended 
you  should  be  a  priest.  That  awful  Father  Holt — how  he 
used  to  frighten  me  when  I  was  ill !  I  have  a  comfortable 
director  now — the  Abbe  Douillette — a  dear  man.  We 
make  meagre  on  Fridays  always.  My  cook  is  a  devout 
pious  man.  You,  of  course,  are  of  the  right  way  of  think- 
ing.    They  say  the  Prince  of  Orange  is  very  ill  indeed. " 

In  this  way  the  old  Dowager  rattled  on  remorselessly  to 
Mr.  Esmond,  who  was  quite  astounded  with  her  present 
volubility,  contrasting  it  with  her  former  haughty  beha- 
viour to  him.  But  she  had  taken  him  into  favour  for  the 
moment,  and  chose  not  only  to  like  him,  as  far  as  her 
nature  permitted,  but  to  be  afraid  of  him ;  and  he  found 
himself  to  be  as  familiar  with  her  now  as  a  young  man,  as, 
when  a  boy,  he  had  been  timorous  and  silent.  She  was  as 
good  as  her  word  respecting  him.  She  introduced  him  to 
ier  company,  of  which  she  entertained  a  good  deal — of  the 
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adherents  of  King  James  of  course — and  a  great  deal  of 
loud  intriguing  took  place  over  her  card-tables.  She  pre- 
sented Mr.  Esmond  as  her  kinsman  to  many  persons  of 
honour ;  she  supplied  him  not  illiberally  with  money,  which 
he  had  no  scruple  in  accepting  from  her,  considering  the 
relationship  which  he  bore  to  her,  and  the  sacrifices  which 
he  himself  was  making  in  behalf  of  the  family.  But  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  continue  at  no  woman's  apron- 
strings  longer ;  and  perhaps  had  cast  about  how  he  should 
distinguish  himself,  and  make  himself  a  name,  which  his 
singular  fortune  had  denied  him.  A  discontent  with  his 
former  bookish  life  and  quietude, — a  bitter  feeling  of  revolt 
at  that  slavery  in  which  he  had  chosen  to  confine  himself 
for  the  sake  of  those  whose  hardness  towards  him  made 
his  heart  bleed, — a  restless  wish  to  see  men  and  the  world, 
— led  him  to  think  of  the  military  profession :  at  any  rate, 
to  desire  to  see  a  few  campaigns,  and  accordingly  he 
pressed  his  new  patroness  to  get  him  a  pair  of  colours ;  and 
one  day  had  the  honour  of  finding  himself  appointed  an 
ensign  in  Colonel  Quin's  regiment  of  Fusiliers  on  the  Irish 
establishment. 

Mr.  Esmond's  commission  was  scarce  three  weeks  old 
when  that  accident  befell  King  William  which  ended  the 
life  of  the  greatest,  the  wisest,  the  bravest,  and  most 
clement  sovereign  whom  England  ever  knew.  'Twas  the 
fashion  of  the  hostile  party  to  assail  this  great  prince's 
reputation  during  his  life ;  but  the  joy  which  they  and  all 
his  enemies  in  Europe  showed  at  his  death,  is  a  proof  of  the 
terror  in  which  they  held  him.  Young  as  Esmond  was,  he 
was  wise  eaiough  (and  generous  enough  too,  let  it  be  said) 
to  scorn  that  indecency  of  gratulation  which  broke  out 
amongst  the  followers  of  King  James  in  London,  upon  the 
death  of  this  illustrious  prince,  this  invincible  warrior,  this 
wise  and  moderate  statesman.  Loyalty  to  the  exiled 
king's  family  was  traditional,  as  has  been  said,  in  that 
house  to  which  Mr.  Esmond  be;longed.  His  father's  widow 
had  all  her  hopes,  sympathies,  recollections,  prejudices, 
engaged  on  King  James's  side ;  and  was  certainly  as  noisy 
a  conspirator  as  ever  asserted  the  King's  rights,  or  abused 
his  opponent's,  over  a  quadrille  table  or  a  dish  of  bohea. 
Her  ladyship's  house  swarmed  with  ecclesiastics,  in  dis- 
guise and  out ;  with  tale-bearers  from  St.  G-ermains ;  and 
quidnuncs  that  knew  the  last  news  from  Versailles :  nay, 
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the  exact  force  and  number  of  the  next  expedition  which 
the  French  king  was  to  send  from  Dunkirk,  and  which  was 
to  swallow  up  the  Prince  of  Orange,  his  army  and  his 
court.  She  had  received  the  Duke  of  Berwick  when  he 
landed  here  in  '96.  She  kept  the  glass  he  drank  from, 
vowing  she  never  would  use  it  till  she  drank  King  James 
the  Third's  health  in  it  on  his  Majesty's  return;  she  had 
tokens  from  the  Queen,  and  relics  of  the  saint  who,  if  the 
story  was  true,  had  not  always  been  a  saint  as  far  as  she 
and  many  others  were  concerned.  She  believed  in  the 
miracles  wrought  at  his  tomb,  and  had  a  hundred  authentick 
stories  of  wondrous  cures  effected  by  the  blessed  king's 
rosaries,  the  medals  which  he  wore,  the  locks  of  his  hair, 
or  what  not.  Esmond  remembered  a  score  of  marvellous 
tales  which  the  credulous  old  woman  told  him.  There 
was  the  Bishop  of  Autun,  that  was  healed  of  a  malady  he 
had  for  forty  years,  and  which  left  him  after  he  said  mass 
for  the  repose  of  the  king's  soul.  There  was  M.  Marais, 
a  surgeon  in  Auvergne,  who  had  a  palsy  in  both  his  legs, 
which  was  cured  through  the  king's  intercession.  There 
was  Philip  Pitet,  of  the  Benedictines,  who  had  a  suffocat- 
ing cough,  which  well-nigh  killed  him,  but  he  besought 
relief  of  heaven  through  the  merits  and  intercession  of  the 
blessed  king,  anc'.  he  straightway  felt  a  profuse  sweat 
breaking  out  all  over  him.,  and  was  recovered  perfectly. 
And  there  was  the  wife  of  Mons.  Lepervier,  dancing-master 
to  the  Duke  of  Saxe-Gotha,  who  was  entirely  eased  of  a 
rheumatism  by  the  king's  intercession,  of  which  miracle 
there  could  be  ns  doubt,  for  her  surgeon  and  his  appren- 
tice had  given-their  testimony,  under  oath,  that  they  did 
not  in  any  way  contribute  to  the  cure.  Of  these  tales,  and 
a  thousand^ -like  them,  Mr.  Esmond  believed  as  much  as  he 
chose.  His  kinswoman's  greater  faith  had  swallow  for 
J  them  all/ 

1  The  English  High  Church  party  did  not  adopt  these 
(legends.  But  truth  and  honour,  as  they  thought,  bound 
'them  to  the  exiled  king's  side ;  nor  had  the  banished  family 
any- warmer  supporter  than  that  kind  lady  of  Castlewood, 
i.a  whose  house  Esmond  was  brought  up.  She  iniluenced 
iier  husband,  very  much  more  perhaps  than  my  lord  knew, 
who  admired  his  wife  prodigiously  though  he  might  be 
inconstant  to  her,  and  who,  adverse  to  the  trouble  of  think- 
ing himself,  gladly  enough  adopted  the  opinions  which  she 
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chose,  for  him.  To  oue  of  her  simple  and  faithful  heart, 
allegiance  to  any  sovereign  but  the  one  was  impossible. 
To  serve  King  William  for  interest's  sake  would  have  been 
a  monstrous  hypocrisy  and  treason.  Her  pure  conscience 
could  no  more  have  consented  to  it  than  to  a  theft,  a  for- 
gery, or  any  other  base  action.  Lord  Castlewood  might 
have  been  won  over,  no  doubt,  but  his  wife  never  could : 
and  he  submitted  his  conscience  to  hers  in  this  case  as  he 
did  in  most  others,  when  he  was  not  tempted  too  sorely. 
And  it  was  from  his  affection  and  gratitude  most  likely, 
and  from  that  eager  devotion  for  his  mistress,  which  char- 
acterized all  Esmond's  youth,  that  the  young  man  sub- 
scribed to  this,  and  other  articles  of  faith,  which  his  fond 
benefactress  set  him.  Had  she  been  a  Whig,  he  had  been 
one;  had  she  followed  Mr.  Eox,  and  turned  Quaker,  no 
doubt  he  would  have  abjured  ruffles  and  a  periwig,  and 
have  forsworn  swords,  lace-coats,  and  clocked  stockings. 
In  the  scholars'  boyish  disputes  at  the  University,  where 
parties  ran  very  high,  Esmond  was  noted  as  a  Jacobite, 
and  very  likely  from  vanity  as  much  as  affection  took  the 
side  of  his  family. 

Almost  the  whole  of  the  clergy  of  the  country  and  more 
than  a  half  of  the  nation  were  on  this  side.  Ours  is  the 
most  loyal  people  in  the  world  surely);  we  admire  our 
kings,  and  are  faithful  to  them  long  aftei:  they  have  ceased 
to  be  true  to  us.  'Tis  a  wonder  to  any  one  who  looks  back 
at  the  history  of  the  Stuart  family-  to  think  how  they 
kicked  their  crowns  away  from  them ;  how  they  flung  away 
chances  after  chances ;  what  treasures  of  loyalty  they  dis- 
sipated, and  how  fatally  they  were  bent  on  consummating 
their  own  ruin.  If  ever  men  had  fidelity,  'twas  they;  if 
ever  men  squandered  opportunity,  'twas  they ;  and,  of  all 
the  enemies  they  had,  they  themselves  were  <the  most 
fatal.* 

When  the  Princess  Anne  succeeded,  the  wearied  nation 
was  glad  enough  to  cry  a  truce  from  all  these  wars,  con- 
troversies, and  conspiracies,  and  to  accept  in  the  person  of ) 
a  Princess  of  the  blood  royal  a  compromise  between  the' 
parties  into  which  the  country  was  divided.  The  Tories 
could  serve  under  her  with  easy  consciences ;  though  a  Torj 

*'i2  TT^TToi,  olov  6ij  vv  feovf  (SpOTOL  atTiduvTaL' 
if  ^/liuv  ydp  (jiaai  k&k'  1/i/j.evai,  ol  Sh  Kal  avTot 
o^yatv  aTaadaViTjaLV  mip  fidpov  akyt^  Ixovati,. 
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ierself,  she  represented  the  triumph  of  the  Whig  opinion. 
The  people  of  England,  always  liking  that  their  Princes 
should  be  attached  to  their  own  families,  were  pleased  to 
think  the  Princess  was  faithful  to  hers ;  and  up  to  the  very- 
last  day  and  hour  of  her  reign,  and  but  for  that  fatality 
which  he  inherited  from  his  fathers  along  with  their  claims 
to  the  English  crown,  King  James  the  Third  might  have 
worn  it.  But  he  neither  knew  how  to  wait  an  opportu- 
nity, nor  to  use  it  when  he  had  it;  he  was  venturesome 
when  he  ought  to  have  been  cautious,  and  cautious  when 
he  ought  to  have  dared  everything.  'Tis  with  a  sort  of 
rage  at  his  inaptitude  that  one  thinks  "of  his  melancholy 
story.  Do  the  Fates  deal  more  specially  with  kings  than 
with  common  men?  One  is  apt  to  imagine  so,  in  consider- 
iag  the  history  of  that  royal  race,  in  whose  behalf  so  much 
fidelity,  so  much  valour,  so  much  blood  were  desperately 
and  bootlessly  expended. 

The  King  dead  then,  the  Princess  Anne  (ugly  Anne 
Hyde's  daughter,  our  Dowager  at  Chelsea  called  her)  was 
proclaimed  by  trumpeting  heralds  all  over  the  town  from 
Westminster  to  Ludgate  Hill,  amidst  immense  jubilations 
of  the  people. 

Next  week  my  Lord  Marlborough  was  promoted  to  the 
Garter,  and  to  be  Captain-General  of  her  Majesty's  forces 
at  home  and  abroad.  This  appointment  only  inflamed  the 
Dowager's  rage,  or,  as  she  thought  it,  her  fidelity  to  her 
rightful  sovereign.  "The  Princess  is  but  a  puppet  in  the 
hands  of  that  fury  of  a  woman,  who  comes  into  my  draw- 
ing-room and  insults  me  to  my  face.  What  can  come  to  a 
country  that  is  given  over  to  such  a  woman?  "  says  the 
Dowager:  "As  for  that  double-faced  traitor,  my  Lord 
Marlborough,  he  has  betrayed  every  man  and  every  woman 
with'Vhom  he  has  had  to  deal,  except  his  horrid  wife,  who 
makes  him  tremble.  'Tis  all  over  with  the  country  when 
it  has  got  into  the  clutches  of  such  wretches  as  these." 

Esmond's  old  kinswoman  saluted  the  new  powers  in  this 
way ;  but  some  good  fortune  at  last  occurred  to  a  family 
which  stood  in  great  need  of  it,  by  the  advancement  of 
these  famous  personages,  who  benefited  humbler  people 
that  had  the  luck  of  being  in  their  favour.  Before  Mr. 
Esmond  left  England  in  the  month  of  August,  and  being 
then  at  Portsmouth,  where  he  had  joined  his  regiment,  and 
was  busy  at  drill,  learning  the  practice  and  mysteries  of 
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the  musket  and  pike,  he  heard  that  a  pension  on  the  Stamp 
Office  Iiad  been  got  for  his  late  beloved  mistress,  and  that 
the  young  Mistress  Beatrix  was  also  to  be  taken  into  court. 
So  much  good,  at  least,  had  come  of  the  poor  widow's  visit 
to  London,  not  revenge  upon  her  husband's  enemies,  but 
reconcilement  to  old  friends,  who  pitied,  and  seemed  in- 
clined to  serve  her.  As  for  the  comrades  in  prison  and 
the  late  misfortune.  Colonel  Westbury  was  with  the 
Captain-General  gone  to  Holland ;  Captain  Macartney  was 
now  at  Portsmouth,  with  his  regiment  of  Fusileers  and  the 
force  under  command  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Ormond, 
bound  for  Spain  it  was  said ;  my  Lord  Warwick  was  re- 
turned home ;  and  Lord  Mohun,  so  far  from  being  punished 
for  the  homicide  which  had  brought  so  much  grief  and 
change  into  the  Esmond  family,  was  gone  in  company  of 
my  Lord  Macclesfield's  splendid  embassy  to  the  Elector  of 
Hanover,  carrying  the  Garter  to  his  Highness,  and  a  com- 
plimentary letter  from  the  Queen. 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

RECAPITULATIONS. 

Feom  such  fitful  lights  as  could  be  cast  upon  his  dark 
history  by  the  broken  narrative  of  his  poor  patron,  torn  by 
remorse  and  struggling  in  the  last  pangs  of  dissolution, 
Mr.  Esmond  had  been  made  to  understand  so  far,  that^is 
mother  was  long  since  dead ;  and  so  there  could  be  no  ques- 
tion as  regarded  her  or  her  honour,  tarnished  by  her  hus- 
band's desertion  and  injury,  to  influence  her  son  in  any 
steps  which  he  might  take  either  for  prosecuting  or  relin- 
quishing his  own  just  claims.  It  appeared  from  my  poor 
lord's  hurried  confession,  that  he  had  been  made  acquainted 
with  the  real  facts  of  the  case  only  two  years  since,  when 
Mr.  Holt  visited  him,  and  would  have  implicated  him  in 
ono  of  those  many  conspiracies  by  which  the  secret  leaders 
of  King  James's  party  in  this  country  were  ever  endeavour- 
ing to  destroy  the  Prince  of  Orange's  life  or  power:  con- 
spiracies so  like  murder,  so  cowardly  in  the  means  used, 
so  wicked  in  the  end,  that  our  nation  has  sure  done  well  in 
throwing  off  all  allegiance  and  fidelity  to  the  ,  unhappy 
family  that  could  not  vindicate  its  right  except  by  such 
treachery — by  such  dark  intrigue  and  base  agents.  There 
were  designs  against  King  William  that  were  no  more  hon- 
ourable than  the  ambushes  of  cut-throats  and  footpads. 
'Tis  humiliating  to  think  that  a  great  Prince,  possessor  of 
a  great  and  sacred  right,  and  upholder  of  a  great  cause, 
should  have  stooped  to  such  baseness  of  assassination  and 
treasons  as  are  proved  by  the  unfortunate  King  James's 
own  warrant  and  sign  manual  given  to  his  supporters  in 
this  country.  What  he  and  they  called  levying  war  was, 
in  truth,  no  better  than  instigating  murder.  The  noble 
Prince  of  Orange  burst  magnanimously  through  those  feeble 
meshes  of  conspiracy  in  which  his  enemies  tried  to  envelop 
him :  it  seemed  as  if  their  cowardly  daggers  broke  upon 
the  breast  of  his  undaunted  resolution.  After  King 
James's  death,  the  Queen  and  her  people  at  St.  Germains 
■ — priests  and  women  for  the  most  part — continued  their 
intrigues  in  behalf  of  the  young  Prince,  James  the  Third, 
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as  he  was  called  in  France  and  by  his  party  here  (this 
Prince,  or  Chevalier  de  St.  George,  was  born  in  the  same 
year  with  Esmond's  young  pupil  Frank,  my  Lord  Vis- 
count's son);  and  the  Prince's  afEairs,  being  in  the  hands 
of  priests  and  women,  were  conducted  as  priests  and 
women  will  conduct  them,  artfully,  cruelly,  feebly,  and  to 
a  certain  bad  issue.  The  mOral  of  the  Jesuits'  story  I 
think  as  wholesome  a  one  as  ever  was  writ :  the  artfuUest, 
the  wisest,  the  most  toilsome,  and  dexterous  plot-builders 
in  the  world — there  always  comes  a  day  when  the  roused , 
publick  indignation  kicks  their  flimsy  edifice  down,  and 
sends  its  cowardly  enemies  a-flying.  Mr.  Swift  hath  finely 
described  that  passion  for  intrigue,  that  love  of  secrecy, 
slander,  and  lying,  which  belongs  to  weak  people,  hangers- 
on  of  weak  courts.  'Tis  the  nature  of  such  to  hate  and 
envy  the  strong,  and  conspire  their  ruin ;  and  the  conspir- 
acy succeeds  very  well,  and  everything  presages  the  satis- 
factory overthrow  of  the  great  victim ;  until  one  day  Gulli- 
ver rouses  himself,  shakes  off  the  little  vermin  of  an  enemy, 
and  walks  away  unmolested.  Ah !  the  Irish  soldiers  might 
well  say  after  the  Boyne,  "  Change  kings  with  us,  and  we 
will  fight  it  over  again."  Indeed,  the  fight  was  not  fair 
between  the  two.  'Twas  a  weak,  priest-ridden,  woman- 
ridden  man,  with  such  puny  allies  and  weapons  as  his  own 
poor  nature  led  him  to  choose,  contending  against  the 
schemes,  the  generalship,  the  wisdom,  and  the  heart  of  a 
hero. 

On  one  of  these  many  coward's  errands  then,  (for,  as  I 
view  them  now,  I  can  call  them  no  less,)  Mr.  Holt  had 
come  to  my  lord  at  Castlewood,  proposing  some  iufallible 
plan  for  the  Prince  of  Orange's  destruction,  in  which  my 
Lord  Viscount,  loyalist  as  he  was,  had  indignantly  refused 
to  join.  As  far  as  Mr.  Esmond  could  gather  from  his 
dyiag  words.  Holt  came  to  my  lord  with  a  plan  of  insur- 
rection, and  offer  of  the  renewal,  in  his  person,  of  that 
marquis's  title  which  King  James  had  conferred  on  the 
preceding  viscount ;  and  on  refusal  of  this  bribe,  a  threat 
was  made,  on  Holt's  part,  to  upset  my  Lord  Viscount's 
claim  to  his  estate  and  title  of  Castlewood  altogether.  To 
back  this  astounding  piece  of  intelligence,  of  which  Henry 
Esmond's  patron  now  had  the  first  light.  Holt  came  armed 
with  the  late  lord's  dying  declaration,  after  the  affair  of 
the  Boyne,  at  Trim,  in  Ireland,   made  both  to  the  Irish 
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priest  and  a  French  eeclesiastick  of  Holt's  order,  that  was 
with  King  James's  army.  Holt  showed,  or  pretended  to 
show,  the  marriage  eertitieate  of  the  late  Viscount  Esmond 
jwith  my  mother^  in  the  city  of  Brussels,  in  the  year  1677, 
when  the  viscount,  then  Thomas  Esmond,  was  serving  with 
the  English  army  in  Flanders;  he  could  show,  he  said, 
that  this  Gertrude,  deserted  by  her  husjiand  long  since, 
was  alive,  and  a  professed  nun  in  the  year  1685,  at  Brus- 
sels, in  which  year  Thomas  Esmond  married  his  uncle's 
daughter,_  Isabella,  now  called  Viscountess  Dowager  of 
Castlewood ;  and  leaving  him,  for  twelve  hours,  to  consider 
this  astounding  news  (so  the  poor  dying  lord  said),  disap- 
peared with  his  papers  in  the  mysterious  way  in  which  he 
came.  Esmond  knew  how,  well  enough :  by  that  window 
from  which  he  had  seen  the  Father  issue : — but  there  was  no 
need  to  explain  to  my  poor  lord,  only  to  gather  from  his 
parting  lips  the  words  which  he  would  soon  be  able  to 
utter  no  more. 

Ere  the  twelve  hours  were  over.  Holt  himself  was  a 
prisoner,  implicated  in  Sir  John  Fenwick's  conspiracy,  and 
locked  up  at  Hexton  first,  whence  he  was  transferred  to 
the  Tower;  leaving  the  poor  Lord  Viscount,  who  was  not 
aware  of  the  others  being  taken,  in  daily  apprehension  of 
his  return,  when  (as  my  Lord  Castlewood  declared,  calling 
God  to  witness,  and  with  tears  in  his  dying  eyes)  it  had 
been  his  intention  at  once  to  give  up  his  estate  and  his  title 
to  their  proper  owner,  and  to  retire  to  his  own  house  at 
Walcote  with  his  family.  "  And  would  to  God  I  had  done 
it,"  the  poor  lord  said.  "I  would  not  be  here  now, 
wounded  to  death,  a  miserable,  stricken  man !  " 

My  lord  waited  day  after  day,  and,  as  may  be  supposed, 
no  messenger  came ;  but  at  a  month' s  end  Holt  got  means 
to  convey  to  him  a  message  out  of  the  Tower,  which  was 
to  this  effect :  that  he  should  consider  all  unsaid  that  had 
been  said,  and  that  things  were  as  they  were. 

"I  had  a  sore  temptation,"  said  my  poor  lord.  "Since 
I  had  come  into  this  cursed  title  of  Castlewood,  which 
hath  never  prospered  with  me,  I  have  spent  far  more  than 
the  income  of  that  estate,  and  my  paternal  one,  too.  I 
calculated  all  my  means  down  to  the  last  shilling,  and 
found  I  never  could  pay  you  back,  my  poor  Harry,  whose 
fortune  I  had  had  for  twelve  years.  My  wife  and  children 
must  have  gone  out  of  the  house  dishonoured,  and  beggars. 
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God  knows,  it  hath  been  a  miserable  one  for  me  and  mine. 
Like  a  coward,  I  clung  to  that  respite  which  Holt  gave 
me.  I  kept  the  truth  from  Rachel  and  you.  I  tried  to 
win  money  of  Mohun,  and  only  plunged  deeper  into  debt ; 
I  scarce  dared  look  thee  in  the  face  when  I  saw  thee.  This 
sword  hath  been  hanging  over  my  head  these  two  years. 
I  swear  I  felt  happy  when  Mohun' s  blade  entered  my 
side." 

After  lying  ten  months  in  the  Tower,  Holt,  against 
whom  nothing  could  be  found  except  that  he  was  a  Jesuit 
priest,  known  to  be  in  King  James's  interest,  was  put  on 
shipboard  by  the  incorrigible  forgiveness  of  King  William, 
who  promised  him,  however,  a  hanging  if  ever  he  should 
again  set  foot  on  English  shore.  More  than  once,  whilst 
he  was  in  prison  himself,  Esmond  had  thought  where  those 
papers  could  be,  which  the  Jesuit  had  shown  to  his  patron, 
and  which  had  such  an  interest  for  himself.  They  were 
not  found  on  Mr.  Holt's  person  when  that  Father  was  ap- 
prehended, for  had  such  been  the  case  my  Lords  of  the 
Council  had  seen  them,  and  this  family  history  had  long 
since  been  made  publick.  However,  Esmond  cared  not  to 
seek  the  papers.  His  resolution  being  taken ;  his  poor 
mother  dead ;  what  matter  to  him  that  documents  existed 
proving  his  right  to  a  title  which  he  was  determined  not  to 
claim,  and  of  which  he  vowed  never  to  deprive  that  family 
which  he  loved  best  in  the  world?  Perhaps  he  took  a 
greater  pride  out  of  his  sacrifice  than  he  would  have  had  in 
those  honours  which  he  was  resolved  to  forego.  Again,  as 
long  as  these  titles  were  not  forthcoming,  Esmond's  kins- 
man, dear  young  Francis,  was  the  honourable  and  undis- 
puted owner  of  the  Castlewood  estate  and  title.  The  mere 
word  of  a  Jesuit  could  not  overset  Frank's  right  of  occu- 
pancy, and  so  Esmond's  mind  felt  actually  at  ease  to  think 
the  papers  were  missing,  and  in  their  absence  his  dear  mis- 
tress and  her  son  the  lawful  Lady  and  Lord  of  Castlewood. 

Very  soon  after  his  liberation,  Mr.  Esmond  made  it  his 
business  to  ride  to  that  village  of  Ealing  where  he  had 
passed  his  earliest  years  in  this  country,  and  to  see  if  his 
old  guardians  were  still  alive  and  inhabitants  of  that  place. 
But  the  only  relique  which  he  found  of  old  M.  Pastoureau 
was  a  stone  in  the  churchyard,  which  told  that  Athanasius 
Pastoureau,  a  native  of  Flanders,  lay  there  buried,  aged 
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87  years.  The  ola  man's  cottage,  which  Esmond  perfectly 
recollected,  and  the  garden  (where  in  his  childhood  he  had 
passed  many  hours  of  play  and  reverie,  and  had  many  a 
beating  from  his  termagant  of  a  foster-mother),  were  now 
in  the  occupation  of  quite  a  different  family;  and  it  was 
with  difficulty  that  he  could  learn  in  the  village  what  had 
coBne  of  Pastoureau's  widow  and  children.  The  clerk  of 
the  parisTi  recollected  her — the  old  man  was  scarce  altered 
in  the  fourteen  years  that  had  passed  since  last  Esmond 
set  eyes  on  him.  It  appeared  she  had  pretty  soon  consoled 
herself  after  the  death  of  her  old  husband,  whom  she  ruled 
over,  by  taking  a  new  one  younger  than  herself,  who  spent 
her  money  and  ill-treated  her  and  her  children.  The  girl 
died ;  one  of  the  boys  'listed ;  the  other  had  gone  appren- 
tice. Old  Mr.  Rogers,  the  clerk,  said  he  had  heard  that 
Mrs.  Pastoureau  was  dead  too.  She  and  her  husband  had 
left  Ealing  this  seven  year;  and  so  Mr.  Esmond's  hopes  of 
gaining  any  information  regarding  his  parentage  from  this 
family  were  brought  to  an  end.  He  gave  the  old  clerk  a 
crown-piece  for  his  news,  smiling  to  think  of  the  time 
when  he  and  his  little  playfellows  had  slunk  out  of  the 
churchyard  or  hidden  behind  the  gravestones,  at  the  ap- 
proach of  this  awful  authority. 

Who  was  his  mother  ?  What  had  her  n  ame  been  ?  When 
did  she  die?  Esmond  longed  to  find  some  one  who  could 
answer  these  questions  to  him,  and  thought  even  of  put- 
ting them  to  his  aunt  the  Viscountess,  who  had  innocently 
taken  the  name  which  belonged  of  right  to  Henry's  mother. 
But  she  knew  nothing,  or  chose  to  know  nothing,  on  this 
subject,  nor,  indeed,  could  Mr.  Esmond  press  her  much  to 
speak  on  it.  Father  Holt  was  the  only  man  who  could 
enlighten  him,  and  Esmond  felt  he  must  wait  until  some 
fresh  chance  or  new  intrigue  might  put  him  face  to  face 
with  his  old  friend,  or  bring  that  restless  indefatigable 
spirit  back  to  England  again. 

The  appointment  to  his  ensigncy,  and  the  preparations 
necessary  for  the  campaign,  presently  gave  the  young  gen- 
tleman other  matters  to  think  of.  His  new  patroness 
treated  him  very  kindly  and  liberally;  she  promised  to 
make  interest  and  pay  money,  too,  to  get  him  a  company 
speedily ;  she  bade  him  procure  a  handsome  outfit,  both  of 
clothes  and  of  arms,  and  was  pleased  to  admire  him  when 
he  made  his  first  appearance  in  his  laced  scarlet  coat,  and 
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to  permit  him  to  salute  her  on  the  occasion  of  this  inter- 
esting investiture.  "Eed,"  says  she,  tossing  up  her  old 
head,  "hath  always  been  the  colour  worn  by  the  Esmonds." 
And  so  her  ladyship  wore  it  on  her  own  cheeks  very  faith- 
fully to  the  last.  She  would  have  him  be  dressed,  she 
said,  as  became  his  father's  son,  and  paid  cheerfully  for 
his  five-pound  beaver,  his  black  buckled  periwig,  and  his 
fine  hoUand  shirts,  and  his  swords,  and  his  pistols,  mounted 
with  silver.  Since  the  day  he  was  born,  poor  Harry  had 
never  looked  such  a  fine  gentleman:  his  liberal  stepmother 
filled  his  purse  with  guineas,  too,  some  of  which  Captain 
Steele  and  a  few  choice  spirits  helped  Harry  to  spend  in 
an  entertainment  which  Dick  ordered  (and^  indeed,  would 
have  paid  for,  but  that  he  had  no  money  when  the  reckon- 
ing was  called  for ;  nor  would  the  landlord  give  him  any 
more  credit)  at  the  "Garter,"  over  against  the  gate  of  the 
Palace,  in  Pall  Mall. 

The  old  Viscountess,  indeed,  if  she  had  done  Esmond 
any  wrong  formerly,  seemed  inclined  to  repair  it  by  the 
present  kindness  of  her  behaviour :  she  embraced  him  copi- 
ously at  parting,  wept  plentifully,  bade  him  write  by  every 
packet,  and  gave  him  an  inestimable  relick,  which  she  be- 
sought him  to  wear  round  his  neck — a  medal,  blessed  by  I 
know  not  what  pope,  and  worn  by  his  late  sacred  Majesty 
King  James.  So  Esmond  arrived  at  his  regiment  with  a 
better  equipage  than  most  young  ofiBcers  could  afford.  He 
was  older  than  most  of  his  seniors,  and  had  a  further  ad- 
vantage which  belonged  but  to  very  few  of  the  army  gen- 
tlemen in  his  day — many  of  whom  could  do  little  more 
than  write  their  names — that  he  had  read  much,  both  at 
home  and  at  the  University,  was  master  of  two  or  three 
languages,  and  had  that  further  education  which  neither 
books  nor  years  will  give,  but  which  some  men  get  from 
the  silent  teaching  of  adversity.  She  is  a  great  schoolmis- 
tress, as  many  a  poor  fellow  knows,  that  hath  held  his 
hand  out  to  her  ferule,  and  whimpered  over  his  lesson  be- 
fore her  awful  chair. 
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CHAPTEK    V. 

I  GO  ON  THE  VIGO  BAY    EXPEDITION,  TASTE    SALT- 
WATER AND  SMELL  POWDER. 

The  first  expedition  in  which  Mr.  Esmond  had  the 
honour  to  be  engaged,  rather  resembled  one  of  the  inva- 
sions projected  by  the  redoubted  Captain  Avory  or  Captain 
Kid,  than  a  war  between  crowned  heads,  carried  on  by 
generals  of  rank  and  honour.  On  the  1st  day  of  July, 
1702,  a  great  fleet,  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  sail,  set  sail 
from  Spithead,  under  the  command  of  Admiral  Shovell, 
having  on  board  12,000  troops,  with  his  Grace  the  Duke 
of  Ormond  as  the  Capt. -General  of  the  expedition.  One 
of  these  12,000  heroes  having  never  been  to  sea  before,  or, 
at  least,  only  once  in  his  infancy,  when  he  made  the  voyage 
to  England  from  that  unknown  country  where  he  was  born 
— one  of  those  12,000 — the  junior  ensign  of  Colonel  Qurn's 
regiment  of  Fusileers — was  in  a  quite  unheroic  state  of  cor- 
poral prostration  a  few  hours  after  sailing ;  and  an  enemy, 
had  he  boarded  the  ship,  would  have  had  easy  work  of 
him.  Prom  Portsmouth  we  put  into  Plymouth,  and  took 
in  fresh  reinforcements.  We  were  off  Pinisterre  on  the 
31st  of  July,  so  Esmond's  table-book  informs  him:  and 
on  the  8th  of  August  made  the  rock  of  Lisbon.  By  this 
time  the  Ensign  was  grown  as  bold  as  an  admiral,  and  a 
■week  afterwards  had  the  fortune  to  be  under  fire  for  the 
first  time — and  underwater,  too, — his  boat  being  swamped 
in  the  surf  in  Toros  Bay,  where  the  troops  landed.  The 
ducking  of  his  new  coat  was  all  the  harm  the  young  soldier 
got  in  this  expedition,  for,  indeed,  the  Spaniards  made  no 
stand  before  our  troops,  and  were  not  in  strength  to  do  so. 

But  the  campaign,  if  not  very  glorious,  was  very  pleas- 
ant. New  sights  of  nature,  by  sea  and  land — a  life  of 
action,  beginning  now  for  the  first  time — occupied  and  ex- 
cited the  young  man.  The  many  accidents,  and  the  routine 
of  shipboard — the  military  duty — the  new  acquaintances, 
both  of  his  comrades  in  arms,  and  of  the  officers  of  the 
fleet — served  to  cheer  and  occupy  his  miad,  and  waken  it 
out  of  that  selfish  depression  into  which  his  late  unhappy 
13 
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fortunes  had  plunged  him.  He  felt  as  if  the  ocean  sepa- 
rated him  from  his  past  care,  and  welcomed  the  new  era 
of  life  which  was  dawning  for  him.  Wounds  heal  rapidly 
in  a  heart  of  two-and-twenty ;  hopes  revive  daily;  and 
courage  rallies  in  spite  of  a  man.  Perhaps,  as  Esmond 
thought  of  his  late  despondency  and  melancholy,  and  how 
irremediable  it  had  seemed  to  him,  as  he  lay  in  his  prison 
a  few  months  back,  he  was  almost  mortified  in  his  secret 
mind  at  finding  himself  so  cheerful. 

.Tojee  with  one's  own  eyes  men  and  countries,  is  better 
than  reading  all  the  books  of  travel  in  the  world :  and  it 
was  with  extreme  delight  and  exultation  that  the  young 
man  found  himself  actually  on  his  grand  tour,  and  in  the 
view  of  people  and  cities  which  he  had  read  about  as  a 
boy.  He  beheld  war  for  the  first  time — the  pride,  pomp, 
and  circumstance  of  it,  at  least,  if  not  much  of  the  danger. 
He  saw  actually,  and  with  his  own  eyes,  those  Spanish 
cavaliers  and  ladies  whom  he  had  beheld  in  imagination  in 
that  immortal  story  of  Cervantes,  which  had  been  the  de- 
light of  his  youthful  leisure.  'Tis  forty  years  siace  Mr. 
Esmond  witnessed  those  scenes,  but  they  remain  as  fresh 
in  his  memory  as  on  the  day  when  first  he  saw  them  as  a 
young  man.  A  cloud,  as  of  grief,  that  had  lowered  over 
him,  and  had  wrapped  the  last  years  of  his  life  in  gloom, 
seemed  to  clear  away  from  Esmond  during  this  fortunate 
voyage  and  campaign.  His  energies  seemed  to  awaken 
and  to  expand  under  a  cheerful  sense  of  freedom.  Was  his 
heart  secretly  glad  to  have  escaped  from  that  fond  but 
ignoble  bondage  at  home?  Was  it  that  the  inferiority  to 
which  the  idea  of  his  base  birth  had  compelled  him,  van- 
ished with  the  knowledge  of  that  secret,  which  though, 
perforce,  kept  to  himself,  was  yet  enough  to  cheer  and 
console  him?  At  any  rate,  young  Esmond  of  the  army 
was  quite  a  different  being  to  the  sad  little  dependant  of 
the  kind  Castlewood  household,  and  the  melancholy  stu- 
dent of  Trinity  Walks;  discontented  with  his  fate,  and 
with'  the  vocation  into  which  that  drove  him,  and  thinking, 
with  a  secret  indignation,  that  the  cassock  and  bands,  and 
the  very  sacred  office  with  which  he  had  once  proposed  to 
invest  himself,  were,  in  fact,  but  marks  of  a  servitude 
which  was  to  continue  all  his  life  long.  For,  disguise  it 
as  he  might  to  himself,  he  had  all  along  felt  that  to  be 
C^tlewood's  chaplain  was  to  be  Castlewood' s  inferior  still. 
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and  that  his  life  was  but  to  be  a  long,  hopeless  servitude. 
Soj  indeed,  he  was  far  from  grudging  his  old  friend  Tom 
Tusher's  good  fortune  (as  Tom,  no  doubt,  thought  it). 
Had  it  been  a  mitre  and  Laiabeth  which  his  friends  offered 
him,  and  not  a  small  living  and  a  country  parsonage,  he 
would  have  felt  as  much  a  slave  in  one  case  as  in  the  other, 
and  was  quite  happy  and  thankful  to  be  free. 

The  bravest  man  I  ever  knew  in  the  army,  and  who  had 
been  present  in  most  of  King  William's  actions,  as  well  as 
in  the  campaigns  of  the  great  Duke  of  Marlborough,  could 
never  be  got  to  tell  us  of  any  achievement  of  his,  except 
that  once  Prince  Eugene  ordered  him  up  a  tree  to  recon- 
noitre the  enemy,  which  feat  he  could  not  achieve  on 
account  of  the  horseman' s  boots  he  wore ;  and  on  another 
day  that  he  was  very  nearly  taken  prisoner  because  of  these 
jackboots,  which  prevented  him  from  running  away.  The 
present  narrator  shall  imitate  this  laudable  reserve,  and 
doth  not  intend  to  dwell  upon  his  military  exploits,  which 
were  in  truth  not  very  different  from  those  of  a  thousand 
other  gentlemen.  This  first  campaign  of  Mr.  Esmond's 
lasted  but  a  few  days ;  and  as  a  score  of  books  have  been 
written  concerning  it,  it  may  be  dismissed  very  briefly  here. 

When  our  fleet  came  within  view  of  Cadiz,  our  comman- 
der sent  a  boat  with  a  white  flag  aud  a  couple  of  officers  to 
the  Governor  of  Cadiz,  Don  Scipio  de  Brancaccio,  with  a 
letter  from  his  Grace,  in  which  he  hoped  that  as  Don  Scipio 
had  formerly  served  with  the  Austrians  against  the  Erench 
in  England,  'twas  to  be  hoped  that  his  Excellency  would 
now  declare  himself  against  the  French  King,  and  for  the 
Austrian  in  the  war  between  King  Philip  and  King  Charles. 
But  his  Excellency,  Don  Scipio,  prepared  a  reply,  in  which 
he  announced  that,  having  served  his  former  king  with 
honour  and  fidelity,  he  hoped  to  exhibit  the  same  loyalty 
and  devotion  towards  his  present  sovereign.  King  Philip 
V. ;  and  by  the  time  this  letter  was  ready,  the  officers  who 
had  been  taken  to  see  the  town,  and  the  Alameda,  and  the 
theatre,  where  bull-fights  are  fought,  and  the  convents, 
where  the  admirable  works  of  Don  Bartholomew  Murillo 
inspired  one  of  them  with  a  great  wonder  and  delight — 
such  as  he  had  never  felt  before — concerning  this  divine  art 
of  painting ;  and  these  sights  over,  and  a  handsome  refec- 
tion and  chocolate  being  served  to  the  English  gentlemen, 
they  were  accompanied  back  to  their  shallop  with  every 
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courtesy,  and  were  the  only  two  officers  of  the  English 
army  that  saw  at  that  time  that  famous  city. 

The  general  tried  the  power  of  another  proclamation  on 
the  Spaniards,  in  which  he  announced  that  we  only  came 
in  the  interest  of  Spain  and  King  Charles,  and  for  our- 
selves wanted  to  make  no  conquest  or  settlement  in  Spain 
at  all.  But  all  this  eloquence  was  lost  upon  the  Spaniards, 
it  would  seem:  the  Captain-General  of  Andalusia  would 
no  more  listen  to  us  than  the  Governor  of  Cadiz ;  and  in 
reply  to  his  Grace's  proclamation,  the  Marquis  of  Villada- 
rias  fired  off  another,  which  those  who  knew  the  Spanish 
thought  rather  the  best  of  the  two;  and  of  this  number 
was  Harry  Esmond,  whose  kind  Jesuit  in  old  days  had  in- 
structed him,  and  now  had  the  honour  of  translating  for 
his  Grace  these  harmless  documents  of  war.  There  was 
a  hard  touch  for  his  Grace,  and,  indeed,  for  other  generals 
in  her  Majesty's  service,  in  the  concluding  sentence  of  the 
Don :  "  That  he  and  his  council  had  the  generous  example 
of  their  ancestors  to  follow,  who  had  never  yet  sought 
their  elevation  in  the  blood  or  in  the  flight  of  their  kings. 
'  Mori  pro  patria '  was-  his  device,  which  the  Duke  might 
communicate  to  the  Princess  who  governed  England." 

Whether  the  troops  were  angry  at  this  repartee  or  no, 
'tis  certain  something  put  them  in  a  fury;  for,  not  being 
able  to  get  possession  of  Cadiz,  our  people  seized  upon  Port 
St.  Mary's  and  sacked  it,  burning  down  the  merchants' 
storehouses,  getting  drunk  with  the  famous  wines  there, 
pillaging  and  robbing  quiet  houses  and  convents,  murder- 
ing and  doing  worse.  And  the  only  blood  which  Mr.  Es- 
mond drew  in  this  shameful  campaign,  was  the  knocking 
down  an  English  sentinel  with  a  half -pike,  who  was  offer- 
ing insult  to  a  poor  trembling  nun.  Is  she  going  to  turn 
out  a  beauty?  or  a  princess?  or  perhaps  Esmond's  mother 
that  he  had  lost  and  never  seen?  Alas  no,  it  was  but  a 
poor  wheezy  old  dropsical  woman,  with  a  wart  upon  her 
nose.  But  having  been  early  taught  a  part  of  the  Roman 
religion,  he  never  had  the  horror  of  it  that  some  Protes- 
tants have  shown,  and  seem  to  think  to  be  a  part  of  ours. 

After  the  pillage  and  plunder  of  St.  Mary's,  and  an 
assault  upon  a  fort  or  two,  the  troops  all  took  shipping, 
and  finished  their  expedition,  at  any  rate,  more  brilliantly 
than  it  had  begun.  Hearing  that  the  French  fleet  with  a 
great  treasure  was  in  Vigo  Bay,  our  Admirals,  Eooke  and 
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Hopson,  pursued  the  enemy  thither ;  the  troops  landed  and 
carried  the  forts  that  protected  the  bay,  Hopson  passing 
the  boom  first  on  board  his  ship  the  "Torbay,"  and  the 
rest  of  the  ships,  English  and  Dutch,  following  him. 
Twenty  ships  were  burned  or  taken  in  the  Port  of  Eedou- 
dilla,  and  a  vast  deal  more  plunder  than  was  ever  accounted 
for ;  but  poor  men  before  that  expedition  were  rich  after- 
wards, and  so  often  was  it  found  and  remarked  that  the 
Vigo  officers  came  home  with  pockets  full  of  money,  that 
the  notorious  Jack  Shafto,  who  made  such  a  figure  at  the 
.coffee-houses  and  gaming-tables  in  London,  and  gave  out 
that  he  had  been  a  soldier  at  Vigo,  owned,  when  he  was 
about  to  be  hanged,  that  Bagshot  Heath  had  been  his  Vigo, 
and  that  he  only  spoke  of  La  Eedondilla  to  turn  away 
people's  eyes  from  the  real  place  where  the  booty  lay. 
Indeed,  Hounslow  or  Vigo — which  matters  much?  The 
latter  was  a  bad  business,  though  Mr.  Addison  did  sing  its 
praises  in  Latin.  That  honest  gentleman's  muse  had  an 
eye  to  the  main  chance ;  and  I  doubt  whether  she  saw  much 
inspiration  in  the  losing  side. 

But  though  Esmond,  for  his  part,  got  no  share  of  this 
fabulous  booty,  one  great  prize  which  he  had  out  of  the 
campaign  was,  that  excitement  of  action  and  change  of 
scene,  which  shook  off  a  great  deal  of  his  previous  melan- 
choly. He  learnt  at  any  rate  to  bear  his  fate  cheerfully. 
He  brought  back  a  browned  face,  a  heart  resolute  enough, 
and  a  little  pleasant  store  of  knowledge  and  observation, 
from  that  expedition,  which  was  over  with  the  autumn, 
"when  the  troops  were  back  in  England  again ;  and  Esmond 
giving  up  his  post  of  secretary  to  General  Lumley,  whose 
command  was  over,  and  parting  with  that  officer  with 
many  kind  expressions  of  good-will  on  the  General's  side, 
had  leave  to  go  to  London,  to  see  if  he  could  push  his  for- 
tunes any  way  further,  and  found  himself  once  more  in 
his  dowager  aunt's  comfortable  quarters  at  Chelsea,  and 
in  greater  favour  than  ever  with  the  old  lady.  He  propiti- 
ated her  with  a  present  of  a  comb,  a  fan,  and  a  black 
mantle,  such  as  the  ladies  of  Cadiz  wear,  and  which  my 
Lady  Viscountess  pronounced  became  her  style  of  beauty 
mightily.  And  °2!.^_Z^lJir''''^^y  "'^'^t'fl  at  TiQ^Ti'ig  "f  ^^^*-- 
story  of  his  rescue  ~ofl"thejiun.  and  felt  .very  little  doubt 
tut  that  Eer  King  J  ames's  relick,  which  he  had  always  duti- 
fully worn  in  his  desk,  had  kept  him  out  of  danger,  and 
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averted  the  shot  of  the  enemy.  My  lady  made  feasts  for 
him,  introduced  him  to  more  company,  and  pushed  his 
fortunes  with  such  enthusiasm  and  success,  that  she  got  a 
promise  of  a  company  for  him  through  the  Lady  Marl- 
borough's interest,  who  was  graciously  pleased  to  accept 
of  a  diamond  worth  a  couple  of  hundred  guineas,  which 
Mr.  Esmond  was  enabled  to  present  to  her  ladyship  through 
his  aunt's  bounty,  and  who  promised  that  she  would  take 
charge  of  Esmond's  fortune.  He  had  the  honour  to  make 
his  appearance  at  the  Queen's  drawing-room  occasionally, 
and  to  frequent  my  Lord  Marlborough's  levees.  That 
great  man  received  the  young  one  with  very  especial  favour, 
so  Esmond's  comrades  said,  and  deigned  to  say  that  he  had 
received  the  best  reports  of  Mr.  Esmond,  both  for  courage 
and  ability,  whereon  you  may  be  sure  the  young  gentleman 
made  a  profound  bow,  and  expressed  himself  eager  to  serve 
under  the  most  distinguished  captain  in  the  world. 

Whilst  his  business  was  going  on  thus  prosperously,  Es- 
mond had  his  share  of  pleasure  too,  and  made  his  appear- 
ance along  with  other  young  gentlemen  at  the  coffee-houses, 
the  theatres,  and  the  Mall.  He  longed  to  hear  of  his  dear 
mistress  and  her  family :  many  a  time,  in  the  midst  of  the 
gaieties  and  pleasures  of  the  town,  his  heart  fondly  reverted 
to  them ;  and  often  as  the  young  fellows  of  his  society 
were  making  merry  at  the  tavern,  and  calling  toasts  (as 
the  fashion  of  that  day  was)  over  their  wine,  Esmond 
thought  of  persons — of  two  fair  women,  whom  he  had  been 
used  to  adore  almost,  and  emptied  his  glass  with  a  sigh. 

By  this  time  the  elder  Viscountess  had  grown  tired  again 
of  the  younger,  and  whenever  she  spoke  of  my  lord's 
widow,  'twas  in  terms  by  no  means  complimentary  towards 
that  poor  lady :  the  younger  woman  not  needing  her  pro- 
tection any  longer,  the  elder  abused  her.  Most  of  the 
family  quarrels  that  I  have  seen  in  life  (saving  always 
those  arising  from  money-disputes,  when  a  division  of  two- 
pence half -penny  will  often  drive  the  dearest  relatives  into 
war  and  estrangement,)  spring  out  of  jealousy  and  envy. 
Jack  and  Tom,  born  of  the  same  family  and  to  the  same 
fortune,  live  very  cordially  together,  not  until  Jack  is 
ruined  when  Tom  deserts  him,  but  until  Tom  makes  a  sud- 
den rise  in  prosperity,  which  Jack  can't  forgive.  Ten 
times  to  one  'tis  the  unprosperous  man  that  is  angry,  not 
the  other  who  is  in  fault.     'Tis  Mrs.  Jack,  who  can  only 
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afford  a  chair,  that  sickens  at  Mrs.  Tom's  new  coach-and-- 
six,  cries  out  against  her  sister's  airs,  and  sets  her  husband 
against  his  brother.  'Tis  Jack  who  sees  his  brother  shak- 
ing hands  with  a  lord  (with  whom  Jack  would  like  to  ex- 
change snuff-boxes  himself),  that  goes  home  and  tells  his 
wife  how  poor  Tom  is  spoiled,  he  fears,  and  no  better  than 
a  sneak,  parasite,  and  beggar  on  horseback.  I  remember 
how  furious  the  coffee-house  wits  were  with  Dick  Steele 
when  he  set  up  his  coach  and  fine  house  at  Bloomsbury : 
they  began  to  forgive  him  when  the  bailiffs  were  after  him, 
and  abused  Mr.  Addison  for  selling  Dick's  country-house. 
And  yet  Dick  in  the  sponging-house,  or  Dick  in  the  Park, 
with  his  four  mares  and  plated  harness,  was  exactly  the 
same  'gentle,  kindly,  improvident,  jovial  Dick  Steele :  and 
yet  Mr.  Addison  was  perfectly  right  in  getting  the  money 
which  was  his,  and  not  giving  up  the  amount  of  his  just 
claim,  to  be  spent  by  Dick  upon  champagne  and  fiddlers, 
laced  clothes,  fine  furniture,  and  parasites,  Jew  and  Chris- 
tian, male  and  female,  who  clung  to  him.  As,  according 
to  the  famous  maxim  of  Monsieur  de  Rochefoucault,  "  in 
our  friends'  misfortunes  there's  something  secretly  pleasant 
to  us ; "  so,  on  the  other  hand,  their  good  fortune  is  dis- 
agreeable. If  'tis  hard  for  a  man  to  bear  his  own  good 
lack,  'tis  harder  still  for  his  friends  to  bear  it  for  him; 
and  but  few  of  them  ordinarily  can  stand  that  trial : 
whereas  one  of  the  "precious  uses  "  of  adversity  is,  that  it 
is  a  great  reconciler ;  that  it  brings  back  averted  kindness, 
disarms  animosity,  and  causes  yesterday's  enemy  to  fling 
his  hatred  aside,  and  hold  out  a  hand  to  the  fallen  friend 
of  old  days.  There's  pity  and  love,  as  well  as  envy,  in 
the  same  heart  "andT towards  the  same  person^  The  rivalry 
"stops  when  the  competitor  tumbles;  and,  as  I  view  it,  we 
should  look  at  these  agreeable  and  disagreeable  qualities  of 
our  humanity  humbly  alike.  They  are  consequent  and 
natural,  and  our  kindness  and  meanness  both  manly. 

So  you  may  either  read  the  sentence,  that  the  elder  of 
Esmond's  two  kinswomen  pardoned  the  younger  her  beauty, 
when  that  had  lost  somewhat  of  its  freshness,  perhaps ; 
and  forgot  most  of  her  grievances  against  the  ether,  when 
the  subject  of  them  was  no  longer  prosperous  and  enviable  ; 
or  we  may  say  more  benevolently  (but  the  sum  comes  to 
the  same  figures,  worked  either  way,)  that  Isabella  re- 
pented of  her  unkindness  towards  Rachel,  when  Rachel 
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was  unhappy ;  and,  bestirring  herself  in  behalf  of  the  poor 
widow  and  her  children,  gave  them  shelter  and  friendship. 
The  ladies  were  quite  good  friends  as  long  as  the  weaker 
one  needed  a  protector.  Before  Esmond  went  away  on  his 
first  campaign,  his  mistress  was  still  on  terms  of  friendship 
(though  a  poor  little  chit,  a  woman  that  had  evidently  no 
spirit  in  her,  &c. )  with  the  elder  Lady  Castlewood ;  and 
Mistress  Beatrix  was  allowed  to  be  a  beauty. 

But  between  the  first  year  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and 
the  second,  sad  changes  for  the  worse  had  taken  place  in 
the  two  younger  ladies,  at  least  in  the  elder's  description 
of  them.  Eachel,  Viscountess  Castlewood,  had  no  more 
face  than  a  dumpling,  and  Mistress  Beatrix  was  grown 
quite  coarse,  and  was  losing  all  her  beauty.  Little  Lord 
Blandford — (she  never  would  call  him  Lord  Blandford  ;  his 
father  was  Lord  Churcliill — -the  King,  whom  lie  betrayed, 
had  made  him  Lord  Churchill,  and  he  was  Lord  Churchill 
still) — might  be  making  eyes  at  her;  but  his  mother,  that 
vixen  of  a  Sarah  Jennings,  would  never  hear  of  such  a 
folly.  Lady  Marlborough  had  got  her  to  be  a  maid  of 
honour  at  court  to  the  Princess,  but  she  would  repent  of  it. 
_.The.widQw  Praneis  (she  was  but  Mrs.  Francis  Esmond) 
was  a  scheming,  artful,  heartless  hussy^  She  was  spoiling 
her  brat  of  a  boy,  and  she  would  end  by  marrying  her 
cha.plain. 

"  What,  Tusher !  "  cried  Mr.  Esmond,  feeling  a  strange 
pang  of  rage  and  astonishment. 

"Yes — Tusher,  my  maid's  son;  and  who  has  got  all  the 
qualities  of  his  father  the  lacquey  in  black,  and  his  ac- 
complished mamma  the  waiting-woman,"  cries  my  lady. 
"  What  do  you  suppose  that  a  sentimental  widow,  who 
will  live  down  in  that  dingy  dungeon  of  a  Castlewood, 
where  she  spoils  her  boy,  kills  the  poor  with  her  drugs, 
has  prayers  twice  a  day  and  sees  nobody  but  the  chaplain 
— what  do  you  suppose  she  can  do,  mon  Cousin,  but  let  the 
horrid  parson,  with  his  great  square  toes  and  hideous  little 
green  eyes,  make  love  to  her?  Cela  c'est  vu,  mon  Cousin. 
When  I  was  a  girl  at  Castlewood,  all  the  chaplains  fell  in 
love  with  me — they've  nothing  else  to  do." 

My  lady  went  on  with  more  talk  of  this  kind,  though, 
in  truth,  Esmond  had  no  idea  of  what  she  said  further,  so 
entirely  did  her  first  words  occupy  his  thought.  Were 
they  true?     Not  all,  nor  half,  nor  a  tenth  part  of  what  the 
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garrulous  old  woman  said,  was  true.  Could  this  be  so? 
No  ear  had  Esmond  for  anything  else,  though  his  patroness 
chatted  on  for  an  hour. 

Some  young  gentlemen  of  the  town,  with  whom  Esmond 
had  made  acquaintance,  had  promised  to  present  him  to 
that  most  charming  of  actresses,  and  lively  and  agreeable 
of  women,  Mrs.  Bracegirdle,  about  whom  Harry's  old  ad- 
versary Mohun'  had  drawn  swords,  a  few  years  before  my 
poor  lord  and  he  fell  out.  The  famous  Mr.  Congreve  had 
stamped  with  his  high  approval,  to  the  which  there  was  no 
gainsaying,  this  delightful  person :  and  she  was  acting  in 
Dick  Steele's  comedies,  and  finally,  and  for  twenty-four 
hours  after  beholding  her,  Mr.  Esmond  felt  himself,  or 
thought  himself,  to  be  as  violently  enamoured  of  this 
lovely  brunette,  as  were  a  thousand  other  young  fellows 
about  the  city.  To  have  once  seen  her  was  to  long  to  be- 
hold her  again ;  and  to  be  offered  the  delightful  privilege 
of  her  acquaintance,  was  a  pleasure  the  very  idea  of  which 
set  the  young  lieutenant's  heart  on  fire.  A  man  cannot 
live  with  comrades  under  the  tents  without  finding  out  that 
he  too  is  five-and-twenty.  A  young  fellow  cannot  be  cast 
down  by  grief  and  misfortune  ever  so  severe  but  some 
night  he  begins  to  sleep  sound,  and  some  day  when  dinner- 
time comes  to  feel  hungry  for  a  beef-steak.  Time,  youth 
and  good  health,  new  scenes  and  the  excitement  of  action 
and  a  campaign,  had  pretty  well  brought  Esmond's  mourn- 
ing to  an  end ;  and  his  comrades  said  that  Don  Dismal,  as 
they  called  him,  was  Don  Dismal  no  more.  So  when  a 
party  was  made  to  dine  at  the  "  Eose,"  and  go  to  the 
playhouse  afterward,  Esmond  was  as  pleased  as  another  to 
take  his  share  of  the  bottle  and  the  play. 

How  was  it  that  the  old  aunt's  news,  or  it  might  be 
scandal,  about  Tom  Tusher,  caused  such  a  strange  and  sud- 
den excitement  in  Tom's  old  playfellow?  Hadn't  he 
sworn  a  thousand  times  in  his  own  mind  that  the  Lady  of 
Castlewood,  who  had  treated  him  with  such  kindness  once, 
and  then  had  left  him  so  cruelly,  was,  and  was  to  remain 
henceforth,  indifferent  to  him  for  ever?  Had  his  pride 
and  his  sense  of  justice  not  long  since  helped  him  to  cure 
the  pain  of  that  desertion — was  it  even  a  pain  to  him  now? 
Why,  but  last  night  as  he  walked  across  the  fields  and 
meadows  to  Chelsea  from  Pall  Mall,  had  he  not  composed 
two  or  three  stanzas  of  a  song,  celebrating  Bracegirdle's 
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brown  eyes,  and  declaring  them  a  thousand  times  more 
beautiful  than  the  brightest  blue  ones  that  ever  languished 
under  the  lashes  of  an  insipid  fair  beauty!  But  Tom 
Tusher!  Tom  Tusher,  the  waiting-woman's  son,  raising  up 
his  little  eyes  to  his  mistress !  Tom  Tusher  presuming  to 
think  of  Castlewood's  widow !  Eage  and  contempt  filled 
Mr.  Harry's  heart  at  the  very  notion;  th.fiJipn_our  of  the 

t'ijm\:^_y£>ljsimhJs3Jw^_^i&^^^}}:'&^,  made  it  his  duty  to  pre- 

_5Lent_aD_mflnstrous  an  alliance,  and  to  chastise  the  upstart 
who  could  dare  to  think  of  such  an  insult  to  their  house. 
'Tis  true  Mr.  Esmond  often  boasted  of  republican  princi- 
ples, and  could  remember  many  fine  speeches  he  had  made 
at  college  and  elsewhere,  with  worth  and  not  birth  for  a 
text :  but  Tom  Tusher  to  take  the  place  of  the  noble  Cas- 
tle wood — faugh!  'twas  as  monstrous  as  King  Hamlet's 
^idpw  taking  off  her  weeds  for  Claudius.  Esmond  laughed 
at  all  widows,  all  wives,  all  women;,  and  were  the  banns 


about  to  be  published,  as  no  doubt  they  were,  that  very 
next  Sunday  at  Walcote  Church,  Esmond  swore  that  he 
would  be  present  to  shout  No!  in  the  face  of  the  congre- 
gation, and  to  take  a  private  revenge  upon  the  ears  of  the 
bridegroom. 

Instead  of  going  to  dinner  then  at  the  "  Rose  "  that 
night,  Mr.  Esmond  bade  his  servant  pack  a  portmanteau 
and  get  horses,  and  was  at  Farnham,  half-way  on  the  road 
to  Walcote,  thirty  miles  off,  before  his  comrades  had  got 
to  their  supper  after  the  play.  He  bade  his  man  give  no 
hint  to  my  Lady  Dowager's  household  of  the  expedition 
on  which  he  was  going :  and  as  Chelsea  was  distant  from 
London,  the  roads  bad,  and  infested  by  footpads,  and  Es- 
mond often  in  the  habit,  when  engaged  in  a  party  of 
pleasure,  of  lying  at  a  friend's  lodging  in  town,  there  was 
no  need  that  his  old  aunt  should  be  disturbed  at  his  ab- 
sence— indeed,  nothing  more  delighted  the  old  lady  than 
to  fancy  that  mon  Cousin,  the  incorrigible  young  sinner, 
was  abroad  boxing  the  watch,  or  scouring  St.  Giles's. 
When  she  was  not  at  her  books  of  devotion,  she  thought 
Etheridge  and  Sedley  very  good  reading.  She  had  a  hun- 
dred pretty  stories  about  Rochester,  Harry  Jermyn,  and 
Hamilton ;  and  if  Esmond  would  but  have  run  away  with 
the  wife  even  of  a  citizen,  'tis  my  belief  she  would  have 
pawned  her  diamonds  (the  best  of  them  went  to  our  Lady 
of  Chaillot)  to  pay  his  damages. 
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My  lord's  little  house  of  Walcote — which  he  inhabited 
before  he  took  his  title  and  occupied  the  house  of  Castle- 
wood — lies  about  a  mile  from  Winchester,  and  his  widow 
had  returned  to  Walcote  after  my  lord's  death  as  a  place 
always  dear  to  her,  and  where  her  earliest  and  happiest 
days  had  been  spent,  cheerfuUer  than  Castlewood,  which 
was  too  large  for  her  straitened  means,  and  giving  her, 
too,  the  protection  of  the  ex-dean,  her  father.  The  young 
Viscount  had  a  year's  schooling  at  the  famous  college  there, 
with  Mr.  Tusher  as  his  governor.  So  much  news  of  them 
Mr.  Esmond  had  had  during  the  past  year  from  the  old 
Viscountess,  his  own  father's  widow;  from  the  young  one 
there  had  never  been  a  word. 

Twice  or  thrice  in  his  benefactor's  lifetime,  Esmond 
had  been  to  Walcote;  and  now,  taking  but  a  couple  of 
hours'  rest  only  at  the  inn  on  the  road,  he  was  up  again 
long  before  daybreak,  and  made  such  good  speed  that  he 
was  at  Walcote  by  two  o'clock  of  the  day.  He  rid  to  the 
end  of  the  village,  where  he  alighted  and  sent  a  man 
thence  to  Mr.  Tusher,  with  a  message  that  a  gentleman 
from  London  would  speak  with  him  on  urgent  business. 
The  messenger  came  back  to  say  the  Doctor  was  in  town, 
most  likely  at  prayers  in  the  Cathedral.  My  Lady  Vis- 
countess was  there,  too;  she  always  went  to  Cathedral 
prayers  every  day. 

The  horses  belonged  to  the  post-house  at  Winchester. 
Esmond  mounted  again  and  rode  on  to  the  "George;" 
whence  he  walked,  leaving  his  grumbling  domestick  at  last 
happy  with  a  dinner,  straight  to  the  Cathedral.  The  organ 
was  playing:  the  winter's  day  was  already  growing  grey: 
as  he  passed  under  the  street-arch  into  the  Cathedral  yard, 
and  made  his  way  into  the  ancient  solemn  edifice. 
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CHAPTEE    VI 

THE  29TH  DECEMBER. 

There  was  scarce  a  score  of  persons  in  the  Cathedral  be- 
sides the  Dean  and  some  of  his  clergy,  and  the  choristers, 
young  and  old,  that  performed  the  beautiful  evening 
prayer.  But  Dr.  Tusher  was  one  of  the  officiants,  and 
read  from  the  eagle  in  an  authoritative  voice,  and  a  great 
hlack  periwig;  and  in  the  stalls,  still  in  her  black  widow's 
hood,  sat  Esmond's  dear  mistress,  her  son  by  her  side, 
very  much  grown,  and  indeed  a  noble-looking  youth,  with 
his  mother's  eyes,  and  his  father's  curling  brown  hair,  that 
fell  over  his  point  de  Venise — a  pretty  picture  such  as  Van- 
dyke might  have  painted.  Mons.  Eigaud's  portrait  of  my 
Lord  Viscount,  done  at  Paris  afterwards,  gives  but  a 
French  version  of  his  manly,  frank,  English  face.  When 
lie  looked  up  there  were  two  sapphire  beams  out  of  his  eyes 
such  as  no  painter's  palette  has  the  colour  to  match,  I 
think.  On  this  day  there  was  not  much  chance  of  seeing 
that  particular  beauty  of  my  young  lord's  countenance; 
for  the  truth  is,  he  kept  his  eyes  shut  for  the  most  part, 
and,  the  anthem  being  rather  long,  was  asleep. 

But  the  musick  ceasing,  my  lord  woke  up,  looking  about 
him,  and  his  eyes  lighting  on  Mr.  Esmond,  who  was  sitting 
opposite  him,  gazing  with  no  small  tenderness  and  melan- 
choly upon  two  persons  who  had  so  much  of  his  heart  for 
so  many  years.  Lord  Castlewood,  with  a  start,  pulled  at  his 
mother's  sleeve  (her  face  had  scarce  been  lifted  from  her 
book),  and  said,  "  Look,  mother ! "  so  loud,  that  Esmond 
could  hear  on  the  other  side  of  the  church,  and  the  old 
Dean  on  his  throned  stall.  Lady  Castlewood  looked  for 
an  instant  as  her  son  bade  her,  and  held  up  a  warning 
finger  to  Frank ;  Esmond  felt  his  whole  face  flush,  and  his 
heart  throbbing,  as  that  dear  lady  beheld  him  once  more. 
The  rest  of  the  prayers  were  speedily  over ;  Mr.  Esmond 
did  not  hear  them ;  nor  did  his  mistress,  very  likely,  whose 
hood  went  more  closely  over  her  face,  and  who  never  lifted 
her  head  again  until  the  service  was  over,  the  blessing 
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given,  and  Mr.  Dean,  and  his  procession  of  ecclesiasticks, 
out  of  the  inner  chapel. 

Young  Castlewood  came  clambering  over  the  stalls  be- 
fore the  clergy  were  fairly  gone,  and  running  up  to  Es- 
mond, eagerly  embraced  him.  "My  dear,  dearest  old 
Harry!  "  he  said,  "  are  you  come  back?  Have  you  been  to 
the  wars?  You'll  take  me  with  you  when  you  go  again? 
Why  didn't  you  write  to  us?     Come  to  mother!  " 

Mr.  Esmond  could  hardly  say  more  than  a  "  God  bless 
you,  my  boy ! "  for  his  heart  was  very  full  and  grateful  at 
all  this  tenderness  on  the  lad's  part;  and  he  was  as  much 
moved  at  seeing  Frank  as  he  was  fearful  about  that  other 
interview  which  was  now  to  take  place :  for  he  knew  not  if 
the  widow  would  reject  him  as  she  had  done  so  cruelly  a 
year  ago. 

"  It  was  kind  of  you  to  come  back  to  us,  Henry,"  Lady 
Esmond  said.     "  I  thought  you  might  come. " 

"  We  read  of  the  fleet  coming  to  Portsmouth.  Why  did 
you  not  come  from  Portsmouth? "  Prank  asked,  or  my 
Lord  Viscount,  as  he  now  must  be  called. 

Esmond  had  thought  of  that  too.  He  would  have  given 
one  of  his  eyes  so  that  he  might  see  his  dear- friends  again 
once  more ;  but  believing  that  his  mistress  had  forbidden 
him  her  house,  he  had  obeyed  her,  and  remained  at  a  dis- 
tance. 

"  You  had  but  to  ask,  aiid  you  knew  I  would  be  here," 
he  said. 

She  gave  him  her  hand,  her  little  fair  hand;  there 
was  only  her  marriage  ring  on  it.  The  quarrel  was  all 
over.  The  year  of  grief  and  estrangement  was  passed. 
They  never  had  been  separated.  His  mistress  had  never 
heen  out  of  his  mind  all  that  time.  No,  not  once.  No, 
not  in  the  prison ;  nor  in  the  camp ;  nor  on  shore  before 
the  enemy ;  nor  at  sea  under  the  stars  of  solemn  midnight ; 
nor  as  he  watched  the  glorious  rising  of  the  dawn :  not 
even  at  the  table,  where  he  sate  carousing  with  friends,  or 
at  the  theatre  yonder,  where  he  tried  to  fancy  that  other 
eyes  were  brighter  than  hers.  Brighter  eyes  there  might 
be,  and  faces  more  beautiful,  but  none  so  dear — no  voice 
so  sweet  as  that  of  his  beloved  mistress,  who  had  been 
sister,  mother,  goddess  to  him  during  his  youth — goddess 
now  no  more,  for  he  knew  of  her  weaknesses ;  and  by 
thought,  by  suffering,  and  that  experience  it  brings,  was 
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older  now  than  she ;  but  more  fondly  cherished  as  woman 
perhaps  than  ever  she  had  been  adored  as  divinity.  What 
is  it?  Where  lies  it?  the  secret  which  makes  one  little 
hand  the  dearest  of  all?  Whoever  can  unriddle  that  mys- 
tery? Here  she  was,  her  son  by  his  side,  his  dear  boy. 
Here  she  was,  weeping  and  happy.  She  took  his  hand  in 
both  hers ;  he  felt  her  tears.  It  was  a  rapture  of  recon- 
ciliation. 

"Here  comes  Squaretoes,"  says  Frank.  "Here's 
Tusher." 

Tusher,  indeed,  now  appeared,  creaking  on  his  great 
heels.  Mr.  Tom  had  divested  himself  of  his  alb  or  surplice, 
and  came  forward  habited  in  his  cassock  and  great  black 
periwig.  How  had  Esmond  ever  been  for  a  moment  jealous 
of  this  fellow? 

"Give  us  thy  hand,  Tom  Tusher,"  he  said.  The  chap- 
lain made  him  a  very  low  and  stately  bow.  "  I  am  charmed 
to  see  Captain  Esmond,"  says  he.  "My  lord  and  I  have 
read  the  Beddas  ineolumem  precor,  and  applied  it,  I  am 
sure,  to  you.  You  come  back  with  Gaditaniau  laurels; 
when  I  heard  you  were  bound  thither,  I  wished,  I  am  sure, 
I  was  another  Septimius.  My  Lord  Viscount,  your  lord- 
ship remembers  Septimi,  Gades  aditure  mecum  ?  " 

"  There's  an  angle  of  earth  that  I  love  better  than  Gades, 
Tusher,"  says  Mr.  Esmond.  "'Tis  that  one  where  your 
reverence  hath  a  parsonage,  'and  where  our  youth  was 
brought  up." 

"A  house  that  has  so  many  sacred  recollections  to  me," 
says  Mr.  Tusher  (and  Harry  remembered  how  Tom's  father 
used  to  flog  him  there) — "  a  house  near  to  that  of  my  re- 
spected patron,  my  most  honoured  patroness,  must  ever  be 
a  dear  abode  to  me.  But,  madam,  the  verger  waits  to 
dose  the  gates  on  your  ladyship." 

"And  Harry's  coming  home  to  supper.  Huzzay !  huz- 
zay !  "  cries  my  lord.  "  Mother,  shall  I  run  home  and  bid 
Beatrix  put  her  ribbons  on.  Beatrix  is  a  maid  of  honour, 
Harry.     Such  a  fine  set-up  minx !  " 

"Your  heart  was  never  in  the  Church,  Harry,"  the 
widow  said,  in  her  sweet  low  tone,  as  they  walked  away 
together.  (Now,  it  seemed  they  had  never  been  parted, 
and  again,  as  if  they  had  been  ages  asunder. )  "I  always 
thought  you  had  no  vocation  that  way;  and  that  'twas  c 
pity  to  shut  you  out  from  the  world.     You  would  but  have 
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pined  and  chafed  at  Castlewood :  and.  'tis  better  you  should 
make  a  name  for  yourself.  I  often  said  so  to  my  dear 
lord.  How  he  loved  you !  'Twas  my  lord  that  made  you 
stay  with  us. " 

"I  asked  no  better  than  to  stay  near  you  always,"  said 
Mr.  Esmond. 

"  But  to  go  was  best,  Harry.  When  the  world  cannot 
give  peace,  you  will  know  where  to  find  it ;  but  one  of  your 
strong  imagination  and  eager  desires  must  try  the  world 
first  before  he  tires  of  it.  'Twas  not  to  be  thought  of,  or 
if  it  once  was,  it  was  only  by  my  selfishness,  that  you 
should  remain  as  chaplain  to  a  country  gentleman  and  tutor 
to  a  little  boy.  You  are  of  the  blood  of  the  Esmonds,  kins- 
man; and  that  was  always  wild  in  youth.  Look  at  Francis. 
He  is  but  fifteen,  and  I  scarce  can  keep  him  in  my  nest. 
His  talk  is  all  of  war  and  pleasure,  and  he  longs  to  serve 
in  the  next  campaign.  Perhaps  he  and  the  young  Lord 
Churchill  shall  go  the  next.  Lord  Marlborough  has  been 
good  to  us.  You  know  how  kind  they  were  in  my  misfor- 
tune. And  so  was  your — your  father's  widow.  No  one 
knows  how  good  the  world  is,  till  grief  comes  to  try  us. 
'Tis  through  my  Lady  Marlborough's  goodness  that  Bea- 
trix hath  her  place  at  Court ;  and  Frank  is  under  my  Lord 
Chamberlain.  And  the  dowager  lady,  your  father's  widow, 
has  promised  to  provide  for  you — has  she  not?  " 

Esmond  said,  "  Yes.  As  far  as  present  favour  went. 
Lady  Castlewood  was  very  good  to  him.  And  should  her 
mind  change,"  he  added  gaily,  "as  ladies'  minds  will,  I 
am  strong  enough  to  bear  my  own  burthen,  and  make  my 
way  somehow.  Not  by  the  sword  very  likely.  Thousands 
have  a  better  genius  for  that  than  I,  but  there  are  many 
ways  in  which  a  young  man  of  good  parts  and  education 
can  get  on  in  the  world;  and  I  am  pretty  sure,  one  way  or 
other,  of  promotion ! "  Indeed,  he  had  found  patrons 
already  in  the  army,  and  amongst  persons  very  able  to 
serve  him,  too;  and  told  his  mistress  of  the  flattering 
aspect  of  fortune.  They  walked  as  though  they  had  never 
been  parted,  slowly,  with  the  grey  twilight  closing  round 
them. 

"  And  now  we  are  drawing  near  to  home,"  she  continued, 
"  I  knew  you  would  come,  Harry,  if — if  it  was  but  to  for- 
give me  for  having  spoken  unjustly  to  you  after  that  hor- 
rid— horrid  misfortune.    I  was  half  f  rantick  with  grief  then 
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when  I  saw  you.  And  I  know  now — they  have  told  me. 
That  wretch,  whose  name  I  can  never  mention,  even  has 
said  it:  how  you  tried  to  avert  the  quarrel,  and  would 
have  taken  it  on  yourself,  my  poor  child:  but  it  was  God's 
will  that  I  should  be  punished,  and  that  my  dear  lord 
should  fall." 

"He  gave  me  his  blessing  on  his  death-bed,"  Esmond 
said.     "  Thank  God  for  that  legacy !  " 

"Amen,  amen!  dear  Henry,"  said  the  lady,  pressing  his 
arm.  "I  knew  it.  Mr.  Atterbury,  of  St.  Bride's,  who 
was  called  to  him,  told  me  so.  And  I  thanked  God,  too, 
and  in  my  prayers  ever  since  remembered  it." 

"  You  had  spared  me  many  a  bitter  night,  had  you  told 
me  soonet,"  Mr.  Esmond  said. 

"  I  know  it,  I  know  it,"  she  answered,  in  a  tone  of  such 
sweet  humility,  as  made  Esmond  repent  that  he  should 
ever  have  dared  to  reproach  her.  "  I  know  how  wicked 
my  heart  has  been ;  and  I  have  suffered  too,  my  dear.  I 
confessed  to  Mr.  Atterbury — I  must  not  tell  any  more. 
He — I  said  I  would  not  write  to  you  or  go  to  you — and  it 
was  better  even  that,  having  parted,  we  should  part.  But 
I  knew  you  would  come  back-^I  own  that.  That  is  no 
one's  fault.  And  to-day,  Henry,  in  the  anthem,  when 
they  sang  it, '  When  the  Lord  turned  the  captivity  of  Zion, 
we  were  like  them  that  dream,'  I  thought,  yes,  like  them 
that  dream — them  that  dream.  And  then  it  went,  '  They 
that  sow  in  tears  shall  reap  in  joy ;  and  he  that  goeth  forth 
and  weepeth,  shall  doubtless  come  home  again  with  rejoic- 
ing, bringing  his  sheaves  with  him ; '  I  looked  up  from  the 
book,  and  saw  you.  I  was  not  surprised  when  I  saw  you. 
I  knew  you  would  come,  my  dear,  and  saw  the  gold  sun- 
shine round  your  head. " 

She  smiled  an  almost  wild  smile  as  she  looked  up  at 
him.  The  moon  was  up  by  this  time,  glittering  keen  in 
the  frosty  sky.  He  could  see,  for  the  first  time  now 
clearly,  her  sweet  careworn  face. 

"Do  you  know  what  day  it  is?  "  she  continued.  "It  is 
the  29th  of  December — it  is  your  birthday !  But  last  year 
we  did  not  drink  it — no,  no.  My  lord  was  cold,  and  my 
Harry  was  likely  to  die :  and  my  brain  was  in  a  fever ;  and 
we  had  no  wine.  But  uow — now  you  are  come  again, 
bringing  your  sheaves  with  you,  my  dear."  She  burst  into 
a  wild  flood  of  weeping  as  she  spoke ;  she  laughed  and 
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sobbed   on  the  young  man's  heart,   crying  out  wildly, 
"  bringing  your  sheaves  with  you — your  sheaves  with  you ! " 

As  he  had  sometimes  felt,  gazing  up  from  the  deck  at 
midnight  into  the  boundless  starlit  depths  overhead,  in  a 
rapture  of  devout  wonder  at  that  endless  brightness  and 
beauty — in  some  such  a  way  now,  the  depth  of  this  pure 
devotion  (which  was,  for  the  first  time,  revealed  to  him) 
quite  smote  upon  him,  and  filled  his  heart  with  thanksgiv- 
ing. Gracious  God,  who  was  he,  weak  -and  friendless 
creature,  that  such  a  love  should  be  poured  out  upon  him? 
Not  in  vain — not  in  vain  has  he  lived — hard  and  thankless 
should  he  be  to  think  so — that  has  such  a  treasure  given 
him.  What  is  ambition  compared  to  that,  but  selfish 
vanity?  To  be  rich,  to  be  famous?  What  do  these  profit 
a  year  hence,  when  other  names  sound  louder  than  yours, 
when  you  lie  hidden  away  under  the  ground,  along  with 
idle  titles  engraven  on  your  coffin?  But  only  true  love 
lives  after  you — follows  your  memory  with  secret  blessing 
"^^or  precedes  you,  and  intercedes  for  you.  Non  omnis 
moriar — if  dying,  I  yet  live  in  a  tender  heart  or  two ;  nor 
am  lost  and  hopeless  living,  if  a  sainted  departed  soul  still 
loves  and  prays  for  me. 

"If — if  'tis  so,  dear  lady,"  Mr.  Esmond  said,  "why 
should  I  ever  leave  you?  If  God  hath  given  me  this  great 
boon— and  near  or  far  from  me,  as  I  know  now,  the  heart 
of  my  dearest  mistress  follows  me,  let  me  have  that  bless- 
ing near  me,  nor  ever  part  with  it  till  death  separate  us. 
Come  away — leave  this  Europe,  this  place  which  has  so 
many  sad  recollections  for  you.  Begin  a  new  life  in  a  new 
world.  My  good  lord  often  talked  of  visiting  that  land  in 
Virginia  which  King  Charles  gave  us — gave  his  ancestor. 
Frank  will  give  us  that.  No  man  there  will  ask  if  there 
is  a  blot  on  my  name,  or  inquire  in  the  woods  what  my 
title  is." 

_  "  And  my  children — and  my  duty — and  my  good  father, 
Henry?  "  she  broke  out.  "He  has  none  but  me  now!  for 
soon  my  sister  will  leave  him,  and  the  old  man  will  be 
alone.  He  has  conformed  since  the  new  Queen's  reign; 
and  here  in  Winchester,  where  they  love  him,  they  have 
found  a  church  for  him.  When  the  children  leave  me,  I 
will  stay  with  him.  _  I  cannot  follow  them  into  the  great 
world,  where  their  way  lies — it  scares  me.  They  will 
come  and  visit  me ;  and  you  will,  sometimes,  Henry — yes, 
14 
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sometimes,  as  now,  in  the  Holy  Advent  season,  when  I 
have  seen  and  blessed  you  once  more." 

"I  would  leare  all  to  follow  you,"  said  Mr.  Esmond; 
"and  can  you  not  be  as  generous  for  me,  dear  lady? " 

"Hush,  boy!"  she  said,  and  it  was  with  a  mother's 
sweet  plaintive  tone  and  look  that  she  spoke.  "  The  world 
is  beginning  for  you.  For  me  I  have  been  so  weak  and 
sinful  that  I  must  leave  it,  and  pray  out  an  expiation,  dear 
Henry.  Had  we  houses  of  religion  as  there  were  once, 
and  many  divines  of  our  Church  would  have  them  again,  I 
often  think  I  would  retire  to  one  and  pass  my  life  in  pen- 
ance. But  I  would  love  you  still — yes,  there  is  no  sin  iu 
such  a  love  as  mine  now ;  and  my  dear  lord  in  heaven  may 
see  my  heart ;  and  knows  the  tears  that  have  washed  my 
sin  away — and  now — now  my  duty  is  here,  by  my  children 
whilst  they  need  me,  and  by  my  poor  old  father,  and " 

"And  not  by  me?  "  Henry  said. 

"  Hush !  "  she  said  again,  and  raised  her  hand  up  to  his 
lip.  "I  have  been  your  nurse.  You  could  not  see  me, 
Harry,  when  you  were  in  the  small-pox,  and  I  came  and 
sate  by  you.  Ah!  I  j)rayed  that  I  might  die,  but  it  would 
have  been  in  sin,  Henry.  Oh,  it  is  horrid  to  look  back  to 
that  time !  It  is  over  now  and  past,  and  it  has  been  for- 
given me.  When  you  need  me  again.  I  will  come  ever  so 
far.  When  your  heart  is  wounded,  then  come  to  me,  my 
dear.  Be  silent!  let  me  say  all.  You  never  loved  me, 
dear  Henry — no,  you  do  not  now,  and  I  thank  heaven  for 
it.  I  used  to  watch  you,  and  knew  by  a  thousand  signs 
that  it  was  so.  Do  you  remember  how  glad  you  were  to 
go  away  to  college?  'Twas  I  sent  you.  I  told  my  papa 
that,  and  Mr.  Atterbury  too,  when  I  spoke  to  him  in  Lon- 
don. And  they  both  gave  me  absolution — both — and  they 
are  godly  men,  having  authority  to  bind  and  to  loose.  And 
they  forgave  me,  as  my  dear  lord  forgave  me  before  he 
went  to  heaven." 

"I  think  the  angels  are  not  all  in  heaven,"  Mr.  Esmond 
said.  And  as  a  brother  folds  a  sister  to  his  heart ;  and  as 
a  mother  cleaves  to  her  son's  breast — so  for  a  few  moments 
Esmond's  beloved  mistress  came  to  him  and  blessed  him. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

I  AM  MADE  WELCOME  AT  WALCOTE. 

As  they  came  up  to  the  house  at  Walcote,  the  windows 
from  within  were  lighted  up  with  friendly  welcome ;  the 
supper-table  was  spread  in  the  oak-parlour ;  it  seemed  as  if 
forgiveness  and  love  were  awaiting  the  returning  prodigal. 
Two  or  three  familiar  faces  of  domesticks  were  on  the 
look-out  at  the  porch — the  old  housekeeper  was  there,  and 
young  Lockwood  from  Castlewood  in  my  lord's  livery  of 
tawny  and  blue.  His  dear  mistress  pressed  his  arm  as 
they  passed  into  the  hali.  Her  eyes  beamed  out  on  him 
with  affection  indescribable.  "Welcome!"  was  all  she 
said,  as  she  looked  up,  putting  back  her  fair  curls  and 
black  hood.  A  sweet  rosy  smile  blushed  on  her  face ; 
Harry  thought  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so  charming. 
Her  face  was  lighted  with  a  joy  that  was  brighter  than 
beauty — she  took  a  hand  of  her  son  who  was  in  the  hall 
waiting  his  mother — she  did  not  quit  Esmond's  arm. 

"  Welcome,  Harry ! "  my  young  lord  echoed  after  her. 
"Here,  we  are  all  come  to  say  so.  Here's  old  Pincot, 
hasn't  she  grown  handsome?  "  and  Pincot,  who  was  older 
and  no  handsomer  than  usual,  made  a  curtsey  to  the  Cap- 
tain, as  she  called  Esmond,  and  told  my  lord  to  "Have 
done,  now ! " 

"And  here's  Jack  Lockwood.  He'll  make  a  famous 
grenadier.  Jack ;  and  so  shall  I ;  we'll  both  'list  under  you. 
Cousin.  As  soon  as  I  am  seventeen,  I  go  to  the  army — 
every  gentleman  goes  to  the  army.  Look !  who  comes  here 
— ho,  ho!"  he  burst  into  a  laugh.  "'Tis  Mistress  Trix, 
with  a  new  ribbon ;  I  knew  she  would  put  one  on  as  soon 
as  she  heard  a  captain  was  coming  to  supper." 

This  laughing  colloquy  took  place  in  the  hall  of  Wal- 
cote House :  in  the  midst  of  which  is  a  staircase  that  leads 
from  an  open  gallery,  where  are  the  doors  of  the  sleeping 
chambers:  and  from  one  of  these,  a  wax  candle  in  her 
hand,  and  illuminating  her,  came  Mistress  Beatrix — the 
light  falling  indeed  upon  the  scarlet  ribbon  which  she  wore, 
and  upon  the  most  brilliant  white  neck  in  the  world. 
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Esmond  had  left  a  child  and  found  a  woman,  grown  be- 
yond the  common  height;  and  arrived  at  such  a  dazzling 
completeness  of  beauty,  that  his  eyes  might  well  show  sur- 
prise and  delight  at  beholding  her.  In  hers  there  was  a 
brightness  so  lustrous  and  melting,  that  I  have  seen  a 
whole  assembly  follow  her  as  if  by  an  attraction  irresisti- 
ble ;  and  that  night  the  great  Duke  was  at  the  playhouse 
after  Eamillies,  every  soul  turned  and  looked  (she  chanced 
to  enter  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  theatre  at  the  same 
moment)  at  her,  and  not  at  him.  She  was  a  brown  beauty : 
that  is,  her  eyes,  hair,  and  eyebrows  and  eyelashes  were 
dark :  her  hair  curling  with  rich  undulations,  and  waving 
over  her  shoulders;  but  her  complexion  was  as  dazzling 
white  as  snow  in  sunshine ;  except  her  cheeks,  which  were 
a  bright  red,  and  her  lips,  which  were  of  a  still  deeper 
crimson.  Her  mouth  and  chin,  they  said,  were  too  large 
and  full,  and  so  they  might  be  for  a  goddess  in  marble, 
but  not  for  a  woman  whose  eyes  were  fire,  whose  look  was 
love,  whose  voice  was  the  sweetest  low  song,  whose  shape 
was  perfect  symmetry,  health,  decision,  activity,  whose 
foot  as  it  planted  itself  on  the  ground  was  firm  but  flexible, 
and  whose  motion,  whether  rapid  or  slow,  was  always  per- 
fect grace — agile  as  a  nymph,  lofty  as  a  queen — now  melt- 
ing, now  imperious,  now  sarcastick — there  was  no  single 
movement  of  hers  but  was  beautiful.  As  he  thinks  of  her, 
he  who  writes  feels  young  again,  and  remembers  a  paragon. 

So  she  came  holding  her  dress  with  one  fair  rounded 
arm,  and  her  taper  before  her,  tripping  down  the  stairs  to 
greet  Esmond. 

"  She  hath  put  on  her  scarlet  stockings  and  white  shoes," 
says  my  lord,  still  laughing.  "Oh  my  fine  mistress!  is 
this  the  way  you  set  your  cap  at  the  Captain?  "  She  ap- 
proached, shining  smiles  upon  Esmond,  who  could  look 
at  nothing  but  her  eyes.  She  advanced  holding  forward 
her  head,  as  if  she  would  have  him  kiss  her  as  he  used  to 
do  when  she  was  a  child. 

"Stop,"  she  said,  "I  am  grown  too  big!  Welcome, 
cousin  Harry !  "  and  she  made  him  an  arch  curtsey,  sweep- 
ing down  to  the  ground  almost,  with  the  most  gracious 
bend,  looking  up  the  while  with  the  brightest  eyes  and 
sweetest  smile.  Love  seemed  to  radiate  from  her.  Harry 
eyed  her  with  such  a  rapture  as  the  first  lover  is  described 
as  having  by  Milton. 
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"N'est-ce  pas?"  says  my  lady,  in  a  low,  sweet  voice, 
still  hanging  on  his  arm. 

Esmond  turned  round  with  a  start  and  a  blush,  as  he 
met  his  mistress's  clear  eyes.  He  had  forgotten  her,  rapt 
in  admiration  of  the  Jilia  pulcrior. 

"  Right  foot  forward,  toe  turned  out,  so :  now  drop  the 
curtsey,  and  show  the  red  stockings,  'Trix.  They've  silver 
clocks,  Harry.  The  Dowager  sent  'em.  She  went  to  put 
'em  on,"  pries  my  lord. 

"  Hush,  you  stupid  child ! "  says  Miss,  smothering  her 
brother  with  kisses ;  and  then  she  must  come  and  kiss  her 
mamma,  looking  all  the  while  at  Harry,  over  his  mistress's 
shoulder.  And  if  she  did  not  kiss  him,  she  gave  him  both 
her  hands,  and  then  took  one  of  his  in  both  hands,  and 
said,  "  Oh,  Harry,  we're  so,  so  glad  you're  come !  " 

"There  are  woodcocks  for  supper,"  says  my  lord. 
"Huzzay!     It  was  such  a  hungry  sermon." 

"  And  it  is  the  29th  of  December ;  and  our  Harry  has 
come  home." 

"  Huzzay,  old  Pincot ! "  again  says  my  lord ;  and  my 
dear  lady's  lips  looked  as  if  they  were  trembling  with  a 
prayer.  She  would  have  Harry  lead  in  Beatrix  to  the 
supper-room,  going  herself  with  my  young  Lord  Viscount ; 
and  to  this  party  came  Tom  Tusher  directly,  whom  four  at 
least  out  of  the  company  of  five  wished  away.  Away  he 
went,  however,  as  soon  as  the  sweetmeats  were  put  down, 
and  then,  by  the  great  crackling  fire,  his  mistress  or  Bea- 
trix, with  her  blushing  graces,  filling  his  glass  for  him, 
Harry  told  the  story  of  his  campaign,  and  passed  the  most 
delightful  night  his  life  had  ever  known.  The  sun  was  up 
long  ere  he  was,  so  deep,  sweet,  and  refreshing  was  his 
slumber.  He  woke  as  if  angels  had  been  watching  at  his 
bed  all  night.  I  dare  say  one  that  was  as  pure  and  loving 
as  an  angel  had  blessed  his  sleep  with  her  prayers. 

ISText  morning  the  chaplain  read  prayers  to  the  little 
household  at  Walcote,  as  the  custom  was ;  Esmond  thought 
Mistress  Beatrix  did  not  listen  to  Tusher' s  exhortation 
much:  her  eyes  were  wandering  everywhere  during  the 
service,  at  least  whenever  he  looked  up  he  met  them.  Per- 
haps he  also  was  not  very  attentive  to  his  Reverence  the 
Chaplain.  "  This  might  have  been  my  life,"  he  was  think- 
ing ;  "  this  might  have  been  my  duty  from  now  till  old 
age.     Well,  were  it  not  a  pleasant  one  to  be  with  these 


214  HfiNRY  ESMOND. 

dear  friends  and  part  from  'em  no  more?  Until — until 
the  destined  lover  comes  and  takes  away  pretty  Beatrix  " — 
and  the  best  part  of  Tom  Tusher's  exposition,  which  may 
have  been  very  learned  and  eloquent,  was  quite  lost  to 
poor  Harry  by  this  vision  of  the  destined  lover,  who  put 
the  preacher  out. 

All  the  while  of  the  prayers,  Beatrix  knelt  a  little  way 
before  Harry  Esmond.  The  red  stockings  were  changed 
for  a  pair  of  grey,  and  black  shoes,  in  which  her  feet 
looked  to  the  full  as  pretty.  All  the  roses  of  spring  could 
not  vie  with  the  brightness  of  her  complexion;  Esmond 
thought  he  had  never  seen  anything  like  the  sunny  lustre 
of  her  eyes.  My  Lady  Viscountess  looked  fatigued,  as  if 
with  watching,  and  her  face  was  pale. 

Miss  Beatrix  remarked  these  signs  of  indisposition  in  her 
mother  and  deplored  them.  "  I  am  an  old  woman,"  says 
my  lady,  with  a  kind  smile;  "I  cannot  hope  to  look  as 
young  as  you  do,  my  dear." 

"  She'll  never  look  as  good  as  you  do  if  she  lives  till 
she's  a  hundred,"  says  my  lord,  taking  his  mother  by  the 
waist,  and  kissing  her  hand. 

"  Do  1  look  very  wicked,  cousiu?  "  says  Beatrix,  turning 
full  round  on  Esmond,  with  her  pretty  face  so  close  under 
his  chin,  that  the  soft  perfumed  hair  touched  it.  She  laid 
her  finger-tips  on  his  sleeve  as  she  spoke ;  and  he  put  his 
other  hand  over  hers. 

"  I'm  like  your  looking-glass,"  says  he,  "and  that  can't 
flatter  you." 

"  He  means  that  you  are  always  looking  at  him,  my 
dear,"  says  her  mother,  archly.  Beatrix  ran  away  from 
Esmond  at  this,  and  flew  to  her  mamma,  whom  she  kissed, 
stopping  my  lady's  mouth  with  her  pretty  hand. 

"And  Harry  is  very  good  to  look  at,"  says  my  lady, 
with  her  fond  eyes  regarding  the  young  man. 

"If  'tis  good  to  see  a  happy  face,"  says  he,  "you  see 
that."  My  lady  said,  "Amen,"  with  a  sigh;  and  Harry 
thought  the  memory  of  her  dear  lord  rose  up  and  rebuked 
her  back  again  into  sadness ;  for  her  face  lost  the  smile, 
and  resumed  its  look  of  melancholy. 

"  Why,  Harry,  how  fine  we  look  in  our  scarlet  and  silver, 
and  our  black  periwig !  "  cries  my  lord.  "  Mother,  I  am 
tired  of  my  own  hair.  When  shall  I  have  a  peruke? 
Were  did  you  get  your  steenkirk,  Harry?  " 
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"It's  some  of  my  Lady  Dowager's  lace,"  says  Harry; 
"  she  gave  me  this  and  a  number  of  other  fine  things." 

"My  Lady  Dowager  isn't  such  a  bad  woman,"  my  lord 
continued. 

"  She's  not  so — so  red  as  she's  painted,"  says  Miss 
Beatrix. 

Her  brother  broke  into  a  laugh.  "I'll  tell  her  you  said 
so;  by  the  Lord,  'Trix,  I  will!  "  he  cries  out. 

"  She'll  know  that  you  hadn't  the  wit  to  say  it,  my 
lord,"  says  Miss  Beatrix. 

"  We  won't  quarrel  the  first  day  Harry's  here,  will  we, 
mother?  "  said  the  young  lord.  "  We'll  see  if  we  can  get 
on  to  the  new  year  without  a  fight.  Have  some  of  this 
Christmas  pie.  And  here  comes  the  tankard;  no,  it's 
Pincot  with  the  tea." 

"Will  the  Captain  choose  a  dish?"  asks  Mistress  Bea- 
trix. 

"I  say,  Harry,"  my  lord  goes  on,  "I'll  show  thee  my 
horses  after  breakfast ;  and  we'll  go  a  bird-netting  to-night, 
and  on  Monday  there's  a  cock-match  at  Winchester — do 
you  love  cock-fighting,  Harry? — between  the  gentlemen  of 
Sussex  and  the  gentlemen  of  Hampshire,  at  ten  pound  the 
battle,  and  fifty  pound  the  odd  battle  to  show  one-and- 
twenty-cocks." 

"And  what  will  you  do,  Beatrix,  to  amuse  our  kins- 
man? "  asks  my  lady. 

"I'll  listen  to  him,"  says  Beatrix.  "I  am  sure  he  has 
a  hundred  things  to  tell  us.  And  I'm  jealous  already  of 
the  Spanish  ladies.  Was  that  a  beautiful  nun  at  Cadiz 
that  you  rescued  from  the  soldiers?  Your  man  talked  of 
it  last  night  in  the  kitchen,  and  Mrs.  Betty  told  me  this 
morning  as  she  combed  my  hair.  And  he  says  you  must 
be  in  love,  for  you  sate  on  deck  all  night,  and  scribbled 
verses  all  day  in  your  table-book. "  Harry  thought  if  he 
had  wanted  a  subject  for  verses  yesterday,  to-day  he  had 
found  one :  and  not  all  the  Lindamiras  and  Ardelias  of 
the  poets  were  half  so  beautiful  as  this  young  creature ;  but 
he  did  not  say  so,  though  some  one  did  for  him 

This  was  his  dear  lady,  who,  after  the  meal  was  over, 
and  the  young  people  were  gone,  began  talking  of  her  chil- 
dren with  Mr.  Esmond,  and  of  the  characters  of  one  and 
the  other,  and  of  her  hopes  and  fears  for  both  of  them. 
"'Tis  not  while  they  are  at  home,"  she  said,  "  and  in  their 
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mother's  nest,  I  fear  for  them — 'tis  when  they  are  gone 
into  the  world,  whither  I  shall  not  be  able  to  follow  them. 
Beatrix  will  begin  her  service  next  year.  You  may  have 
heard  a  rumour  about — about  my  Lord  Blandford.  They 
were  both  children ;  and  it  is  but  idle  talk.  I  know  my 
kinswoman  would  never  let  him  make  such  a  poor  marriage 
as  our  Beatrix  would  be.  There's  scarce  a  princess  in  Europe 
that  she  thinks  is  good  enough  for  him  or  for  her  ambition." 

"There's  not  a  princess  in  Europe  to  compare  with  her," 
says  Esmond. 

"In  beauty?  Ko,  perhaps  not,"  answered  my  lady. 
"She  is  most  beautiful,  isn't  she?  'Tis  not  a  mother's 
partiality  that  deceives  me.  I  marked  you  yesterday  when 
she  came  down  the  stair-  and  read  it  in  your  face.  We 
look  when  you  don't  fancy  us  looking,  and  see  better  than 
you  think,  dear  Harry :  and  just  now  when  they  spoke 
about  your  poems — you  writ  pretty  lines  when  you  were 
but  a  boy — you  thought  Beatrix  was  a  pretty  subject  for 
verse,  did  not  you,  Harry?  "  (The  gentleman  could  only 
blush  for  a  reply. )  "  And  so  she  is — nor  are  you  the  first 
her  pretty  face  has  captivated.  'Tis  quickly  done.  Such 
a  pair  of  bright  eyes  as  hers  learn  their  power  very  soon, 
and  use  it  very  early."  And,  looking  at  him  keenly  with, 
hers,  the  fair  widow  left  him. 

And  so  it  is — a  pair  of  bright  eyes  with  a  dozen  glances 
suffice  to  subdue  a  man ;  to  enslave  him,  and  inflame  him ; 
to  make  him  even  forget;  they  dazzle  him  so  that  the  past 
becomes  straightway  dim  to  him ;  and  he  so  prizes  them 
that  he  would  give  all  his  life  to  possess  'em.  What  is  the 
fond  love  of  dearest  friends  compared  to  this  treasure?  Is 
memory  as  strong  as  expectancy?  fruition,  as  hunger? 
gratitude,  as  desire?  I  have  looked  at  royal  diamonds  in 
the  jewel-rooms  in  Europe,  and  thought  how  wars  have 
been  made  about  'em ;  Mogul  sovereigns  deposed  and  stran- 
gled for  them,  or  ransomed  with  them ;  millions  expended 
to  buy  them ;  and  daring  lives  lost  in  digging  out  the  little 
shining  toys  that  I  value  no  more  than  the  button  in  my 
hat.  And  so  there  are  other  glittering  baubles  (of  rare 
water  too)  for  which  men  have  been  set  to  kill  and  quarrel 
ever  since  mankind  began ;  and  which  last  but  for  a  score 
of  years,  when  their  sparkle  is  over.  Where  are  those 
jewels  now  that  beamed  under  Cleopatra's  forehead,  or 
shone  in  the  sockets  of  Helen? 
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The  second  day  after  Esmond's  coming  to  Walcote,  Tom 
Tusher  had  leave  to  take  a  holiday,  and  went  off  in  his 
very  best  gown  and  bands  to  court  the  young  woman  whom 
his  Eeverence  desired  to  marry,  and  who  was  not  a  vis- 
count's widow,  as  it  turned  out,  but  a  brewer's  relict  at 
Southampton,  with  a  couple  of  thousand  pounds  to  her 
fortune  :  for  honest  Tom's  heart  was  under  such,  excellent 
control,  that  Venus  herself  without  a  portion  would  never 
have  caused  it  to  flutter.  So  he  rode  away  on  his  heavy- 
paced  gelding  to  pursue  his  jog-trot  loves,  leaving  Esmond 
to  the  society  of  his  dear  mistress  and  her  daughter,  and 
with  his  young  lord  for  a  companion,  who  was  charmed, 
not  only  to  see  an  old  friend,  but  to  have  the  tutor  and  his 
Latin  books  put  out  of  the  way. 

The  boy  talked  of  things  and  people,  and  not  a  little 
about  himself,  in  his  frank  artless  way.  'Twas  easy  to 
see  that  he  and  his  sister  had  the  better  of  their  fond 
mother,  for  the  iirst  place  in  whose  affections,  though  they 
fought  constantly,  and  though  the  kind  lady  persisted  that 
she  loved  both  equally,  'twas  not  difficult  to  understand 
that  Erank  was  his  mother's  darling  and  favourite.  He 
ruled  the  whole  household  (always  excepting  rebellious 
Beatrix)  not  less  now  than  when  he  was  a  child  marshal- 
ling the  village  boys  in  playing  at  soldiers,  and  caning 
them  lustily  too,  like  the  sturdiest  corporal.  As  for  Tom 
Tusher,  his  Eeverence  treated  the  young  lord  with  that 
politeness  and  deference  which  he  always  showed  for  a 
great  man,  whatever  his  age  or  his  stature  was.  Indeed, 
with  respect  to  this  young  one,  it  was  impossible  not  to 
love  him,  so  frank  and  winning  were  his  manners,  his 
beauty,  his  gaiety,  the  ring  of  his  laughter,  and  the  de- 
lightful tone  of  his  voice.  Wherever  he  went,  he  charmed 
and  domineered.  I  think  his  old  grandfather  the  Dean, 
and  the  grim  old  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Pincot,  were  as  much 
his  slaves  as  his  mother  was :  and  as  for  Esmond,  he  found 
himself  presently  submitting  to  a  certain  fascination  the 
boy  had,  and  slaving  it  like  the  rest  of  the  family.  The 
pleasure  which  he  had  in  Frank's  mere  company  and  con- 
verse exceeded  that  which  he  ever  enjoyed  in  the  society 
of  any  other  man,  however  delightful  in  talk,  or  famous 
for  wit.  His  presence  brought  sunshine  into  a  room,  his 
laugh,  his  prattle,  his  noble  beauty  and  brightness  of  look 
cheered  and  charmed  indescribably.     At  the  least  tale  of 
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sorrow,  his  hands  were  in  his  purse,  and  he  was  eager 
with  sympathy  and  bounty.  The  way  in  which  women 
loved  and  petted  him,  when,  a  year  or  two  afterwards, 
he  came  upon  the  world,  yet  a  mere  boy,  and  the  follies 
which  they  did  for  him  (as  indeed  he  for  them),  recalled 
the  career  of  Eochester,  and  outdid  the  successes  of  Gram- 
mont.  His  very  creditors  loved  him;  and  the  hardest 
usurers,  and  some  of  the  rigid  prudes  of  the  other  sex  too, 
could  deny  him  nothing.  He  was  no  more  witty  than 
another  man,  but  what  he  said,  he  said  and  looked  as  no 
man  else  could  say  or  look  it.  I  have  seen  the  women  at 
the  comedy  at  Bruxelles  crowd  round  him  in  the  lobby : 
and  as  he  sate  on  the  stage  more  people  looked  at  him.  than 
at  the  actors,  and  watched  him ;  and  I  remember  at  Eamil- 
lies,  when  he  was  hit  and  fell,  a  great  big  red-haired  Scotch 
sergeant  flung  his  halbert  down,  burst  out  a-crying  like  a 
woman,  seizing  him  up  as  if  he  had  been  an  infant,  and  car- 
rying him  out  of  the  fire.  This  brother  and  sister  were  the 
most  beautiful  couple  ever  seen ;  though  after  he  winged 
away  from  the  maternal  nest  this  jjair  were  seldom  together. 

Sitting  at  dinner  two  days  after  Esmond's  arrival  (it 
was  the  last  day  of  the  year),  and  so  happy  a  one  to  Harry 
Esmond,  that  to  enjoy  it  was  quite  worbh  all  the  previous 
paia  which  he  had  endured  and  forgot,  my  young  lord, 
filling  a  bumper,  and  bidding  Harry  take  another,  drank  to 
his  sister,  saluting  her  under  the  title  of  "Marchioness." 

"  Marchioness !  "  says  Harry,  not  without  a  pang  of  won- 
der, for  he  was  curious  and  jealous  already. 

"Nonsense,  my  lord,"  says  Beatrix,  with  a  toss  of  her 
head.  My  Lady  Viscountess  looked  up  for  a  moment  at 
Esmond,  and  cast  her  eyes  down. 

"The  Marchioness  of  Blandford,"  says  Erank.  "Don't 
you  know — hath  not  Eouge  Dragon  told  you?  "  (My  lord 
used  to  call  the  Dowager  of  Chelsea  by  this  and  other 
names.)  " Blandford  has  a  lock  of  her  hair:  the  Duchess 
found  him  on  his  knees  to  Mistress  'Trix,  and  boxed  his 
ears,  and  said  Dr.  Hare  should  whip  him." 

"  I  wish  Mr.  Tusher  would  whip  you  too,"  says  Beatrix. 

My  lady  only  said :  "  I  hope  you  will  tell  none  of  these 
silly  stories  elsewhere  than  at  home,  Francis." 

"'Tis  true,  on  my  word,"  continues  Frank:  "look  at 
Harry  scowling,  mother,  and  see  how  Beatrix  blushes  as 
red  as  the  silver-clocked  stockings." 
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"  I  think  we  had  best  leave  the  gentlemen  to  their  wine 
and  their  talk,"  says  Mistress  Beatrix,  rising  up  with  the 
air  of  a  young  queen,  tossing  her  rustling  flowing  draperies 
about  her,  and  quitting  the  room,  followed  by  her  mother. 

Lady  Castlewood  again  looked  at  Esmond  as  she  stooped 
down  and  kissed  Frank.  "Do  not  tell  those  silly  stories, 
child,"  she  said:  "do  not  drink  much  wine,  sir;  Harry 
never  loved  to  drink  wine."  And  she  went  away,  too,  in 
her  black  robes,  looking  back  on  the  young  man  with  her 
fair,  fond  face. 

"Egad!  it's  true,"  says  Frank,  sipping  his  wine  with 
the  air  of  a  lord.  "  What  think  you  of  this  Lisbon — real 
Collares?  'Tis  better  than  your  heady  port :  we  got  it  out 
of  one  of  the  Spanish  ships  that  came  from  Vigo  last  year : 
my  mother  bought  it  at  Southampton,  as  the  ship  was 
lying  there — the  '  Eose,'  Captain  Hawkins." 

"Why,  I  came  home  in  that  ship,"  says  Harry. 

"  And  it  brought  home  a  good  fellow  and  good  wine," 
says  my  lord.  "  I  say,  Harry,  I  wish  thou  hadst  not  that 
cursed  bar  sinister." 

"  And  why  not  the  bar  sinister?  "  asks  the  other. 

"  Suppose  I  go  to  the  army  and  am  killed — every  gentle- 
man goes  to  the  army — who  is  to  take  care  of  the  women? 
'Trix  will  never  stop  at  home;  mother's  in  love  with  you, 
— yes,  I  think  mother's  in  love  with  you.  _  She  was  always 
praising  you,  and  always  talking  about  you ;  and  when  she 
went  to  Southampton,  to  see  the  ship,  I  found  her  out. 
But  you  see  it  is  impossible :  we  are  of  the  oldest  blood  in 
England;  we  came  in  with  the  Conqueror;  we  were  only 
baronets, — but  what  then?  we  were  forced  into  that. 
James  the  First  forced  our  great-grandfather.  We  are 
above  titles;  we  old  English  gentry  don't  want  'em;  the 
Queen  can  make  a  duke  any  day.  Look  at  Blandford's 
father,  Duke  Churchill,  and  Duchess  Jennings,  what  were 
they,  Harry?  Damn  it,  sir,  what  are  they,  to  turn  up 
their  noses  at  us?  Where  were  they,  when  our  ancestor 
rode  with  King  Henry  at  Agincourt,  and  filled  up  the 
French  King's  cup  after  Poictiers?  'Fore  George,  sir, 
why  shouldn't  Blaudford  marry  Beatrix?  By  G— !  he 
shall  marry  Beatrix,  or  tell  me  the  reason  why.  We'll 
marry  with  the  best  blood  of  England,  and  none  but  the 
best  blood  of  England.  You  are  an  Esmond,  and  you 
can't  help  your  birth,  my  boy.     Let's  have  another  bottle. 


220  HENRY  ESMOND. 

What!  no  more?  I've  drank  three  parts  of  this  myself . 
I  had  many  a  night  with  my  father ;  you  stood  to  him  like 
a  man,  Harry.  You  backed  your  blood;  you  can't  help 
your  misfortune,  you  know, — no  man  can  help  that." 

The  elder  said  he  would  go  in  to  his  mistress's  tea-table. 
The  young  lad,  with  a  heightened  colour  and  voice,  began 
singing  a  snatch  of  a  song,  and  marched  out  of  the  room. 
Esmond  heard  him  presently  calling  his  dogs  about  him, 
and  cheering  and  talking  to  them ;  and  by  a  hundred  of  his 
looks  and  gestures,  tricks  of  voice  and  gait,  was  reminded 
of  the  dead  lord,  Frank's  father. 

And  so,  the  Sylvester  night  passed  away ;  tLe  family 
parted  long  before  midnight.  Lady  Castlewood  remember- 
ing, no  doubt,  former  New  Year's  Eves,  when  healths  were 
drunk,  and  laughter  went  round  in  the  company  of  him,  to 
whom  years,  past,  and  present,  and  future,  were  to  be  as 
one ;  and  so  cared  not  to  sit  with  her  children  and  hear  the 
Cathedral  bells  ringing  the  birth  of  the  year  1703-  Es- 
mond heard  the  chimes  as  he  sate  in  his  own  chamber, 
ruminating  by  the  blazing  fire  there,  and  listened  to  the 
last  notes  of  them,  looking  oiit  from  his  window  towards 
the  city,  and  the  great  grey  towers  of  the  Cathedral  lying 
under  the  frosty  sky,  with  the  keen  stars  shining  above. 

The  sight  of  these  brilliant  orbs  no  doubt  made  him  think 
of  other  luminaries.  "And  so  her  eyes  have  already  done 
execution,"  thought  Esmond — "on  whom? — who  can  tell 
me?  "  Luckily  his  kinsman  was  by,  and  Esmond  knew  he 
would  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  out  Mistress  Beatrix's 
history  from  the  simple  talk  of  the  boy. 
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CHAPTEE    VIII. 

FAMILY  TALK. 

What  Harry  admired  and  submitted  to  in  the  pretty  lad 
his  kinsman  was  (for  why  should  he  resist  it?)  the  calm- 
ness of  patronage  which  my  young  lord  assumed,  as  if  to 
command  was  his  undoubted  right,  and  all  the  world  (be- 
low his  degree)  ought  to  bow  down  to  Viscount  Castlewood. 

"I  know  my  place,  Harry,"  he  said.  "I'm  not  proud 
— the  boys  at  Winchester  College  say  I'm  proud:  but  I'm 
not  proud.  I  am  simply  Francis  James  Viscount  Castle- 
wood in  the  peerage  of  Ireland.  I  might  have  been  (do  you 
know  that?)  Francis  James  Marquis  and  Earl  of  Esmond 
in  that  of  England.  The  late  lord  refused  the  title  which 
was  offered  to  him  by  my  godfather,  his  late  Majesty. 
You  should  know  that — you  are  of  our  family,  you  know 
— you  cannot  help  your  bar  sinister,  Harry  my  dear  fellow ; 
and  you  belong  to  one  of  the  best  families  in  England,  in 
spite  of  that ;  and  you  stood  by  my  father,  and  by  G — ! 
I'll  stand  by  you.  You  shall  never  want  a  friend,  Harry, 
while  Francis  James  Viscount  Castlewood  has  a  shilling. 
It's  now  1703 — I  shall  come  of  age  in  1709.  I  shall  go 
back  to  Castlewood;  I  shall  live  at  Castlewood;  I  shall 
build  up  the  house.  My  property  will  be  pretty  well  re- 
stored by  then.  The  late  viscount  mismanaged  my  prop- 
erty, and  left  it  in  a  very  bad  state.  My  mother  is  living 
close,  as  you  see,  and  keeps  me  in  a  way  hardly  befitting 
a  peer  of  these  realms ;  for  I  have  but  a  pair  of  horses,  a 
governor,  and  a  man  that  is  valet  and  groom.  But  when 
I  am  of  age,  these  things  will  be  set  right,  Harry.  Our 
house  will  be  as  it  should  be.  You'll  always  come  to  Cas- 
tlewood, won't  you?  You  shall  always  have  your  two 
rooms  in  the  court  kept  for  you ;  and  if  anybody  slights 


you 


d them !  let  them  have  a  care  of  7ne.     I  shall 

marry  early — 'Trix  will  be  a  duchess  by  that  time,  most 
likely ;  for  a  cannon-ball  may  knock  over  his  grace  any 
day,  you  know." 

"How?  "  says  Harry. 
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"  Hush,  my  dear !  "  says  my  Lord  Viscount.  "  You  are 
of  the  family — you  are  faithful  to  us,  by  George,  and  I 

tell  you  everything.     Blandf ord  will  marry  her — or  " 

and  here  he  put  his  little  hand  on  his  sword — "  you  under- 
stand the  rest.  Blandford  knows  which  of  us  two  is  the 
best  weapon.  At  small-sword,  or  back-sword,  or  sword 
and  dagger  if  he  likes ;  I  can  beat  him.  I  have  tried  him, 
Harry ;  and  begad  he  knows  I  am  a  man  not  to  be  trifled 
with." 

"But  you  do  not  mean,"  says  Harry,  concealing  his 
laughter,  but  not  his  wonder,  "  that  you  can  force  my  Lord 
Blandford,  the  son  of  the  first  man  of  this  kingdom,  to 
marry  your  sister  at  sword's  point?  " 

"I  mean  to  say  that  we  are  cousins  by  the  mother's  side, 
though  that's  nothing  to  boast  of.  I  mean  to  say  that  an 
Esmond  is  as  good  as  a  Churchill;  and  when  the  King 
comes  back,  the  Marquis  of  Esmond's  sister  may  be  a 
match  for  any  nobleman's  daughter  in  the  kingdom.  There 
are  but  two  marquises  in  all  England,  William  Herbert 
Marquis  of  Powis,  and  Francis  James  Marquis  of  Esmond ; 
and  hark  you,  Harry, — now  swear  you  will  never  mention 
this.  Give  me  your  honour  as  a  gentleman,  for  you  are  a 
gentleman,  though  you  are  a " 

"  Well,  well?  "  says  Harry,  a  little  impatient. 

"Well,  then,  when  after  my  late  viscount's  misfortune, 
my  mother  went  up  with  us  to  London,  to  ask  for  justice 
against  you  all  (as  for  Mohun,  I'll  have  his  blood,  as  sure 
as  my  name  is  Francis  Viscoxint  Esmond) — we  went  to  stay 
with  our  cousin  my  Lady  Marlborough,  with  whom  we  had 
quarrelled  for  ever  so  long.  But  when  misfortune  came, 
she  stood  by  her  blood : — so  did  the  Dowager  Viscountess 
stand  by  her  blood, — so  did  you.  Well,  sir,  whilst  my 
mother  was  petitioning  the  late  Prince  of  Orange — for  I 
will  never  call  him  king — and  while  you  were  in  prison, 
we  lived  at  my  Lord  Marlborough's  house,  who  was  only  a 
little  there,  being  away  with  the  army  in  Holland.  And 
then  ...  I  say,  Harry,  you  won't  tell,  now?  " 

Harry  again  made  a  vow  of  secrecy. 

"  Well,  there  used  to  be  all  sorts  of  fun,  you  know :  my 
Lady  Marlborough  was  very  fond  of  us,  and  she  said  I  was 
to  be  her  page ;  and  she  got  'Trix  to  be  a  maid  of  honour, 
and  while  she  was  up  in  her  room  crying,  we  used  to  be 
always  having  fun,  you  know ;  and  the  Duchess  used  to 
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kiss  me,  and  so  did  her  daughters,  and  Blandford  fell  tre- 
mendous in  love  with  'Trix,  and  she  liked  him;  and  one 
day  he — he  kissed  her  behind  a  door — he  did  though, — and 
the  Duchess  caught  him,  and  she  banged  such  a  box  of  the 
ear  both  at  'Trix  and  Blandford — ^you  should  have  seen  it! 
And  then  she  said  that  we  must  leave  directly,  and  abused 
my  mamma  who  was  cognizant  of  the  business ;  but  she 
wasn't — never  thinking  about  anything  but  father.  And 
so  we  came  down  to  Walcote.  Blandford  being  locked  up, 
and  not  allowed  to  see  'Trix.  But  I  got  at  him.  I  climbed 
along  the  gutter,  and  in  through  the  window,  where  he 
was  crying. 

'"  Marquis,'  says  I,  when  he  had  opened  it  and  helped 
me  in,  '  you  know  I  wear  a  sword,'  for  I  had  brought  it. 

" '  Oh,  viscount,'  says  he — '  oh,  my  dearest  Frank ! '  and 
he  iiung  himself  into  my  arms  and  burst  out  a-crying.  '  I 
do  love  Mistress  Beatrix  so,  that  I  shall  die  if  I  don't  have 
her.' 

"'  My  dear  Blandford,'  says  I,  '  you  are  young  to  think 
of  marrying ; '  for  he  was  but  iifteen,  and  a  young  fellow 
of  that  age  can  scarce  do  so,  you  know. 

"'  But  I'll  wait  twenty  years,  if  she'll  have  me,'  says 
he.  '  I'll  never  marry — no,  never,  never,  never,  marry 
anybody  but  lier.  No,  not  a  princess,  though  they  would 
have  me  do  it  ever  so.  If  Beatrix  will  wait  for  me,  her 
Blandford  swears  he  will  be  faithful.'  And  he  wrote  a 
paper  (it  wasn't  spelt  right,  for  he  wrote  '  I'm  ready  to 
sine  with  my  blode,'  which,  you  know,  Harry,  isn't  the 
way  of  spelling  it),  and  vowing  that  he  would  marry  none 
other  but  the  Honourable  Mistress  Gertrude  Beatrix  Es- 
mond, only  sister  of  his  dearest  friend  Francis  James, 
fourth  Viscount  Esmond.  And  so  I  gave  him  a  locket  of 
her  hair." 

"A  locket  of  her  hair?"  cries  Esmond. 

"Yes.  'Trix  gave  me  one  after  the  fight  with  the 
Duchess  that  very  day.  I  am  sure  I  didn't  want  it;  and 
so  I  gave  it  him,  and  we  kissed  at  parting,  and  said — 
'  Good-by,  brother.'  And  I  got  back  through  the  gutter; 
and  we  set  off  home  that  very  evening.  And  he  went  to 
King's  College,  in  Cambridge,  and  I'm  going  to  Cambridge 
soon;  and  if  he  doesn't  stand  to  his  promise  (for  he's  only 
wrote  once), — he  knows  I  wear  a  sword,  Harry.  Come 
along,  and  let's  go  see  the  cocking-match  at  Winchester." 
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" .  .  .  .  But  I  say,"  he  added,  laughing,  after  a  pause, 
"  I  don't  think  'Trix  will  break  her  heart  about  him.  Law 
bless  you!  whenever  she  sees  a  man,  she  makes  eyes  at 
him;  and  young  Sir  Wilmot  Crawley  of  Queen's  Grawley, 
and  Anthony  Henley  of  Alresford,  were  at  swords  drawn 
about  her,  at  the  Winchester  Assembly,  a  month  ago." 

That  night  Mr.  Harry's  sleep  was  by  no  means  so  pleas- 
ant or  sweet  as  it  had  been  on  the  first  two  evenings  after 
his  arrival  at  Walcote.  "So  the  bright  eyes  have  been 
already  shining  on  another,"  thought  he,  "and  the  pretty 
lips,  or  the  cheeks  at  any  rate,  have  begun  the  work  which 
they  were  made  for.  Here's  a  girl  not  sixteen,  and  one 
young  gentleman  is  already  whimpering  over  a  lock  of  her 
hair,  and  two  country  squires  are  ready  to  cut  each  other's 
throats  that  they  may  have  the  honour  of  a  dance  with 
her.  What  a  fool  am  I  to  be  dallying  about  this  passion, 
and  singeing  my  wings  in  this  foolish  flame !  Wings ! — 
why  not  say  crutches?  There  is  but  eight  years'  difference 
between  us,  to  be  sure ;  but  in  life  I  am  thirty  years  older. 
How  could  I  ever  hope  to  please  such  a  sweet  creature  as 
that,  with  my  rough  ways  and  glum  face?  Say  that  I  have 
merit  ever  so  much,  and  won  myself  a  name,  could  she 
ever  listen  to  me?  She  must  be  my  Lady  Marchioness, 
and  I  remain  a  nameless  bastard.  Oh!  my  master,  my 
master !  "  (here  he  fell  to  thinking  with  a  passionate  grief 
of  the  vow  which  he  had  made  to  his  poor  dying  lord. ) 
"  Oh !  my  mistress,  dearest  and  kindest,  will  you  be  con- 
tented with  the  sacrifice  which  the  poor  orphan  makes  for 
you,  whom  you  love,  and  who  so  loves  you?  " 

And.  then  came  a  fiercer  pang  of  temptation.  "A  word 
from  me,"  Harry  thought,  "a  syllable  of  explanation,  and 
all  this  might  be  changed ;  but  no,  I  swore  it  over  the 
dying  bed  of  my  benefactor.  For  the  sake  of  him  and  his ; 
for  the  sacred  love  and  kindness  of  old  days ;  I  gave  my 
promise  to  him,  and  may  kind  heaven  enable  me  to  keep 
my  vow ! " 

The  next  day,  although  Esmond  gave  no  sign  of  what 
was  going  on  in  his  mind,  but  strove  to  be  more  than  ordi- 
narily gay  and  cheerful  when  he  met  his  friends  at  the 
morning  meal,  his  dear  mistress,  whose  clear  eyes  it  seemed 
no  emotion  of  his  could  escape,  perceived  that  something 
troubled  him,  for  she  looked  anxiously  towards  him  more 
than  once  during  the  breakfast,  and  when  he  went  up  to 
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his  chamber  afterwards  she  presently  followed  him,  and 
knocked  at  his  door. 

As  she  entered,  no  doubt  the  whole  story  was  clear  to 
her  at  once,  for  she  found  our  young  gentleman  packing 
his  valise,  pursuant  to  the  resolution  which  he  had  come  to 
over-night  of  making  a  brisk  retreat  out  of  this  tempta- 
tion. 

She  closed  the  door  very  carefully  behind  her,  and  then 
leant  against  it,  very  pale,  her  hands  folded  before  her, 
looking  at  the  young  man,  who  was  kneeling  over  his  work 
of  packing.     "  Are  you  going  so  soon?  "  she  said. 

He  rose  up  from  his  knees,  blushing,  perhaps,  to  be  so 
discovered,  in  the  very  act,  as  it  were,  and  took  one  of  her 
fair  little  hands — it  was  that  which  had  her  marriage  ring 
on — and  kissed  it. 

"It  is  best  that  it  should  be  so,  dearest  lady,"  he  said. 

"I  knew  you  were  going,  at  breakfast.  I — I  thought 
you  might  stay.  What  has  happened?  Why  can't  you 
remain  longer  with  us?  What  has  Frank  told  you — you 
were  talking  together  late  last  night?  " 

"I  had  but  three  days'  leave  from  Chelsea,"  Esmond 
said,  as  gaily  as  he  could.  "  My  aunt — she  lets  me  call 
her  aunt — is  my  mistress  now !  I  owe  her  my  lieutenancy 
and  my  laced  coat.  She  has  taken  me  into  high  favour ; 
and  my  new  General  is  to  dine  at  Chelsea  to-morrow — 
General  Lumley,  madam — who  has  appointed  me  his  aide- 
de-camp,  and  on  whom  I  must  have  the  honour  of  waiting. 
See,  here  is  a  letter  from  the  Dowager ;  the  post  brought 
it  last  night ;  and  I  would  not  speak  of  it,  for  fear  of  dis- 
turbing our  last  merry  meetiag." 

My  lady  glanced  at  the  letter,  and  put  it  down  with  a 
smile  that  was  somewhat  contemptuous.  "  I  have  no  need 
to  read  the  letter,"  says  she — (indeed,  'twas  as  well  she 
did  not;  for  the  Chelsea  missive,  in  the  poor  Dowager's 
usual  French  jargon,  permitted  him  a  longer  holiday  than 
he  said.  "  Jevous  donne,"  quoth  her  ladyship,  "oui  jour, 
pour  vous  fatigay  parfaictement  de  vos  parens  f atigans  ") 
— "I  have  no  need  to  read  the  letter,"  says  she.  "What 
was  it  Frank  told  you  last  night?  " 

"  He  told  me  little  I  did  not  know, "  Mr.  Esmond  an- 
swered. "But  I  have  thought  of  that  little,  and  here's 
the  result :  I  have  no  right  to  the  name  I  bear,  dear  lady ; 
and  it  is  only  by  your  sufferance  that  I  am  allowed  to  keep 
15 
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it.  If  I  thought  for  an  hour  of  what  has  perhaps  crossed 
your  mind  too " 

"Yes,  I  did,  Harry,"  said  she;  "I  thought  of  it;  and 
think  of  it.  I  would  sooner  call  you  my  son  than  the 
greatest  prince  in  Europe — yes,  than  the  greatest  prince. 
For  who  is  there  so  good  and  so  brave,  and  who  would 
love  her  as  you  would?  But  there  are  reasons  a  mother 
can't  tell." 

"I  know  them,"  said  Mr.  Esmond,  interrupting  her  with 
a  smile.  "  I  know  there's  Sir  Wilmot  Crawley  of  Queen's 
Crawley,  and  Mr.  Anthony  Henley  of  the  Grange,  and  my 
Lord  Marquis  of  Blandford,  that  seems  to  be  the  favoured 
suitor.  You  shall  ask  me  to  wear  my  Lady  Marchioness's 
favours  and  to  dance  at  her  ladyship's  wedding." 

"Oh!  Harry,  Harry,  it  is  none  of  these  follies  that 
frighten  me, "  cried  out  Lady  Castlewood.  "  Lord  Churchill 
is  but  a  child,  his  outbreak  about  Beatrix  was  a  mere  boy- 
ish folly.  His  parents  would  rather  see  him  buried  than 
married  to  one  below  him  in  rank.  And  do  you  think  that 
I  would  stoop  to  sue  for  a  husband  for  Francis  Esmond's 
daughter ;  or  submit  to  have  my  girl  smuggled  into  that 
proud  family  to  cause  a  quarrel  between  son  and  parents, 
and  to  be  treated  only  as  an  inferior?  I  would  disdain 
such  a  meanness.  Beatrix  would  scorn  it.  Ah!  Henry, 
'tis  not  with  you  the  fault  lies,  'tis  with  her.  Ilmow  you 
both,  and  love  you:  need  I  be  ashamed  of  that  love  now? 
No,  never,  never,  and  'tis  not  you,  dear  Harry,  that  is  un- 
worthy. 'Tis  for  my  poor  Beatrix  I  tremble — whose  he^_- 
strong  will  frightens  me ;  whose  jealous  temper  (they  say 
I  was  jealous  too,  but,  pray  God,  I  am  cured  of  that  sin) 
and  whose  vanity  no  words  or  prayers  of  mine  can  cure — 
only  suffering,  only  experience,  and  remorse  afterwards. 
Oh !  Henry,  she  will  make  no  man  happy  who  loves  her. 
Go  away,  my  son :  leave  her :  love  us  always  and  think 
kindly  of  us :  and  for  me,  my  dear,  you  know  these  walls 
contain  all  that  I  love  in  the  world." 

In  after  life,  did  Esmond  find  the  words  true  which  his 
fond  mistress  spoke  from  her  sad  heart?  Warning  he  had : 
but  I  doubt  others  had  warning  before  his  time,  and  since : 
and  lie  benefited  by  it  as  most  men  do. 

My  young  Lord  Viscount  was  exceedingly  sorry  when  he 
heard  that  Harry  could  not  come  to  the  cock-match  with 
him,  and  must  go  to  London,  but  no  doubt  my  lord  con- 
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soled  himself  when  the  Hampshire  cocks  won  the  match ; 
and  he  saw  every  one  of  the  battles,  and  crowed  properly- 
over  the  conquered  Sussex  gentlemen. 

As  Esmond  rode  towards  town  his  servant,  coming  up 
to  him,  iaformed  him  with  a  grin,  that  Mistress  Beatrix 
had  brought  out  a  new  gown  and  blue  stockings  for  that 
day's  dinner,  in  which  she  intended  to  appear,  and  had 
flown  into  a  rage  and  given  her  maid  a  slap  on  the  face  soon 
after  she  heard  he  was  going  away.  Mistress  Beatrix's 
woman,  the  fellow  said,  came  down  to  the  servants'  hall 
crying,  and  with  the  mark  of  a  blow  still  on  her  cheek : 
but  Esmond  peremptorily  ordered  him  to  fall  back  and  be 
silent,  and  rode  on  with  thoughts  enough  of  his  own  to 
occupy  him — some  sad  ones,  some  inexpressibly  dear  and 
pleasant. 

His  mistress,  from  whom  he  had  been  a  year  separated, 
was  his  dearest  mistress  again.  The  family  from  which  he 
had  been  parted,  and  which  he  loved  with  the  fondest  de- 
votion, was  his  family  once  more.  If  Beatrix's  beauty 
shone  upon  him,  it  was  with  a  friendly  lustre,  and  he 
could  regard  it  with  much  such  a  delight  as  he  brought 
away  after  seeing  the  beautiful  pictures  of  the  smiling 
Madonnas  in  the  convent  at  Cadiz,  when  he  was  despatched 
thither  with  a  flag;  and  as  for  his  mistress,  'twas  difficult 
to  say  with  what  a  feeling  he  regarded  her.  'Twas  hap- 
piness to  have  seen  her;  'twas  no  great  pang  to  part;  a 
iilial  tenderness,  a  love  that  was  at  once  respect  and  pro- 
tection, filled  his  mind  as  he  thought  of  her ;  and  near  her 
or  far  from  her,  and  from  that  day  until  now,  and  from 
now  till  death  is  past,  and  beyond  it,  he  prays  that  sacred 
flame  may  ever  burn. 
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CHAPTEE    IX. 

I  MAKE  THE  CAMPAIGN  OF  1704. 

Me.  Esmond  rode  up  to  London  then,  where,  if  the 
dowager  had  been  angry  at  the  abrupt  leave  of  absence  he 
took,  she  was  mightily  pleased  at  his  speedy  return. 

He  went  immediately  and  paid  his  court  to  his  new  gen- 
eral. General  Lumley,  who  received  him  graciously,  having 
known  his  father,  and  also,  he  was  pleased  to  say,  having 
had  the  very  best  accounts  of  Mr.  Esmond  from  the  officer 
whose  aide-de-camp  he  had  been  at  Vigo.  During  this 
winter  Mr.  Esmond  was  gazetted  to  a  lieutenancy  in 
Brigadier  Webb's  regiment  of  Eusileers,  then  with  their 
colonel  in  Flanders ;  but  being  now  attached  to  the  suite  of 
Mr.  Lumley,  Esmond  did  not  join  his  own  regiment  until 
more  than  a  year  afterwards,  and  after  his  return  from  the 
campaign  of  Blenheim,  which  was  fought  the  next  year. 
The  campaign  began  very  early,  our  troops  marching  out 
of  their  quarters  before  the  winter  was  almost  over,  and 
investing  the  city  of  Bonn,  on  the  Rhine,  under  the 
Duke's  command.  His  Grace  joined  the  army  in  deep 
grief  of  mind,  with  crape  on  his  sleeve,  and  his  household 
ill  mourning ;  and  the  very  same  packet  which  brought  the 
Commander-in-Chief  over,  brought  letters  to  the  forces 
which  preceded  him,  and  one  from  his  dear  mistress  to 
Esmond,  which  interested  him  not  a  little. 

The  young  Marquis  of  Blandford,  his  Grace's  son,  who 
had  been  entered  in  King's  College  in  Cambridge,  (whither 
my  Lord  Viscount  had  also  gone,  to  Trinity,  with  Mr. 
Tusher  as  his  governor,)  had  been  seized  with  small -pox, 
and  was  dead  at  sixteen  years  of  age,  and  so  poor  Frank's 
schemes  for  his  sister's  advancement  were  over,  and  that 
innocent  childish  passion  nipped  in  the  birth. 

Esmond' s  mistress  would  have  had  him  return,  at  least  her 
letters  hinted  as  much ;  but  in  the  presence  of  the  enemy 
this  was  impossible,  and  our  young  man  took  his  humble 
share  in  the  siege,  which  need  not  be  described  here,  and  had 
the  good  luck  to  escape  without  a  wound  of  any  sort,  and  to 
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arink  his  general's  health  after  the  surrender.  He  was  in 
constant  military  duty  this  year,  and  did  not  think  of  ask- 
ing for  a  leave  of  absence,  as  one  or  two  of  his  less  for- 
tunate friends  did,  who  were  cast  away  in  that  tremendous 
storm  which  happened  towards  the  close  of  November, 
that  "which  of  late  o'er  pale  Britannia  past"  (as  Mr.  Ad- 
dison sang  of  it),  and  in  which  scores  of  our  greatest  ships 
and  15,000  of  our  seamen  went  down. 

They  said  that  our  Duke  was  quite  heart-broken  by  the  ca- 
lamity which  had  befallen  his  f amiljr ;  but  his  enemies  found 
that  he  could  subdue  them,  as  well  as  master  his  grief.  Suc- 
cessful as  had  been  this  great  General's  operations  in  the 
past  year,  they  were  far  enhanced  by  the  splendour  of  his 
victory  in  the  ensuing  campaign.  His  Grace  the  Captain- 
General  went  to  England  after  Bonn,  and  our  army  fell 
back  into  Holland,  where  in  April  1704,  his  Grace  again 
found  the  troops,  embarking  from  Harwich  and  landing  at 
Maesland  Sluys :  thence  his  Grace  came  immediately  to 
the  Hague,  where  he  received  the  foreign  ministers,  gen- 
eral officers,  and  other  people  of  quality.  The  greatest 
honours  were  paid  to  his  Grace  everywhere — at  the  Hague, 
Utrecht,  Ruremonde,  and  Maestricht ;  the  civil  authorities 
coming  to  meet  his  coaches :  salvos  of  cannon  saluting 
him,  canopies  of  state  being  erected  for  him  where  he 
stopped,  and  feasts  prepared  for  the  numerous  gentlemen 
following  in  his  suite.  His  Grace  reviewed  the  troops  of 
the  States-General  between  Liege  and  Maestricht,  and  af- 
terwards the  English  forces,  under  the  command  of  Gen- 
eral Churchill,  near  Bois-le-Duc.  Every  preparation  was 
made  for  a  long  march;  and  the  army  heard,  with  no 
small  elation,  that  it  was  the  Commander-in-Chief's  in- 
tention to  carry  the  war  out  of  the  Low  Countries,  and 
to  march  on  the  Mozelle.  Before  leaving  our  camp  at 
Maestricht,  we  heard  that  the  French,  under  the  Marshal 
Villeroy,  were  also  bound  towards  the  Mozelle. 

Towards  the  end  of  May,  the  army  reached  Coblentz ; 
and  next  day,  his  Grace,  and  the  generals  accompanying 
him,  went  to  visit  the  Elector  of  Treves  at  his  Castle  of 
Ehrenbreitstein,  the  horse  and  dragoons  passing  the 
Rhine  whilst  the  Duke  was  entertained  at  a  grand  feast 
by  the  Elector.  All  as  yet  was  novelty,  festivity,  and 
splendour — a  brilliant  march  of  a  great  and  glorious 
army  through  a  friendly  country,  and  sure  through  some 
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of  the  most  beautiful  scenes  of  nature  which  ever  I  wit- 
nessed. 

The  foot  and  artillery,  foUowiag  after  the  horse  as 
quick  as  possible,  crossed  the  Rhine  under  Ehrenbreitstein, 
and  so  to  Castel,  over  agaiust  Mayntz,  in  which  city  his 
Grace,  his  generals,  and  his  retinue  were  received  at  the 
landing-place  by  the  Elector's  coaches,  carried  to  his  High- 
ness's  palace  amidst  the  thunder  of  cannon,  and  then 
once  more  magnificently  entertaiaed.  Gidlingen  in  Ba- 
varia, was  appointed  as  the  general  rendezvous  of  the 
army,  and  thither,  by  different  routes,  the  whole  forces  of 
English,  Dutch,  Danes,  and  German  auxiliaries  took  their 
way.  The  foot  and  artillery  under  General  Churchill 
passed  the  Neckar,  at  Heidelberg ;  and  Esmond  had  an  op- 
portunity of  seeing  that  city  and  palace,  once  so  famous 
and  beautiful  (though  shattered  and  battered  by  the 
French,  under  Turenne,  in  the  late  war),  where  his  grand- 
sire  had  served  the  beautiful  and  unfortunate  Electress- 
Palatine,  the  first  King  Charles's  sister. 

At  Mindelsheim,  the  famous  Prince  of  Savoy  came  to 
visit  our  commander,  all  of  us  crowding  eagerly  to  get  a 
sight  of  that  brilliant  and  intrepid  warrior ;  and  our  troops 
were  drawn  up  in  battalia  before  the  Prince,  who  was 
pleased  to  express  his  admiration  of  this  noble  English 
army.  At  length  we  came  in  sight  of  the  enemy  between 
Dillingen  and  Lawingen,  the  Brentz  lying  between  the 
two  armies.  The  Elector,  judging  that  Donauwort  would 
be  the  point  of  his  Grace's  attack,  sent  a  strong  detach- 
ment of  his  best  troops  to  Count  Darcos,  who  was  posted  at 
Schellenberg,  near  that  place,  where  great  intrenchments 
were  thrown  up,  and  thousands  of  pioneers  employed  to 
strengthen  the  position. 

On  the  2nd  of  July  his  Grace  stormed  the  post,  with 
what  success  on  our  part  need  scarce  be  told.  His  Grace 
advanced  with  six  thousand  foot, .  English  and  Dutch, 
thirty  squadrons,  and  three  regiments  of  Imperial  Cuiras- 
siers, the  Duke  crossing  the  river  at  the  head  of  the  cav- 
alry. Although  our  troops  made  the  attack  with  unpar- 
alleled courage  and  fury — rushing  up  to  the  very  guns  of  the 
enemy,  and  being  slaughtered  before  their  works — we  were 
driven  back  many  times,  and  should  not  have  carried  them, 
but  that  the  Imperialists  came  up  under  the  Prince  of 
Baden,  when  the  enemy  could  make  no  head  agaiust  us : 
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we  pursued  him  into  the  trenches,  making  a  terrible 
slaughter  there,  and  into  the  very  Danube,  where  a  great 
part  of  his  troops,  following  the  example  of  their  generals. 
Count  Darcos  and  the  Elector  himself,  tried  to  save  them- 
selves by  swimming.  Our  army  entered  Donauwort,  which 
the  Bavarians  evacuated ;  and  where  'twas  said  the  Elector 
purposed  to  have  given  us  a  warm  reception,  by  burning 
us  in  our  beds ;  the  cellars  of  the  houses,  -when  we  took 
possession  of  them,  being  found  stuffed  with  straw.  But 
though  the  links  were  there,  the  link-boys  had  run  away. 
The  townsmen  saved  their  houses,  and  our  General  took 
possession  of  the  enemy's  ammunition  in  the  arsenals,  his 
stores,  and  magazines.  Five  days  afterwards  a  great  "  Te 
Deum  "  was  sung  in  Prince  Lewis's  army,  and  a  solemn 
day  of  thanksgiving  held  in  our  own ;  the  Prince  of  Savoy's 
compliments  coming  to  his  Grace  the  Captain-General  dur- 
ing the  day's  religious  ceremony,  and  concluding,  as  it 
were,  with  an  Amen. 

And  now,  having  seen  a  great  military  march  through 
a  friendly  country ;  the  pomps  and  festivities  of  more  than 
one  German  court ;  the  severe  struggle  of  a  hotly  contested 
battle,  and  the  triumph  of  victory,  Mr.  Esmond  beheld 
another  part  of  military  duty:  our  troops  entering  the 
enemy's  territory,  and  putting  all  around  them  to  fire  and 
sword;  burning  farms,  wasted  fields,  shrieking  women, 
slaughtered  sons  and  fathers,  and  drunken  soldiery,  curs- 
ing and  carousing  in  the  midst  of  tears,  terror,  and  murder. 
Why  does  the  stately  Muse  of  History,  that  delights  in 
describing  the  valour  of  heroes  and  the  grandeur  of  con- 
quest, leave  out  these  scenes,  so  brutal,  mean,  and  de- 
grading, that  yet  form  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  drama 
of  war?  You,  gentlemen  of  England,  who  live  at  home  at 
ease,  and  compliment  yourselves  in  the  songs  of  triumph 
with  which  our  chieftains  are  bepraised — you  pretty  maid- 
ens, that  come  tumbling  down  the  stairs  when  the  fife  and 
drum  call  you,  and  huzzah  for  the  British  Grenadiers — do 
you  take  account  that  these  items  go  to  make  up  the  amount 
of  the  triumph  you  admire,  and  form  part  of  the  duties  of 
the  heroes  you  fondle?  Our  chief,  whom  England  and  all 
Europe,  saving  only  the  Frenchmen,  worshipped  almost, 
had  this  of  the  godlike  in  him,  that  he  was  impassible  be- 
fore victory,  before  danger,  before  defeat.  Before  the 
greatest  obstacle  or  the  most  trivial  ceremony ;  before  a 
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hundred  tKousand  men  drawn  in  battalia,  or  a  peasant 
slaughtered  at  the  door  of  his  burning  hovel;  before  a 
carouse  of  drunken  German  lords,  or  a  monarch's  court  or 
a  cottage  table,  •where  his  plans  were  laid,  or  an  enemy's 
battery,  vomiting  flame  and  death,  and  strewing  corpses 
round  about  him; — he  was  always  cold,  calm,  resolute, 
like  fate.  He  performed  a  treason  or  a  court-bow,  he  told 
a  falsehood  as  black  as  Styx,  as  easily  as  he  paid  a  com- 
pliment or  spoke  about  the  weather.  He  took  a  mistress, 
and  left  her;  he  betrayed  his  benefactor,  and  supported 
him,  or  would  have  murdered  him,  with  the  same  calmness 
always,  and  having  no  more  remorse  than  Clotho  when  she 
weaves  the  thread,  or  Lachesis  when  she  cuts  it.  In  the 
hour  of  battle  I  have  heard  the  Prince  of  Savoy's  officers 
say,  the  Prince  became  possessed  with  a  sort  of  warlike 
fury ;  his  eyes  lighted  up ;  he  rushed  hither  and  thither, 
raging;  he  shrieked  curses  and  encouragement,  yelling  and 
harking  his  bloody  war-dogs  on,  and  himself  always  at  the 
first  of  the  hunt.  Our  Duke  was  as  calm  at  the  mouth  of 
the  cannon  as  at  the  door  of  a  drawing-room.  Perhaps  he 
could  not  have  been  the  great  man  he  was,  had  he  had  a 
heart  either  for  love  or  hatred,  or  pity  or  fear,  or  regret  or 
remorse.  He  achieved  the  highest  deed  of  daring,  or  deep- 
est calculation  of  thought,  as  he  performed  the  very  mean- 
est action  of  which  a  man  is  capable ;  told  a  lie,  or  cheated 
a  fond  woman,  or  robbed  a  poor  beggar  of  a  half-penny, 
with  a  like  awful  serenity  and  equal  capacity  of  the  highest 
and  lowest  acts  of  our  nature. 

His  qualities  were  pretty  well  known  in  the  army,  where 
there  were  parties  of  all  politicks,  and  of  plenty  of  shrewd- 
ness and  wit ;  but  there  existed  such  a  perfect  confidence  in 
him,  as  the  first  captain  of  the  world,  and  such  a  faith  and 
admiration  in  his  prodigious  genius  and  fortune,  that  the 
very  nien  whom  he  notoriously  cheated  .of  JLeitjjay,  the 
chiefs  whom  he  used  and  injured — for  he  used  all  men, 
great  and  small,  that  came  near  him,  as  his  instruments 
alike,  and  took  something  of  theirs,  either  some  quality  or 
some  property — the  blood  of  a  soldier,  it  might  be,  or  a 
jewelled  hat,  or  a  hundred  thousand  crowns  from  a  king, 
or  a  portion  out  of  a  starving  sentinel's  three-farthings;  or 
(when  he  was  young)  a  kiss  from  a  woman,  and  the  gold 
chain  off  her  neck,  taking  all  he  could  from  woman  or  man, 
and  having,  as  I  have  said,  this  of  the  godlike  in  him,  that 
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he  could  see  a  hero  perish  or  a  sparrow  fall,  with  the  same 
amount  of  sympathy  for  either.  Not  that  he  had  no  tears ; 
he  could  always  order  up  this  reserve  at  the  proper  moment 
to  battle ;  he  could  draw  upon  tears  or  smiles  alike,  and 
whenever  need  was  for  using  this  cheap  coin.  He  would 
cringe  to  a  shoeblack,  as  he  would  flatter  a  minister  or  a 
monarch ;  be  haughty,  be  humble,  threaten,  repent,  weep, 
grasp  your  hand,  (or  stab  you  whenever  he  saw  occasion) 
— But  yet  those  of  the  army,  who  knew  him  best,  and  had 
suffered  most  from  him,  admired  him  most  of  all :  and  as 
he  rode  along  the  lines  to  battle  or  galloped  up  in  the  nick 
of  time  to  a  battalion  reeling  from  before  the  enemy's 
charge  or  shot,  the  fainting  men  and  officers  got  new  cour- 
age as  they  saw  the  splendid  calm  of  his  face,  and  felt  that 
his  will  made  them  irresistible. 

After  the  great  victory  of  Blenheim  the  enthusiasm  of 
the  army  for  the  Duke,  even  of  his  bitterest  personal  ene- 
mies in  it,  amounted  to  a  sort  of  rage — nay,  the  very  offi- 
cers who  cursed  him  in  their  hearts  were  among  the  most 
frantick  to  cheer  him.  Who  could  refuse  his  meed  of  ad- 
miration to  such  a  victory  and  such  a  victor?  Not  he  who 
writes  :  a  man  may  profess  to  be  ever  so  much  a  philoso- 
pher ;  but  he  who  fought  on  that  day  must  feel  a  thrill  of 
pride  as  he  recalls  it. 

The  French  right  was  posted  near  to  the  village  of  Blen- 
heim, on  the  Danube,  where  the  Marshal  Tallard's  quar- 
ters were :  their  line  extending  through,  it  may  be  a  league 
and  a  half,  before  Lutzingen  and  up  to  a  woody  hill,  round 
the  base  of  which,  and  acting  against  the  Prince  of  Savoy, 
were  forty  of  his  squadrons. 

Here  was  a  village  that  the  Frenchmen  had  burned,  the 
wood  being,  in  fact,  a  better  shelter  and  easier  of  guard 
than  any  village. 

Before  these  two  villages  and  the  French  lines  ran  a 
little  stream,  not  more  than  two  foot  broad,  through  a 
marsh  (that  was  mostly  dried  up  from  the  heats  of  the 
weather),  and  this  stream  was  the  only  separation  between 
the  two  armies — ours  coming  up  and  ranging  themselves  in 
line  of  battle  before  the  French,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing ;  so  that  our  line  was  quite  visible  to  theirs ;  and  the 
whole  of  this  great  plain  was  black  and  swarming  with 
troops  for  hours  before  the  cannonading  began. 

On  one  side  and  the  other  this  cannonading  lasted  many 
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hours.  The  French  guns  being  in  position  in  front  of  their 
line,  and  doing  severe  damage  among  our  horse  especially, 
and  on  our  right  wing  of  Imperialists  under  the  Prince  of 
Savoy,  who  could  neither  advance  his  artillery  nor  his 
lines,  the  ground  before  him  being  cut  up  by  ditches, 
morasses,  and  very  difficult  of  passage  for  the  guns. 

It  was  past  mid-day  when  the  attack  began  on  our  left, 
where  Lord  Cutts  commanded,  the  bravest  and  most  beloved 
oflScer  in  the  English  army.  And  now,  as  if  to  make  his 
experience  in  war  complete,  our  young  aide-de-camp  hav- 
ing seen  two  great  armies  facing  each  other  in  line  of  bat- 
tle, and  had  the  honour  of  riding  with  orders  from  one  end 
to  the  other  of  the  line,  came  in  for  a  not  uncommon  ac- 
companiment of  military  glory,  and  was  knocked  on  the 
head,  along  with  many  hundred  of  brave  fellows,  almost  at 
the  very  commencement  of  this  famous  day  of  Blenheim. 
A  little  after  noon,  the  disposition  for  attack  being  com- 
pleted with  much  delay  and  difficulty,  and  under  a  severe 
fire  from  the  enemy's  guns,  that  were  better  posted  and 
more  numerous  than  ours,  a  body  of  English  and  Hessians, 
with  Major-General  Rowe  commanding  at  the  extreme 
left  of  our  line,  marched  upon  Blenheim,  advancing  with 
great  gallantry,  the  Major-General  on  foot,  with  his  offi- 
cers, at  the  head  of  the  column,  and  marching  with  his  hat 
off,  intrepidly  in  the  face  of  the  enemy,  who  was  pouring 
in  a  tremendous  fire  from  his  guns  and  musketry,  to  which 
our  people  were  instructed  not  to  reply,  except  with  pike 
and  bayonet  when  they  reached  the  French  palisades.  To 
these  Rowe  walked  intrepidly,  and  struck  the  wood-work 
with  his  sword  before  our  people  charged  it.  He  was  shot 
down  at  the  instant,  with  his  colonel,  major,  and  several 
officers ;  and  our  troops  cheering  and  huzzaing,  and  coming 
on,  as  they  did,  with  immense  resolution  and  gallantry, 
were  nevertheless  stopped  by  the  murderous  fire  from  be- 
hind the  enemy's  defences,  and  then  attacked  in  flank  by  a 
furious  charge  of  French  horse  which  swept  out  of  Blen- 
heim, and  cut  down  our  men  in  great  numbers.  Three 
fierce  and  desperate  assaults  of  our  foot  were  made  and  re- 
pulsed by  the  enemy;  so  that  our  columns  of  foot  were 
quite  shattered,  and  fell  back,  scrambling  over  the  little 
rivulet,  which  we  had  crossed  so  resolutely  an  hour  before, 
and  pursued  by  the  French  cavalry,  slaughtering  us  and 
cutting  us  down. 
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And  now  the  conquerors  were  met  by  a  furious  charge  of 
English  horse  under  Esmond's  general,  General  Lumley, 
behind  whose  squadrons  the  flying  foot  found  refuge,  and 
formed  again,  whilst  Lumley  drove  back  the  Erenoh  horse, 
charging  up  to  the  village  of  Blenheim,  and  the  palisades 
where  Eowe,  and  many  hundred  more  gallant  English- 
men, lay  in  slaughtered  heaps.  Beyond  this  moment,  and 
of  this  famous  victory,  Mr.  Esmond  knows  nothing ;  for  a 
shot  brought  down  his  horse  and  our  young  gentleman  on 
it,  who  fell  crushed  and  stunned  under  the  animal,  and 
came  to  his  senses  he  knows  not  how  long  after  only  to  lose 
them  again  from  pain  and  loss  of  blood.  A  dim  sense,  as 
of  people  groaning  round  about  him,  a  wild  incoherent 
thought  or  two  for  her  who  occupied  so  much  of  his  heart 
now,  and  that  here  his  career,  and  his  hopes,  and  misfor- 
tunes were  ended,  he  remembers  in  the  course  of  these 
hours.  When  he  woke  up,  it  was  with  a  pang  of  extreme 
pain,  his  breast-plate  was  taken  off,  his  servant  was  hold- 
ing his  head  up,  the  good  and  faithful  lad  of  Hampshire  * 
was  blubbering  over  his  master,  whom  he  found  and  had 
thought  dead,  and  a  surgeon  was  probing  a  wound  in  the 
shoulder,  which  he  must  have  got  at  the  same  moment 
when  his  horse  was  shot  and  fell  over  him.  The  battle 
was  over  at  this  end  of  the  field,  by  this  time  :  the  village 
was  in  possession  of  the  English,  its  brave  defenders  pris- 
oners, or  fled,  or  drowned,  many  of  them,  in  the  neighbour- 
ing waters  of  Donau.  But  for  honest  Lockwood's  faithful 
search  after  his  master,  there  had  no  doubt  been  an  end  of 
Esmond  here,  and  of  this  his  story.  The  marauders  were 
out  rifling  the  bodies  as  they  lay  on  the  field,  and  Jack  had 
brained  one  of  these  gentry  with  the  club-end  of  his  mus- 
ket, who  had  eased  Esmond  of  his  hat  and  periwig,  his 
purse,  and  fine  silver-mounted  pistols  which  the  Dowager 
gave  him,  and  was  fumbling  in  his  pockets  for  further 
treasure,  when  Jack  Lockwood  came  up  and  put  an  end  to 
the  scoundrel's  triumph. 

Hospitals  for  our  wounded  were  established  at  Blen- 
heim, and  here  for  several  weeks  Esmond  lay  in  very  great 
danger  of  his  life;  the  wound  was  not  very  great  from 
which  he  suffered,  and  the  ball  extracted  by  the  surgeon 

*  My  mistress,  before  I  went  this  campaign,  sent  me  Jolin  Lock- 
wood  out  of  Walcote,  who  hath  ever  since  remained  with  me. — H. 
E. 
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on  the  spot  where  our  young  gentleman  received  it ;  but  a 
fevei'  set  in  next  day,  as  he  was  lying  in  hospital,  and  that 
almost  carried  him  away.  Jack  Lockwood  said  he  talked 
in  the  wildest  manner  during  his  delirium ;  that  he  called 
himself  the  Marquis  of  Esmond,  and  seizing  one  of  the  sur- 
geon's  assistants  who  came  to  dress  his  wounds,  swore 
that  he  was  Madam  Beatrix,  and  that  he  would  make  her  a 
duchess  if  she  would  but  say  yes.  He  was  passing  the 
days  in  these  crazy  fancies,  and  vana  soinnia,  whilst  the 
army  was  singing  "  Te  Deum  "  for  the  victory,  and  those 
famous  festivities  were  taking  place  at  which  our  Duke, 
now  made  a  Prince  of  the  Empire,  was  entertained  by  the 
King  of  the  Romans,  and  his  nobility.  His  Grace  went 
home  by  Berlin  and  Hanover,  and  Esmond  lost  the  fes- 
tivities which  took  place  at  those  cities,  and  which  his 
general  shared  in  company  of  the  other  general  oincers  who 
travelled  with  our  great  captaia.  When  he  could  move,  it 
was  by  the  Duke  of  Wilrtemberg's  city  of  Stuttgard  that 
he  made  his  way  homewards,  revisiting  Heidelberg  again, 
whence  he  went  to  Mannheim,  and  hence  had  a  tedious  but 
easy  water  journey  down  the  river  of  Ehine,  which  he  had 
thought  a  delightful  and  beautiful  voyage  indeed,  but  that 
his  heart  was  longing  for  home,  and  something  far  more 
beautiful  and  delightful. 

As  bright  and  welcome  as  the  eyes  almost  of  his  mistress 
shone  the  lights  of  Harwich,  as  the  packet  came  in  from 
Holland.  It  was  not  many  hours  ere  he,  Esmond,  was  in 
London,  of  that  you  may  be  sure,  and  received  with  open 
arms  by  the  old  Dowager  of  Chelsea,  who  vowed,  in  her 
jargon  of  French  and  English,  that  he  had  the  air  noble, 
that  his  pallor  embellished  him,  that  he  was  an  Amadis, 
and  deserved  a  Gloriana ;  and  oh !  flames  and  darts !  what 
was  his  joy  at  hearing  that  his,  mistress  was  come  into 
waiting,  and  was  now  with  her  Majesty  at  Kensington! 
Although  Mr.  Esmond  had  told  Jack  Lockwood  to  get 
horses  and  they  would  ride  for  Wiaohester  that  night, 
when  he  heard  this  news  he  countermanded  the  horses  at 
once ;  his  business  lay  no  longer  in  Hants ;  all  his  hope  and, 
desire  lay  within  a  couple  of  miles  of  him  in  Kensington 
Park  wall.  Poor  Harry  had  never  looked  in  the  glass  be- 
fore so  eagerly  to  see  whether  he  had  the  bel  air,  and  his 
paleness  really  did  become  him ;  he  never  took  such  pains 
about  the  curl  of  his  periwig,  and  the  taste  of  his  em- 
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broidery  and  point-lace,  as  now,  before  Mr.  Amadis  pre- 
sented himself  to  Madam  Grloriana.  Was  the  fire  of  the 
French  lines  half  so  murderous  as  the  killing  glances  from 
her  ladyship's  eyes?  Oh!  darts  and  raptures,  how  beauti- 
ful were  they ! 

And  as,  before  the  blazing  sun  of  morning,  the  moon 
fades  away  in  the  sky  almost  invisible,  Esmond  thought, 
with  a  blush  perhaps,  of  another  sweet  pale  face,  sad  and 
faint,  and  fading  out  of  sight,  with  its  sweet  fond  gaze  of 
affection ;  such  a  last  look  it  seemed  to  cast  as  Eurydice 
might  have  given,  yearning  after  her  lover,  when  Eate  and 
Pluto  summoned  her,'  and  she  passed  away  into  the 
.shades. 
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CHAPTEE    X. 

AN  OLD   STORY  ABOUT  A  FOOL  AND  A  WOMAN. 

Any  taste  for  pleasure  which  Esmond  had  (and  he  liked 
to  desipere  in  loco,  neither  more  nor  less  than  most  young 
men  of  his  age)  he  could  now  gratify  to  the  utmost  extent, 
and  in  the  best  company  which  the  town  afforded.  When 
the  army  went  into  winter  quarters  abroad,  those  of  the 
of&cers  who  had  interest  or  money  easily  got  leave  of  ab- 
sence, and  found  it  much  pleasanter  to  spend  their  time  in 
Pall  Mall  and  Hyde  Park,  than  to  pass  the  winter  away 
behind  the  fortifications  of  the  dreary  old  Flanders  towns, 
where  the  English  troops  were  gathered.  Yachts  and 
packets  passed  daily  between  the  Dutch  and  Flemish  ports 
and  Harwich ;  the  roads  thence  to  London  and  the  great 
inns  were  crowded  with  army  gentlemen ;  the  taverns  and 
ordinaries  of  the  town  swarmed  with  red-coats ;  and  our 
great  Duke's  levees  at  St.  James's  were  as  thronged  as  they 
had  been  at  Ghent  and  Brussels,  where  we  treated  him,  and 
he  us,  with  the  grandeur  and  ceremony  of  a  sovereign. 
Though  Esmond  had  been  appointed  to  a  lieutenancy  in  the 
Fusileer  regiment,  of  which  that  celebrated  officer.  Briga- 
dier John  Eichmond  Webb,  was  colonel,  he  had  never  joined 
the  regiment,  nor  been  introduced  to  its  excellent  comman- 
der, though  they  had  made  the  same  campaign  together,  and 
been  engaged  in  the  same  battle.  But  being  aide-de-camp 
to  General  Lumley,  who  commanded  the  division  of  horse, 
and  the  army  marching  to  its  point  of  destination  on  the 
Danube  by  different  routes,  Esmond  had  not  fallen  in,  as 
yet,  with  his  commander  and  future  comrades  of  the  fort ; 
and  it  was  in  London,  in  Golden  Square,  where  Major- 
General  Webb  lodged,  that  Captain  Esmond  had  the  hon- 
our of  first  paying  his  respects  to  his  friend,  patron,  and 
commander  of  after  days. 

Those  who  remember  this  brilliant  and  accomplished 
gentleman  may  recollect  his  character,  upon  which  he 
prided  himself,  I  think,  not  a  little,  of  being  the  hand- 
somest man  in  the  army ;  a  poet  who  writ  a  dull  copy  of 
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verses  upon  the  battle  of  Oudenarde  three  years  after,  de- 
scribing Webb,  says : — 

"  To  noble  danger  Webb  conducts  the  way, 
His  great  example  all  his  troops  obey ; 
Before  the  front  the  general  sternly  rides. 
With  such  an  air  as  Mars  to  battle  strides: 
Propitious  heaven  must  sure  a  hero  save, 
Like  Paris  handsome,  and  like  Hector  brave. " 

Mr.  Webb  thought  these  verses  quite  as  fine  as  Mr.  Ad- 
dison's on  the  Blenheim  Campaign,  and,  indeed,  to  be 
Hector  a  la  mode  de  Paris,  was  part  of  this  gallant  gentle- 
man's ambition.  It  would  have  been  difficult  to  find  an 
officer  in  the  whole  army,  or  amongst  the  splendid  courtiers 
and  cavaliers  of  the  Maison  du  Eoy,  that  fought  under 
Vendosme  and  Villeroy  in  the  army  opposed  to  ours,  who 
was  a  more  accomplished  soldier  and  perfect  gentleman, 
and  either  braver  or  better-looking.  And  if  Mr.  Webb  be- 
lieved himself  what  the  world  said  of  him,  and  was  deeply 
convinced  of  his  own  indisputable  genius,  beauty,  and 
valour,  who  has  a  right  to  quarrel  with  him  very  much? 
This  self-content  of  his  kept  him  in  general  good-humour, 
of  which  his  friends  and  dependants  got  the  benefit. 

He  came  of  a  very  ancient  Wiltshire  family,  which  he 
respected  above  all  families  in  the  world :  he  could  prove 
a  lineal  descent  from  King  Edward  the  First,  and  his  first 
ancestor,  Roaldus  de  Richmond,  rode  by  William  the  Con- 
queror's side  on  Hastings  field.  "We  were  gentlemen, 
Esmond,"  he  used  to  say,  "when  the  Churchills  were 
horse-boys."  He  was  a  very  tall  man,  standing  in  his 
pumps  six  feet  three  inches  (in  his  great  jack-boots,  with 
his  tall  fair  periwig,  and  hat  and  feather,  he  could  not 
have  been  less  than  eight  feet  high) .  "  I  am  taller  than 
Churchill,"  he  would  say,  surveying  himself  in  the  glass, 
"  and  I  am  a  better  made  man ;  and  if  the  women  won't 
like  a  man  that  hasn't  a  wart  on  his  nose,  faith,  I  can't 
help  myself,  and  Churchill  has  the  better  of  me  there." 
Indeed,  he  was  always  measuring  himself  with  the  Duke, 
and  always  asking  his  friends  to  measure  them.  And 
talking  in  this  frank  way,  as  he  would  do,  over  his  cups, 
wags  would  laugh  and  encourage  him ;  friends  would  be 
sorry  for  him ;  schemers  and  flatterers  would  egg  him  on, 
and  tale-bearers  carry  the  stories  to  head-quarters,,  and 
widen  the  difference  which  already  existed  there,  between 
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the  great  captain  and  one  of  the  ablest  and  bravest  lieu- 
tenants he  ever  had. 

His  rancour  against  the  Duke  was  so  apparent,  that  one 
saw  it  in  the  first  half -hour's  conversation  with  General 
Webb;  and  his  lady,  who  adored  her  General,  and 
thought  him  a  hundred  times  taller,  handsomer,  and  braver 
than  a  prodigal  nature  had  made  him,  hated  the  great 
Duke  with  such  an  intensity  as  it  becomes  faithful  wives  to 
feel  against  their  husband's  enemies.  Not  that  my  Lord 
Duke  was  so  yet ;  Mr.  Webb  had  said  a  thousand  things 
against  him,  which  his  superior  had  pardoned;  and  his 
Grace,  whose  spies  were  everywhere,  had  heard  a  thou- 
sand things  more  that  Webb  had  never  said.  But  it  cost 
this  great  man  no  pains  to  pardon;  and  he  passed  over  an 
injury  or  a  benefit  alike  easily. 

Should  any  child  of  mine  take  the  pains  to  read  these 
his  ancestor's  memoirs,  I  would  not  have  him  judge  of  the 
great  Duke  *  by  what  a  contemporary  has  written  of  him. 
No  man  hath  been  so  immensely  lauded  and  decried  as  this 
great  statesman  and  warrior ;  as,  indeed,  no  man  ever  de- 
served better  the  very  greatest  praise  and  the  strongest 
censure.  If  the  present  writer  joins  with  the  latter  fac- 
tion, very  likely  a  private  pique  of  his  own  may  be  the 
cause  of  his  ill  feeling. 

On  presenting  himself  at  the  Commander-in-Chief's 
levee,  his  Grace  had  not  the  least  remembrance  of  General 
Lumley's  aide-de-camp,  and  though  he  knew  Esmond's 
family  perfectly  well,  having  served  with  both  lords  (my 
Lord  Francis  and  the  Viscount  Esmond's  father)  in  Flan- 
ders, and  in  the  Duke  of  York's  Guard,  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough,  who  was  friendly  and  serviceable  to  the  (so- 
styled)  legitimate  representatives  of  the  Viscount  Castle- 
wood,  took  no  sort  of  notice  of  the  poor  lieutenant  who 
bore  their  name.  A  word  of  kindness  or  acknowledgment, 
or  a  single  glance  of  approbation,  might  have  changed  Es- 
mond's opinion  of  the  great  man;  and  instead  of  a  satire, 
which  his  pen  cannot  help  writing,  who  knows  but  that  the 
humble  historian  might  have  taken  the  other  side  of  pane- 
gyrick?  We  have  but  to  change  the  point  of  view,  and  the 
greatest  action  looks  mean;   as  we  turn  the  perspective- 

*  This  passage  in  the  Memoirs  of  Esmond  is  written  on  a  leaf  In- 
serted into  the  MB.  book,  and  dated  1744,  probably  after  he  had 
heard  of  the  Duchess's  death. 
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glass,  and  a  giant  appears  a  pigmy.  You  may  describe, 
but  who  can  tell  whether  your  sight  is  clear  or  not,  or  your 
means  of  information  accurate?  Had  the  great  man  said 
but  a  word  of  kindness  to  the  small  one  (as  he  would 
have  stepped  out  of  his  gilt-chariot  to  shake  hands  with 
Lazarus  in  rags  and  sores,  if  he  thought  Lazarus  could 
have  been  of  any  service  to  him),  no  doubt  Esmond  would 
have  fought  for  him  with  pen  and  sword,  to  the  utmost  of 
his  might;  but  my  lord  the  lion  did  not  want  master 
mouse  at  this  moment,  and  so  Muscipulus  went  off  and 
nibbled  in  opposition. 

So  it  was,  however,  that  a  young  gentleman,  who,  in  the 
eyes  of  his  family,  and  in  his  own,  doubtless,  was  looked 
upon  as  a  consummate  hero,  found  that  the  great  hero  of  the 
day  took  no  more  notice  of  him  than  of  the  smallest  drum- 
mer in  his  Grace's  army.  The  dowager  at  Chelsea  was  fu- 
rious against  this  neglect  of  her  family,  and  had  a  great 
battle  with  Lady  Marlborough  (as  Lady  Castlewood  insisted 
on  calling  the  Duchess).  Her  Grace  was  now  Mistress  of 
the  Eobes  to  her  Majesty,  and  one  of  the  greatest  personages 
in  this  kingdom,  as  her  husband  was  in  all  Europe,  and  the 
battle  between  the  two  ladies  took  place  in  the  Queen's 
drawing-room. 

The  DuchesSj  in  reply  to  my  aunt's  eager  clamour,  said 
haughtily,  that  she  had  done  her  best  for  the  legitimate 
branch  of  the  Esmonds,  and  could  not  be  expected  to  pro- 
vide for  the  bastard  brats  of  the  family. 

"Bastards!"  says  the  Viscountess,  in  a  fury.  "There 
are  bastards  among  the  Churchills,  as  your  Grace  knows, 
and  the  Duke  of  Berwick  is  provided  for  well  enough." 

"Madam,"  says  the  Duchess,  "you  know  whose  fault  it 
is  that  there  are  no  such  dukes  in  the  Esmond  family  too, 
and  how  that  little  scheme  of  a  certain  lady  miscarried." 

Esmond's  friend,  Dick  Steele,  who  was  in  waiting  on  the 
Prince,  heard  the  controversy  between  the  ladies  at  court. 
"And  faith,"  says  Dick,  "I  think,  Harry,  thy  kinswoman 
had  the  worst  of  it." 

He  could  not  keep  the  story  quiet;  'twas  all  over  the 
coffee-houses  ere  night ;  it  was  printed  in  a  News  Letter 
before  a  month  was  over,  and  "  The  reply  of  her  Grace  the 
•  Duchess  of  M-rlb-r-gh  to  a  Popish  Lady  of  the  Court, 
once  a  favourite  of  the  late  K —  J-m-s,"  was  printed  in 
half-a-dozen  places  with  a  note  stating  that  "  this  duchess, 
16 
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when  the  head  of  this  lady's  family  came  by  his  death 
lately  in  a  fatal  duel,  never  rested  until  she  got  a  pension 
for  the  orphan  heir,  and  widow,  from  her  Majesty's 
bounty."  The  squabble  did  not  advance  poor  Esmond's 
promotion  much,  and  indeed  made  him  so  ashamed  of 
himself  that  he  dared  not  show  his  face  at  the  Commander- 
in-Chief's  levees  again. 

During  those  eighteen  months  which  had  passed  since 
Esmond  saw  his  dear  mistress,  her  good  father,  the  old 
Dean,  quitted  this  life,  firm  in  his  principle  to  the  very 
last,  and  enjoining  his  family  always  to  remember  that  the 
Queen's  brother.  King  James  the  Third,  was  their  rightful 
sovereign.  He  made  a  very  edifying  end,  as  his  daughter 
told  Esmond,  and  not  a  little  to  her  surprise,  after  his 
death  (for  he  had  lived  always  very  poorly)  my  lady 
found  that  her  father  had  left  no  less  a  sum  than  3,000Z. 
behind  him,  which  he  bequeathed  to  her. 

With  this  little  fortune  Lady  Castlewood  was  enabled, 
when  her  daughter's  turn  at  Court  came,  to  come  to  Lon- 
don, where  she  took  a  small  genteel  house  at  Kensington, 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  Court,  bringing  her  children 
with  her,  and  here  it  was  that  Esmond  found  his  friends. 

As  for  the  young  lord,  his  university  career  had  ended 
rather  abruptly.  Honest  Tusher,  his  governor,  had  found 
my  young  gentleman  quite  ungovernable.  My  lord  worried 
his  life  away  with  tricks ;  and  broke  out,  as  home-bred  lads 
will,  into  a  hundred  youthful  extravagances,  so  that  Doctor 
Bentley,  the  new  master  of  Trinity,  thought  fit  to  write  to 
the  Viscountess  Castlewood,  my  lord's  mother,  and  beg  her 
to  remove  the  young  nobleman  from  a  college  where  he  de- 
clined to  learn,  and  where  he  only  did  harm  by  his  riotous 
example.  Indeed,  I  believe  he  nearly  set  fire  to  Nevil's 
Court,  that  beautiful  new  quadrangle  of  our  college  which 
Sir  Christopher  Wren  had  lately  built.  He  knocked  down 
a  proctor's  man  that  wanted  to  arrest  him  in  a  midnight 
prank;  he  gave  a  dinner-party  on  the  Prince  of  Wales's 
birthday,  which  was  within  a  fortnight  of  his  own,  and  the 
twenty  young  gentlemen  then  present  sallied  out  after  their 
wine,  having  toasted  King  James's  health  with  open  win- 
dows, and  sung  cavalier  songs,  and  shouted  "  God  save  the 
King!  "  in  the  great  court,  so  that  the  master  came  out  of 
his  lodge  at  midnight,  and  dissipated  the  riotous  assembly. 

This   was   my    lord's   crowning   freak,    and   the   Eev. 
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'  Such  a  beautiful  couple."  .       . 

— Henry  Esmond,  Bk.  II.,  chap,  x.,  p.  24.3. 
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Thomas  Tusher,  domestick  chaplain  to  the  Right  Honour- 
able the  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood,  finding  his  prayers  and 
sermons  of  no  earthly  avail  to  his  lordship,  gave  up  his 
duties  of  governor;  went  and  married  his  brewer's  widow 
at  Southampton,  and  took  her  and  her  money  to  his  par- 
sonage house  at  Castlewood. 

My  lady  could  not  be  angry  with  her  son  for  drinking 
King  James's  health,  being  herself  a  loyal  Tory,  as  all  the 
Castlewood  family  were,  and  acquiesced  with  a  sigh,  know- 
ing, perhaps,  that  her  refusal  would  be  of  no  avail  to  the 
young  lord's  desire  for  a  military  life.  She  would  have 
liked  him  to  be  in  Mr.  Esmond's  regiment,  hoping  that 
Harry  might  act  as  a  guardian  and  adviser  to  his  wayward 
young  kinsman ;  but  my  young  lord  would  hear  of  nothing 
but  the  Guards,  and  a  commission  was  got  for  him  in  the 
Duke  of  Ormond's  regiment;  so  Esmond  found  my  lord, 
ensign  and  lieutenant,  when  he  returned  from  Germany 
after  the  Blenheim  campaign. 

The  effect  produced  by  both  Lady  Castlewood' s  children 
when  they  appeared  in  publick  was  extraordinary,  and  the 
whole  town  speedily  rang  with  their  fame :  such  a  beautiful 
couple,  it  was  declared,  never  had  been  seen;  the  young 
maid  of  honour  was  toasted  at  every  table  and  tavern,  and 
as  for  my  young  lord,  his  good  looks  were  even  more  ad- 
mired than  his  sister's.  A  hundred  songs  were  written 
about  the  pair,  and  as  the  fashion  of  that  day  was,  my 
young  lord  was  praised  in  these  Anacreonticks  as  warmly 
as  Bathyllus.  You  may  be  sure  that  he  accepted  very 
complacently  the  town's  opinion  of  him,  and  acquiesced 
with  that  frankness  and  charming  good-humour  he  always 
showed  in  the  idea  that  he  was  the  prettiest  fellow  in  all 
London. 

The  old  Dowager  at  Chelsea,  though  she  could  never  be 
got  to  acknowledge  that  Mistress  Beatrix  was  any  beauty 
at  all,  (in  which  opinion,  as  it  may  be  imagined,  a  vast 
number  of  the  ladies  agreed  with  her),  yet,  on  the  very 
first  sight  of  young  Castlewood,  she  owned  she  fell  in  love 
with  him;  and  Henry  Esmond,  on  his  return  to  Chelsea, 
found  himself  quite  superseded  in  her  favour  by  her 
younger  kinsman.  The  feat  of  drinking  the  King's 
health  at  Cambridge  would  have  won  her  heart,  she  said, 
if  nothing  else  did.  "  How  had  the  dear  young  fellow  got 
such  beauty?"    she   asked.     "Not  from    his  father — cer- 
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tainly  not  from  his  mother.  How  had  he  come  by  such 
noble  manners,  and  the  perfect  bel  air  ?  That  countrified 
Walcote  widow  could  never  have  taught  him."  Esmond 
had  his  own  opinion  about  the  countrified  Walcote  widow, 
who  had  a  quiet  grace  and  serene  kindness,  that  had  al- 
ways seemed  to  him.  the  perfection  of  good  breeding,  though 
he  did  not  try  to  argue  this  point  with  his  aunt.  But  he 
could  agree  in  most  of  the  praises  which  the  enraptured  old 
dowager  bestowed  on  my  Lord  Viscount,  than  whom  he 
never  beheld  a  more  fascinating  and  charming  gentleman. 
Castlewood  had  not  wit  so  much  as  enjoyment.  "  The  lad 
looks  good  things,"  Mr.  Steele  used  to  say;  "and  his  laugh 
lights  up  a  conversation  as  much  as  ten  repartees  from  Mr. 
Congreve.  I  would  as  soon  sit  over  a  bottle  with  him  as 
with  Mr.  Addison ;  and  rather  listen  to  his  talk  than  hear 
ISTicolini.  Was  ever  man  so  gracefully  drunk  as  my  Lord 
Castlewood?  I  would  give  anything  to  carry  my  wine " 
(though,  indeed,  Dick  bore  his  very  kindly,  and  plenty  of 
it,  too,)  "like  this  incomparable  young  man.  When  he  is 
sober  he  is  delightful ;  and  when  tipsy,  perfectly  irresisti- 
ble." And  referring  to  his  favourite,  Shakspeare  (who 
was  quite  out  of  fashion  until  Steele  brought  him  back  into 
the  mode),  Dick  compared  Lord  Castlewood  to  Prince  Hal, 
and  was  pleased  to  dub  Esmond  as  Ancient  Pistol. 

The  Mistress  of  the  Eobes,  the  greatest  lady  in  England 
after  the  Queen,  or  even  before  her  Majesty,  as  the  world 
said,  though  she  never  could  be  got  to  say  a  civil  word  to 
Beatrix,  whom  she  had  promoted  to  her  place  of  maid  of 
honour,  took  her  brother  into  instant  favour.  When  young 
Castlewood,  in  his  new  uniform,  and  looking  like  a  prince 
out  of  a  fairy  tale,  went  to  pay  his  duty  to  her  Grace,  she 
looked  at  him  for  a  minute  in  silence,  the  young  man 
blushing  and  in  confusion  before  her,  then  fairly  burst  out 
a-crytng,  and  kissed  him  before  her  daughters  and  com- 
pany. "He  was  my  boy's  friend,"  she  said,  through  her 
sobs.  "My  Blandford  might  have  been  like  him."  And 
everybody  saw,  after  this  mark  of  the  Duchess's  favour, 
that  my  young  lord's  promotion  was  secure,  and  people 
crowded  round  the  favourite's  favourite,  who  became  vaiuer 
and  gayer,  and  more  good-humoured  than  ever. 

Meanwhile  Madam  Beatrix  was  making  her  conquests 
on  her  own  side,  and  amongst  them  was  one  poor  gentle- 
man, who  had  been  shot  by  her  young  eyes  two  years  be- 
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fore,  and  had  never  been  quite  cured  of  that  wound ;  he 
knew,  to  be  sure,  how  hopeless  any  passion  might  be, 
directed  in  that  quarter,  and  had  taken  that  best,  though 
ignoble,  remedium  amoris,  a  speedy  retreat  from  before  the 
charmer,  and  a  long  absence  from  her ;  and  not  being  dan- 
gerously smitten  in  the  first  instance,  Esmond  pretty  soon 
got  the  better  of  his  complaint,  and  if  he  had  it  still,  did  not 
know  he  had  it,  and  bore  it  easily.  But  when  he  returned 
after  Blenheim,  the  young  lady  of  sixteen,  who  had  ap- 
peared the  most  beautiful  object  his  eyes  had  ever  looked  on 
two  years  back,  was  now  advanced  to  a  perfect  ripeness  and 
perfection  of  beauty,  such  as  instantly  enthralled  the  poor 
devil,  who  had  already  been  a  fugitive  from  her  charms. 
Then  he  had  seen  her  but  for  two  days,  and  fled ;  now  he 
beheld  her  day  after  day,  and  when  she  was  at  court 
watched  after  her ;  when  she  was  at  home,  made  one  of  the 
family  party;  when  she  went  abroad,  rode  after  her 
mother's  chariot;  when  she  appeared  in  publick  places,  was 
iu  the  box  near  her,  or  in  the  pit  looking  at  her ;  when  she 
went  to  church  was  sure  to  be  there,  though  he  might  not 
listen  to  the  sermon,  and  be  ready  to  hand  her  to  her 
chair  if  she  deigned  to  accept  of  his  services,  and  select 
him  from  a  score  of  young  men  who  were  always  hanging 
round  about  her.  When  she  went  away,  accompanying  her 
Majesty  to  Hampton  Court,  a  darkness  fell  over  London. 
Gods,  what  nights  has  Esmond  passed,  thiakiag  of  her, 
rhyming  about  her,  talking  about  her !  His  friend  Dick 
Steele  was  at  this  time  courting  the  young  lady,  Mrs. 
Scurlock,  whom  he  married;  she  had  a  lodging  in  Ken- 
sington Square,  hard  by  my  Lady  Castlewood's  house 
there.  Dick  and  Harry,  being  on  the  same  errand,  used 
to  meet  constantly  at  Kensington.  They  were  always 
prowling  about  that  place,  or  dismally  walking  thence,  or 
eagerly  running  thither.  They  emptied  scores  of  bottles 
at  the  "King's  Arms,"  each  man  prating  of  his  love,  and 
allowing  the  other  to  talk  on  condition  that  he  might  have 
his  own  turn  as  a  listener.  Hence  arose  an  intunacy  be- 
tween them,  though  to  all  the  rest  of  their  friends  they 
must  have  been  insufferable .  Esmond' s  verses  to  "  Gloriana 
at  the  Harpsichord,"  to  "  Gloriana' s  Nosegay,"  to  "  Glori- 
ana at  Court,"  appeared  this  year  in  the  "  Ohservator." — - 
Have  you  never  read  them?  They  were  thought  pretty 
poems,  and  attributed  by  some  to  Mr.  Prior. 
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This  passion  did  not  escape — how  should  it? — the  clear 
eyes  of  Esmond's  mistress:  he  told  her  all;  what  will  a 
man  not  do  when  frantick  with  love?  To  what  baseness 
will  he  not  demean  himself?  What  pangs  will  he  not 
make  others  suffer,  so  that  he  may  ease  his  selfish  heart  of 
a  part  of  its  own  pain?  Day  after  day  he  would  seek  his 
dear  mistress,  pour  insane  hopes,  supplications,  rhap- 
sodies, raptures,  into  her  ear.  She  listened,  smiled,  con- 
soled, with  untiring  pity  and  sweetness.  Esmond  was  the 
eldest  of  her  children,  so  she  was  pleased  to  say;  and  as 
for  her  kindness,  who  ever  had  or  would  look  for  aught 
else  from  one  who  was  an  angel  of  goodness  and  pity? 
After _what  has  been  said,  'tis  needless  almost  to  add  that 
poor  Esmond's  suit  was  unsuccessful.  What  was  a  name- 
less, penniless  lieutenant  to  do,  when  some  of  the  greatest 
in  the  land  were  in  the  field?  Esmond  never  so  much  as 
thought  of  asking  permission  to  hope  so  far  above  his 
I'each  as  he  knew  this  prize  was — and  passed  his  foolish, 
useless  life  in  mere  abject  sighs  and  impotent  longing. 
What  nights  of  rage,  what  days  of  torment,  of  passionate 
unfulfilled  desire,  of  sickening  jealousy  can  he  recall! 
Beatrix  thought  no  more  of  him  than  of  the  lacquey  that 
followed  her  chair.  His  complaints  did  not  touch  her  in 
the  least ;  his  raptures  rather  fatigued  her ;  she  eared  for 
his  verses  no  more  than  for  Dan  Chaucer's,  who's  dead 
these  ever  so  many  hundred  years ;  she  did  not  hate  him ; 
she  rather  despised  him,  and  just  suffered  him. 

One  day,  after  talking  to  Beatrix's  mother,  his  dear, 
fond,  constant  mistress — for  hours — for  all  day  long — 
pouring  out  his  flame  and  his  passion,  his  despair  and  rage, 
returning  again  and  again  to  the  theme,  pacing  the  room, 
tearing  up  the  flowers  on  the  table,  twisting  and  breaking 
into  bits  the  wax  out  of  the  stand-dish,  and  performing  a 
hundred  mad  freaks  of  passionate  folly ;  seeing  his  mistress 
at  last  quite  pale  and  tired  out  with  sheer  weariness  of 
compassion,  and  watching  over  his  fever  for  the  hundredth 
time,  Esmond  seized  up  his  hat,  and  took  his  leave.  As  he 
got  into  Kensington  Square,  a  sense  of  remorse  came  over 
him  for  the  wearisome  pain  he  had  been  inflicting  upon  the 
dearest  and  kindest  friend  ever  man  had.  He  went  back  to 
the  house,  where  the  servant  still  stood  at  the  open  door, 
ran  up  the  stairs,  and  found  his  mistress  where  he  had  left 
her  in  the  embrasure  of  the  window,  looking  over  the  fields 
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towards  Chelsea.  She  laughed,  wiping  away  at  the  same 
time  the  tears  which  were  in  her  kind  eyes ;  he  flang  himself 
down  on  his  knees,  and  buried  his  head  in  her  lap.  She  had 
in  her  hand  the  stalk  of  one  of  the  flowers,  a  pink,  that  he 
had  torn  to  pieces.  "  Oh,  pardon  me,  pardon  me,  my  dear- 
est and  kindest,"  he  said;  "I  am  in  hell,  and  you  are  the 
angel  that  brings  me  a  drop  of  water. " 

"  I  am  your  mother,  you  are  my  son,  and  I  love  you  al- 
ways," she  said,  folding  her  hands  over  him :  and  he  went 
away  comforted  and  humbled  in  mind,  as  he  thought  of 
that  amazing  and  constant  love  and  tenderness  with  which 
this  sweet  lady  ever  blessed  and  pursued  him. 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

THE  FAMOUS  MR.   JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

The  gentlemen  ushers  had  a  table  at  Kensington,  and 
the  Guard  a  very  splendid  dinner  daily  at  St.  James's,  at 
either  of  which  ordinaries  Esmond  was  free  to  dine.  Dick 
Steele  liked  the  Guard-table  better  than  his  own  at  the 
gentlemen  ushers',  where  there  was  less  wine  and  more 
ceremony;  and  Esmond  had  many  a  jolly  afternoon  in 
company  of  his  friends,  and  a  hundred  times  at  least  saw 
Dick  into  his  chair.  If  there  is  verity  in  wine,  according 
to  the  old  adage,  what  an  amiable-natured  character  Dick's 
must  have  been !  In  proportion  as  he  took  in  wine  he 
overflowed  with  kindness.  His  talk  was  not  witty  so 
much  as  charming.  He  never  said  a  word,  that  could  an- 
ger anybody,  and  only  became  the  more  benevolent  the 
more  tipsy  he  grew.  Many  of  the  wags  derided  the  poor 
fellow  in  his  cups,  and  chose  him  as  a  butt  for  their  satire : 
but  there  was  a  kindness  about  him,  and  a  sweet  playful 
fancy,  that  seemed  to  Esmond  far  more  charming  than  the 
pointed  talk  of  the  brightest  wits,  with  their  elaborate 
repartees  and  affected  severities.  I  think  Steele  shone 
rather  than  sparkled.  Those  famous  beanx-esprits  of  the 
coffee-houses  (Mr.  William  Congreve,  for  instance,  when 
his  gout  and  his  grandeur  permitted  him  to  come  among  us) 
would  make  many  brilliant  hits — half-a-dozen  in  a  night 
sometimes — but,  like  sharpshooters,  when  they  had  fired 
their  shot,  they  were  obliged  to  retire  under  cover  till  their 
pieces  were  loaded  again,  and  wait  till  they  got  another 
chance  at  their  enemy ;  whereas  Dick  never  thought  that 
his  bottle  companion  was  a  butt  to  aim  at — only  a  friend 
to  shake  by  the  hand.  The  poor  fellow  had  half  the  town 
in  his  confidence;  everybody  knew  everything  about  his 
loves  and  his  debts,  his  creditors  or  his  mistress's  obdu- 
racy. When  Esmond  first  came  on  to  the  town,  honest 
Dick  was  all  flames  and  raptures  for  a  young  lady,  a  West 
India  fortune,  whom  he  married.  In  a  couple  of  years 
the  lady  was  dead,  the  fortune  was  all  but  spent,  and  the 
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honest  widower  was  as  eager  in  pursuit  of  a  new  paragon 
of  beauty  as  if  he  had  never  courted  and  married  and  buried 
the  last  one. 

Quitting  the  G-uard-table  on  one  sunny  afternoon,  when 
by  chance  Dick  had  a  sober  fit  upon  him,  he  and  his  friend 
were  making  their  way  down  Germain  Street,  and  Dick  all 
of  a  sudden  left  his  companion's  arm,  and  ran  after  a  gen- 
tleman who  was  poring  over  a  folio  volume  at  the  bookshop 
near  to  St.  James's  Church.  He  was  a  fair,  tall  man, 
in  a  snuff-coloured  suit,  with  a  plain  sword,  very  sober, 
and  almost  shabby  in  appearance — at  least  when  compared 
to  Captain  Steele,  who  loved  to  adorn  his  jolly  round  per- 
son with  the  finest  of  clothes,  and  shone  in  scarlet  and 
gold  lace.  The  Captain  rushed  up,  then,  to^the  student  of 
the  book-stall,  took  him  in  his  arms,  hugged  him,  and 
would  have  kissed  him — for  Dick  was  always  hugging  and 
bussing  his  friends — but  the'  other  stepped  back  with  a 
flush  on  his  pale  face,  seeming  to  decline  this  publick  mani- 
festation of  Steele's  regard. 

"  My  dearest  Joe,  where  hast  thou  hidden  thyself  this 
age?  "  cries  the  Captain,  still  holding  both  his  friend's 
hands ;  "  I  have  been  languishing  for  thee  this  fortnight." 

"A  fortnight  is  not  an  age,  Dick,"  says  the  other,  very 
good-hum ouredly.  (He  had  light  blue  eyes,  extraordinary 
bright,  and  a  face  perfectly  regular  and  handsome,  like  a 
tinted  statue. )  "  And  I  have  been  hiding  myself — where 
do  you  think?  " 

"What!  not  across  the  water,  my  dear  Joe?"  says 
Steele,  with  a  look  of  great  alarm :  "  thou  knowest  I  have 
always " 

"No,"  says  his  friend,  interrupting  him  with  a  smile: 
"we  are  not  come  to  such  straits  as  that,  Dick.  I  have 
been  hiding,  sir,  at  a  place  where  people  never  think  of 
finding  you — at  my  own  lodgings,  whither  I  am  going  to 
smoke  a  pipe  now  and  drink  a  glass  of  sack :  will  your 
honour  come?  " 

"  Harry  Esmond,  come  hither,"  cries  out  Dick.  "Thou 
hast  heard  me  talk  over  and  over  again  of  my  dearest 
Joe,  my  guardian  angel?  " 

"  Indeed,"  says  Mr.  Esmond,  with  a  bow,  "  it  is  not  from 
you  only  that  I  have  learnt  to  admire  Mr.  Addison.  We 
loved  good  poetry  at  Cambridge  as  well  as  at  Oxford ;  -  and 
I  have  some  of  yours  by  heart,  though  I  have  put  on  a  red 


250  HENRY  ESMOND. 

coat.  .  .  .  '  0  qui  canoro  blandius  Orplieo  voeale  duels 
carmen ; '  shall  I  go  on,  sir?  "  says  Mr.  Esmond,  who,  in- 
deed, had  read  and  loved  the  charming  Latin  poems  of  Mr. 
Addison,  as  every  scholar  of  that  time  knew  and  admired 
them. 

"This  is  Captain  Esmond  who  was  at  Blenheim,"  says 
Steele. 

"Lieutenant  Esmond,"  says  the  other,  with  a  low  bow, 
"at  Mr.  Addison's  service." 

"I  have  heard  of  you,"  says  Mr.  Addison,  with  a  smile; 
as,  indeed,  everybody  about  town  had  heard  that  unlucky 
story  about  Esmond's  dowager  aunt  and  the  Duchess. 

"  We  were  going  to  the  '  George,'  to  take  a  bottle  before 
the  play,"  says  Steele :  "wilt  thou  be  one,  Joe?  " 

Mr.  Addison  said  his  own  lodgings  were  hard  by,  where 
he  was  still  rich  enough  to  give  a  good  bottle  of  wine  to  his 
friends ;  and  invited  the  two  gentlemen  to  his  apartment 
in  the  Haymarket,  whither  we  accordingly  went. 

"  I  shall  get  credit  with  my  landlady,"  says  he,  with  a 
smile,  "  when  she  sees  two  such  fine  gentlemen  as  you 
come  up  my  stair."  And  he  politely  made  his  visitors 
welcome  to  his  apartment,  which  was  indeed  but  a  shabby 
one,  though  no  grandee  of  the  land  could  receive  his  guests 
with  a  more  perfect  and  courtly  grace  than  this  gentleman. 
A  frugal  dinner,  consisting  of  a  slice  of  meat  and  a 
penny  loaf,  was  awaiting  the  owner  of  the  lodgings.  "  My 
wine  is  better  than  my  meat,"  says  Mr.  Addison;  "my 
Lord  Halifax  sent  me  the  Burgundy."  And  he  set  a  bottle 
and  glasses  before  his  friends,  and  ate  his  simple  dinner 
in  a  very  few  minutes,  after  which  the  three  fell  to,  and 
began  to  drink.  "  You  see,"  says  Mr.  Addison,  pointing 
to  his  writing-table,  whereon  was  a  map  of  the  action  at 
Hochstedt,  and  several  other  gazettes  and  pamphlets  re- 
lating to  the  battle,  "that  I,  too,  am  busy  about  j'our 
affairs.  Captain.  I  am  engaged  as  a  poetical  gazetteer,  to 
say  truth,  and  am  writing  a  poem  on  the  campaign." 

So  Esmond,  at  the  request  of  his  host,  told  him  what  he 
knew  about  the  famous  battle,  drew  the  river  on  the  table 
aliquo  mero,  and  with  the  aid  of  some  bits  of  tobacco-pipe 
showed  the  advance  of  the  left  wing,  where  he  had  been 
engaged. 

A  sheet  or  two  of  the  verses  lay  alreadj^  on  the  table  be- 
side our  bottles  and  glasses,  and  Dick  having  plentifully 


HENRY  ESMOND.  251 

refreshed  himself  from  the  latter,  took  up  the  pages  of 
manuscript,  writ  out  with  scarce  a  blot  or  correction,  in  the 
author's  slim,  neat  handwriting,  and  began  to  read  there- 
from with  great  emphasis  and  volubility.  At  pauses  of  the 
verse,  the  enthusiastick  reader  stopped  and  fired  off  a  great 
salvo  of  applause. 

Esmond  smiled  at  the  enthusiasm  of  Addison's  friend. 
"You  are  like  the  German  Burghers,"  says  he,  "and  the 
Princes  on  the  Mozelle ;  when  our  army  came  to  a  halt, 
they  always  sent  a  deputation  to  compliment  the  chief,  and 
fired  a  salute  with  all  their  artillery  from  their  walls." 

"And  drunk  the  great  chief's  health  afterward,  did  not 
they?"  says  Captain  Steele,  gaily  filling  up  a  bumper; — 
he  never  was  tardy  at  that  sort  of  acknowledgment  of  a 
friend's  merit. 

"And  the  Duke,  since  you  will  have  me  act  his  Grace's 
part,"  says  Mr.  Addison,  with  a  smile,  and  something  of 
a  blush,  "pledged  his  friends  in  return.  Most  Serene 
Elector  of  Covent  Garden,  I  drink  to  your  Highness' s 
health,"  and  he  filled  himself  a  glass.  Joseph  required 
scarce  more  pressing  than  Dick  to  that  sort  of  amusement ; 
but  the  wine  never  seemed  at  all  to  fluster  Mr.  Addison's 
brains ;  it  only  unloosed  his  tongue :  whereas  Captain 
Steele's  head  and  speech  were  quite  overcome  by  a  single 
bottle. 

No  matter  what  the  verses  were,  and,  to  say  truth,  Mr. 
Esmond  found  some  of  them  more  than  indifferent,  Dick's 
enthusiasm  for  his  chief  never  faltered,  and  in  every  line 
from  Addison's  pen,  Steele  found  a  master-stroke.  By 
the  time  Dick  had  come  to  that  part  of  the  poem,  wherein 
the  bard  describes  as  blandly  as  though  he  were  recording 
a  dance  at  the  opera,  or  a  harmless  bout  of  bucolick  cudgel- 
ling at  a  village  fair,  that  bloody  and  ruthless  part  of  our 
campaign,  with  the  remembrance  whereof  every  soldier 
who  bore  a  part  in  it  must  sicken  with  shame — when  we 
were  ordered  to  ravage  and  lay  waste  the  Elector's  coun- 
try; and  with  fire  and  murder,  slaughter  and  crime,  a 
great  part  of  his  dominions  was  overrun;  when  Dick 
came  to  the  lines — 

"  In  venegeance  roused  the  soldier  fills  his  hand 
With  swprd  and  fire,  and  ravages  the  land, 
In  crackling  flames  a  thousand  harvests  burn, 
A  thousand  villages  to  ashes  turn. 
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To  the  thick  woods  the  woolly  flocks  retreat, 
And  mixed  with  bellowing  herds  confusedly  bleat. 
Their  trembling  lords  the  common  shade  partake, 
And  cries  of  infants  sound  in  every  brake. 
The  listening  soldier  fixed  in  sorrow  stands, 
Lotli  to  obey  his  leader's  just  commands. 
The  leader  grieves,  by  generous  pity  swayed. 
To  see  his  just  commands  so  well  obeyed; " 

by  this  time  wine  and  friendship  had  brought  poor  Dick  to 
a  perfectly  maudlin  state,  and  he  hiccupped  out  the  last  line 
with  a  tenderness  that  set  one  of  his  auditors  a-laughing. 

"  I  admire  the  licence  of  your  poets,"  says  Esmond  to 
Mr.  Addison.  (Dick,  after  reading  of  the  verses,  was  fain 
to  go  off,  insisting  on  kissing  his  two  dear  friends  before 
his  departure,  and  reeling  away  with  his  periwig  over  his 
eyes.)  "I  admire  your  art:  the  murder  of  the  campaign 
is  done  to  military  musick,  like  a  battle  at  the  opera,  and 
the  virgins  shriek  in  harmony,  as  our  victorious  grenadiers 
march  into  their  villages.  Do  you  know  what  a  scene  it 
was  ?  " — -(by  this  time,  perhaps,  the  wine  had  warmed  Mr. 
Esmond's  head  too,) — "what  a  triumph  you  are  celebrat- 
ing? what  scenes  of  shame  and  horror  were  enacted,  over 
which  the  commander's  genius  presided,  as  calm  as 
though  he  didn't  belong  to  our  sphere?  You  talk  of  the 
'  listening  soldier  fixed  in  sorrow,'  the  'leader's  grief  swayed 
by  generous  pity;'  to  niy  belief  the  leader  cared  no  more - 
for  bleating  flocks  than  he  did  for  infants'  cries,  and  many_ 
of  our  ruffians  butchered  one  or  the  other  with  equal 
alacrity^  I  was  ashamed  of  my  trade  when  I  saw  those 
Tiorrors^  perpetrated,  which  came  under  every  man's  eyes. 
You  hew  out  of  your  polished  verses  a  stately  image  of 
smiling  victory ;  I  tell  you  'tis  an  uncouth,  distorted,  savage 
idol ;  hideous,  bloody,  and  barbarous.  The  rites  performed 
before  it  are  shocking  to  think  of.  You  great  poets  should 
show  it  as  it  is — ugly  and  horrible,  hot  beautiful  and 
serene.  Oh,  sir,  had  you  made  the  campaign,  believe  ine, 
you  never  would  have  sung  it  so." 

During  this  little  outbreak,  Mr.  Addison  was  listening, 
smoking  out  of  his  long  pipe,  and  smiling  very  placidly. 
"  What  would  you  have?  "  says  he.  "  In  our  polished 
days,  and  according  to  the  rules  of  art,  'tis  impossible  that 
the  Muse  should  depict  tortures  or  begrime  her  hands  with 
the  horrors  of  war^  These  are  indicated  rather  than  de- 
scribed ;  as  in  the  Greek  tragedies,  that,  I  dare  say,  you 
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have  read  (and  sure  there  can  be  no  more  elegant  speci- 
mens of  composition),  Agamemnon  is  slain,  or  Medea's 
children  destroyed,  away  from  the  scene;— the  chorus  oc- 
cupying the  stage  and  singing  of  the  action  to  pathetick 
musick.  Something  of  this  1  attempt,  my  dear  sir,  in  my 
humble  way:  'tis  a  panegyrick  I  mean  to  write,  and  not  a 
satire.  Were  I  to  sing  as  you  would  have  me,  the  town 
would  tear  the  poet  in  pieces,  and  burn  his  book  by  the 
hands  of  the  common  hangman.  Do  you  not  use  tobacco? 
Of  all  the  weeds  grown  on  earth,  sure  the  nicotian  is  the 
most  soothing  and  salutary.  We  must  paint  our  great 
Duke,"  Mr.  Addison  went  on,  "not  as  a  man,  which  no 
doubt  he  is,  with  weaknesses  like  the  rest  of  us,  but  as  a 
hero.  'Tis  in  a  triumph,  not  a  battle,  that  your  humble 
servant  is  riding  his  sleek  Pegasus.  We  college  poets  trot, 
you  know,  on  very  easy  nags;  it  hath  been,  time  out  of 
mind,  part  of  the  poet's  profession  to  celebrate  the  actions 
of  heroes  in  verse,  and  to  sing  the  deeds  which  you  men  of 
war  perform.  I  must  follow  the  rules  of  my  art,  and  the 
composition  of  such  a  strain  as  this  must  be  harmonious 
and  majestick,  not  familiar,  or  too  near  the  vulgar  truth. 
Si  parva  licet :  if  Virgil  could  invoke  the  divine  Augustus, 
a  humbler  poet  from  the  banks  of  the  Isis  may  celebrate  a 
victory  and  a  conqueror  of  our  own  nation,  in  whose  tri- 
umphs every  Briton  has  a  share,  and  whose  glory  and 
genius  contributes  to  every  citizen's  individual  honour. 
When  hath  there  been,  since  our  Henry's  and  Edward's 
days,  such  a  great  feat  of  arms  as  that  from  which  you 
yourself  have  brought  away  marks  of  distinction?  If  'tis 
in  my  power  to  sing  that  song  worthily,  I  will  do  so,  and 
be  thankful  to  my  Muse.  If  I  fail  as  a  poet,  as  a  Briton 
at  least  I  will  show  my  loyalty,  and  fling  up  my  cap  and 
huzzah  for  the  conqueror : 

'  Eheni  pacator  et  Istri, 


Omnis  in  hoc  uno  variis  discordia  cessit 
OrdinilDus ;  lastatur  eques,  plauditque  senator, 
Votaque  patrioio  certant  plebeia  f  avori. '  " 

"There  were  as  brave  men  on  that  field,"  says  Mr.  Es- 
mond (who  never  could  be  made  to  love  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough, nor  to  forget  those  stories  which  he  used  to  hear 
in  his  youth  regarding  that  great  chief's  selfishness  and 
treachery) — "There  were  men  at  Blenheim  as  good  as  the 
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leader,  whom  neither  knights  nor  senators  applauded,  nor 
voices  plebeian  or  patrician  favoured,  and  who  lie  there 
forgotten,  under  the  clods.  What  poet  is  there  to  sing 
them?  " 

"  To  sing  the  gallant  souls  of  heroes  sent  to  Hades !  "  says 
Mr.  Addison,  with  a  smile.  "  Would  you  celebrate  them 
all?  If  I  may  venture  to  question  anything  in  such  an  ad- 
mirable work,  the  catalogue  of  the  ships  in  Homer  hath  al- 
ways appeared  to  me  as  somewhat  wearisome ;  what  had  the 
poem  been,  supposing  the  writer  had  chronicled  the  names 
of  captains,  lieutenants,  rank  and  file?  _  One  of  the  great- 
est of  a  great  man's  qualities  is  success;  'tis  the  result  of 
""all  the^thei-s ;  'tis  a  latent  power  in  him  which  compels 
the  favour  of  the  gods,  and  subjugates  fortune.  Of  all 
his  gifts  I  admire  that  one  in  the  great  Marlborough.  To 
be  brave?  every  man  is  brave.  But  in  being  victorious, 
as  he  is,  I  fancy  there  is  something  divine.  In  presence 
of  the  occasion,  the  great  soul  of  the  leader  shines  out,  and 
the  god  is  confessed.  Death  itself  respects  him,  and 
passes  by  him  to  lay  others  low.  War  and  carnage  flee 
before  him  to  ravage  other  parts  of  the  field,  as  Hector 
from  before  the  divine  Achilles.  You  say  he  hath  no 
piuy;  no  more  have  the  gods,  who  are  above  it,  and  super- 
human. The  fainting  battle  gathers  strength  at  his  aspect ; 
and,  wherever  he  rides,  victory  charges  with  him." 

A  couple  of  days  after,  when  Mr.  Esmond  revisited  his 
poetick  friend,  he  found  this  thought,  struck  out  In  the  fer- 
vour of  conversation, improved  and  shaped  into  those  famous 
lines,  which  are  in  truth  the  noblest  in  the  poem  of  the 
"Campaign."  As  the  two  gentlemen  sat  engaged  iu  talk, 
Mr.  Addison  solacing  himself  with  his  customary  pipe,  the 
little  maid-servant  that  waited  on  his  lodging  came  up, 
preceding  a  gentleman  in  fine  laced  clothes,  that  had  evi- 
dently been  figuring  at  Court  or  a  great  man's  levee.  The 
courtier  coughed  a  little  at  the  smoke  of  the  pipe,  and 
looked  round  the  room  curiously,  which  was  shabby 
enough,  as  was  the  owner  in  his  worn,  snuff-coloured  suit 
and  plain  tie-wig. 

"How  goes  on  the  magnum  opus,  Mr.  Addison?"  says 
the  Court  gentleman  on  looking  down  at  the  papers  that 
were  on  the  table. 

"We  were  but  now  over  it,"  says  Addison  (the  greatest 
courtier  in  the  land  could  not  have  a  more  splendid  polite- 
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ness,  or  greater  dignity  of  manner).  "Here  is  the  plan," 
Bays  lie,  "  on  the  table :  h§,c  ibat  Simois,  here  ran  the  little 
river  Nebel:  hie  est  Sigeia  tellus,  here  are  Tallard's  quar- 
ters, at  the  bowl  of  this  pipe,  at  the  attack  of  which  Cap- 
tain Esmond  was  present.  I  have  the  honour  to  introduce 
him  to  Mr.  Boyle ;  and  Mr.  Esmond  was  but  now  depicting 
aliquo  proelia  mixta  mero,  when  you  came  in."  In  truth, 
the  two  gentlemen  had  been  so  engaged  when  the  visitor 
arrived,  and  Addison,  in  his  smiling  way,  speaking  of  Mr. 
Webb,  colonel  of  Esmond's  regiment  (who  commanded  a 
brigade  in  the  action,  and  greatly  distinguished  himself 
there),  was  lamenting  that  he  could  find  never  a  suitable 
rhyme  for  Webb,  otherwise  the  brigadier  should  have  had  a 
place  in  the  poet's  verses.  "And  for  you,  you  are  but  a 
lieutenant,"  says  Addison,  "  and  the  Muse  can't  occupy  her- 
self with  any  gentleman  under  the  rank  of  a  field  officer. " 
Mr.  Boyle  was  all  impatient  to  hear,  saying  that  my 
Lord  Treasurer  and  my  Lord  Halifax  were  equally  anx- 
ious; and  Addison,  blushing,  began  reading  of  his  verses, 
and,  I  suspect,  knew  their  weak  parts  as  well  as  the  most 
critical  hearer.  When  he  came  to  the  lines  describing  the 
angel,  that 

"  Inspired  repulsed  battalions  to  engage, 
And  taught  the  doubtful  battle  where  to  rage," 

he  read  with  great  animation,  looking  at  Esmond,  as  much 
as  to  say,  "  You  know  where  that  simile  came  from — from 
our  talk,  and  our  bottle  of  Burgundy,  the  other  day. " 

The  poet's  two  hearers  were  caught  with  enthusiasm, 
and  applauded  the  verses  with  all  their  might.  The  gen- 
tleman of  the  Court  sprang  up  in  great  delight.  "  Not  a 
word  more,  my  dear  sir,"  says  he.  "Trust  me  with  the 
papers — I'll  defend  them  with  my  life.  Let  me  read  them 
over  to  my  Lord  Treasurer,  whom  I  am  appointed  to  see  in 
half-an-hour.  I  venture  to  promise,  the  verses  shall  lose 
nothing  by  my  reading,  and  then,  sir,  we  shall  see  whether 
Lord  Halifax  has  a  right  to  complain  that  his  friend's  pen- 
sion is  no  longer  paid."  And  without  more  ado,  the 
courtier  in  lace  seized  the  manuscript  pages,  placed  them 
in  his  breast  with  his  ruffled  hand  over  his  heart,  executed 
a  most  gracious  wave  of  the  hat  with  the  disengaged  hand, 
and  smiled  and  bowed  out  of  the  room,  leaving  an  odour 
of  pomander  behind  him. 
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"Does  not  tte  chamber  look  quite  dark?"  says  Addi- 
son, surveying  it,  "  after  the  glorious  appearance  and  dis- 
appearance of  that  gracious  messenger?  Why,  he  illumi- 
nated the  whole  room.  Your  scarlet,  Mr.  Esmond,  will 
bear  any  light ;  but  this  threadbare  old  coat  of  mine,  how 
very  worn  it  looked  under  the  glare  of  that  splendour !  I 
wonder  whether  they  will  do  anything  for  me,"  he  con- 
tinued. "  When  I  came  out  of  Oxford  into  the  world,  my 
patrons  promised  me  great  things ;  and  you  see  where  their 
promises  have  landed  me,  in  a  lodging  up  two  pair  of 
stairs,  with  a  sixpenny  dinner  from  the  cook's  shop. 
Well,  I  suppose  this  promise  will  go  after  the  others,  and 
fortune  will  jilt  me,  as  the  jade  has  been  doing  any  time 
these  seven  years.  '  I  puff  the  prostitute  away,'  "  says  he, 
smiling,  and  blowing  a  cloud  out  of  his  pipe.  "There  is 
no  hardship  in  poverty,  Esmond,  that  is  not  bearable ;  no 
hardship  even  in  honest  dependence  that  an  honest  man 
may  not  put  up  with.  I  came  out  of  the  lap  of  Alma 
Mater,  puffed  up  with  her  praises  of  me,  and  thinking  to 
make  a  figure  in  the  world  with  the  parts  and  learning  which 
had  got  me  no  small  name  in  our  college.  The  world  is  the 
ocean,  and  Isis  and  Charwell  are  but  little  drops,  of  which 
the  sea  takes  no  account.  My  reputation  ended  a  mile  be- 
yond Maudlin  Tower;  no  one  took  note  of  me;  and  I 
learned  this  at  least,  to  bear  up  against  evil  fortune  with  a 
cheerful  heart.  Friend  Dick  hath  made  a  figure  in  the 
world,  and  has  passed  me  in  the  race  long  ago.  What 
matters  a  little  name  or  a  little  fortune?  There  is  no  for- 
tune that  a  philosopher  cannot  endure.  I  have  been  not 
unknown  as  a  scholar,  and  yet  forced  to  live  by  turning 
bear-leader,  and  teaching  a  boy  to  spell.  What  then? 
The  life  was  not  pleasant,  but  possible — the  bear  was  bear- 
able. Should  this  venture  fail,  I  will  go  back  to  Oxford; 
and  some  day,  when  you  are  a  general,  you  shall  find  me  a 
curate  in  a  cassock  and  bands,  and  I  shall  welcome  your 
honour  to  my  cottage  in  the  country,  and  to  a  mug.  of 
penny  ale.  'Tis  not  poverty  that's  the  hardest  to  bear,  or 
the  least  happy  lot  in  life,"  says  Mr.  Addison,  shaking  the 
ash  out  of  his  pipe.  "  See,  my  pipe  is  smoked  out.  Shall 
we  have  another  bottle?  I  have  still  a  couple  in  the  cup- 
board, and  of  the  right  sort.  No  more? — let  us  go  abroad 
and  take  a  turn  on  the  Mall,  or  look  in  at  the  theatre  and 
see  Dick's  comedy.     'Tis  not  a  masterpiece  of  wit;   but 
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Dick  is  a  good  fellow,  though  lie  doth  not  set  the  Thames 
on  fire." 

Within  a  month  after  this  day,  Mr.  Addison's  ticket  had 
come  up  a  prodigious  prize  in  the  lottery  of  life.  All  the 
town  was  in  an  uproar  of  admiration  of  his  poem,  the 
"Campaign,"  which  Dick  Steele  was  spouting  at  every 
coffee-house  in  Whitehall  and  Covent  Garden.  The  wits 
on  the  other  side  of  Temple  Bar  saluted  him  at  once  as  the- 
greatest  poet  the  world  had  seen  for  ages ;  the  people  huz- 
za'ed  for  Marlborough  and  for  Addison,  and,  more  than 
this,  the  party  in  power  provided  for  the  meritorious  poet, 
and  Mr.  Addison  got  the  appointment  of  Commissioner  of 
Excise,  which  the  famous  Mr.  Locke  vacated,  and  rose  from 
this  place  to  other  dignities  and  honours ;  his  prosperity 
from  henceforth  to  the  end  of  his  life  being  scarce  ever 
interrupted.  But  I  doubt  whether  he  was  not  happier  in 
his  garret  in  the  Haymarket,  than  ever  he  was  in  his  splen- 
did palace  at  Kensington ;  and  I  believe  the  fortune  that 
came  to  him  in  the  shape  of  the  countess  his  wife,  was  no 
better  than  a  shrew  and  a  vixen. 

Gay  as  the  town  was,  'twas  but  a  dreary  place  for  Mr. 
Esmond,  whether  his  charmer  was  in  or  out  of  it,  and  he 
was  glad  when  his  general  gave  him  notice  that  he  was  go- 
ing back  to  his  division  of  the  army  which  lay  in  winter- 
quarters  at  Bois-le-Duc.  His  dear  mistress  had  bade  him 
farewell  with  a  cheerful  face :  her  blessing  he  knew  he  had 
always,  and  wheresoever  fate  carried  him.  Mistress 
Beatrix  was  away  in  attendance  on  Her  Hajesty  at  Hamp- 
ton Court,  and  kissed  her  fair  finger-tips  to  him,  by  way 
of  adieu,  when  he  rode  thither  to  take  his  leave.  She  re- 
ceived her  kinsman  in  a  waiting-room,  where  there  were 
half-a-dozen  more  ladies  of  the  Court,  so  that  his  high- 
flown  speeches,  had  he  intended  to  make  any  (and  very 
likely  he  did),  were  impossible;  and  she  announced  to  her 
friends  that  her  cousin  was  going  to  the  army,  in  as  easy  a 
manner  as  she  would  have  said  he  was  going  to  a  choco- 
late-house. He  asked  with  a  rather  rueful  face,  if  she 
had  any  orders  for  the  army?  and  she  was  pleased  to  say 
that  she  would  like  a  mantle  of  Mechlin  lace.  She  made 
him  a  saucy  curtsey  in  reply  to  his  own  dismal  bow.  She- 
deigned  to  kiss  her  finger-tips  from  the  window,  where  she 
stood  laughing  with  the  other  ladies,  and  chanced  to  see 
17 
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him  as  lie  made  his  way  to  the  "Toy."  The  Dowager  at 
Chelsea  was  not  sorry  to  part  with  him  this  time.  "  Mon 
eher,  vous  gtes  triste  comme  un  sermon,"  she  did  him  the 
honour  to  say  to  him ;  indeed,  gentlemen  in  his  condition 
are  by  no  means  amusing  companions,  and  besides,  the 
fickle  old  woman  had  now  found  a  much  more  amiable 
favourite,  and  raffoled  for  her  darling  lieutenant  of  the 
Guard.  Frank  remained  behind  for  a  while,  and  did  not 
join  the  army  till  later,  in  the  suite  of  his  Grace  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief. His  dear  mother,  on  the  last  day  before 
Esmond  went  away,  and  when  the  three  dined  together, 
made  Esmond  promise  to  befriend  her  boy,  and  besought 
Frank  to  take  the  example  of  his  kinsman  as  of  a  loyal 
gentleman  and  brave  soldier,  so  she  was  pleased  to  say ; 
and  at  parting,  betrayed  not  the  least  sign  of  faltering  or 
weakness,  though,  God  knows,  that  fond  heart  was  fear- 
ful enough  when  others  were  concerned,  though  so  resolute 
in  bearing  its  own  pain. 

Esmond's  general  embarked  at  Harwich.  'Twas  a  grand 
sight  to  see  Mr.  Webb  dressed  in  scarlet  on  the  deck,  wav- 
ing his  hat  as  our  yacht  put  off,  and  the  guns  saluted  from 
the  shore.  Harry  did  not  see  his  viscount  again,  until 
three  months  after,  at  Bois-le-Duc,  when  his  Grace  the 
Duke  came  to  take  the  command,  and  Frank  brought  a 
budget  of  news  from  home :  how  he  had  supped  with  this 
actress,  and  got  tired  of  that;  how  he  had  got  the  better 
of  Mr.  St.  John,  both  over  the  bottle,  and  with  Mrs. 
Mouutford,  of  the  Haymarket  Theatre  (a  veteran  charmer 
of  fifty,  with  whom  the  young  scapegrace  chose  to  fancy 
himself  in  love)  ;  how  his  sister  was  always  at  her  tricks, 
and  had  jilted  a  young  baron  for  an  old  earl.  "  I  can't 
make  out  Beatrix,"  he  said ;  "  she  cares  for  none  of  us ; — 
she  only  thinks  about  herself ;  she  is  never  happy  unless 
she  is  quarrelling;  but  as  for  my  mother — my  mother, 
Harry,  is  an  angel."  Harry  tried  to  impress  on  the 
young  fellow  the  necessity  of  doing  everything  in  his  power 
to  please  that  angel ;  not  to  drink  too  much ;  not  to  go  into 
debt;  not  to  run  after  the  pretty  Flemish  girls,  and  so 
forth,  as  became  a  senior  speaking  to  a  lad.  "  But  Lord 
bless  thee ! "  the  boy  said ;  "  I  may  do  what  I  like,  and  I 
know  she  will  love  me  all  the  same;"  and  so,  indeed,  he 
did  what  he  liked.  Everybody  spoiled  him,  and  his  grave 
kinsman  as  much  as  the  rest. 
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CHAPTEE    XII. 

I  GET  A  COMPANY  IN   THE  CAMPAIGN  OP   1706. 

On  Whit-Sunday,  the  famous  23rd  of  May,  1706,  my 
young  lord  first  came  under  the  fire  of  the  enemy,  whom 
we  found  posted  in  order  of  battle,  their  lines  extending 
three  miles  or  more,  over  the  high  ground  behind  the  little 
Gheet  river,  and  having  on  his  left  the  little  village  of 
Anderkirk  or  Autre-eglise,  and  on  his  right  Eamillies, 
which  has  given  its  name  to  one  of  the  most  brilliant  and 
disastrous  days  of  battle  that  history  ever  hath  recorded. 

Our  Duke  here  once  more  met  his  old  enemy  of  Blen- 
heim, the  Bavarian  Elector  and  the  Mar^chal  Villeroy, 
over  whom  the  Prince  of  Savoy  had  gained  the  famous  vic- 
tory of  Chiari.  What  Englishman  or  Frenchman  doth  not 
know  the  issue  of  that  day?  Having  chosen  his  own 
ground,  having  a  force  superior  to  the  English,  and  besides 
the  excellent  Spanish  and  Bavarian  troops,  the  whole 
Maison-du-Koy  with  him,  the  most  splendid  body  of  horse 
in  the  world, — in  an  hour  (and  in  spite  of  the  prodigious 
gallantry  of  the  French  Eoyal  Household,  who  charged 
through  the  centre  of  our  line  and  broke  it, )  this  magnifi- 
cent army  of  Villeroy  was  utterly  routed  by  troops  that 
had  been  marching  for  twelve  hours,  and  by  the  intrepid 
skill  of  a  commander,  who  did,  indeed,  seem  in  the  pres- 
ence of  the  enemy  to  be  the  very  Genius  of  Victory. 

I  think  it  was  more  from  conviction  than  policy,  though 
that  policy  was  surely  the  most  prudent  in  the  world,  that 
the  great  Duke  always  spoke  of  his  victories  with  an  ex- 
traordinary modesty,  and  as  if  it  was  not  so  much  his  own 
admirable  genius  and  courage  which  achieved  these  amaz- 
ing successes,  but  as  if  he  was  a  special  and  fatal  instru- 
ment in  the  hands  of  Providence,  that  willed  irresistibly 
the  enemy's  overthrow.  Before  his  actions  he  always  had 
the  church  service  read  solemnly,  and  professed  an  un- 
doubting  belief  that  our  Queen's  arms  were  blessed  and  our 
victory  sure.  All  the  letters  which  he  writ  after  his  bat- 
tles show  awe  rather  than  exultation;  and  he  attributes  the 
glory  of  these  achievements,  about  which    I  have  heard 
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mere  petty  officers  and  men  bragging  with  a  pardonable 
vain-glory,  in  nowise  to  his  own  bravery  or  skill,  but  to 
the  superintending  protection  of  heaven,  which  he  ever 
seemed  to  think  was  our  especial  ally.  And  our  army  got 
to  believe  so,  and  the  enemy  learnt  to  think  so  too ;  for  we 
never  entered  into  a  battle  without  a  perfect  confidence  that 
it  was  to  end  in  a  victory ;  nor  did  the  French,  after  the 
issue  of  Blenheim,  and  that  astonishing  triumph  of  Eamil- 
lies,  ever  meet  us  without  feeling  that  the  game  was  lost 
before  it  was  begun  to  be  played,  and  that  our  general's 
fortune  was  irresistible.  Here,  as  at  Blenheim,  the  Duke's 
charger  was  shot,  and  'twas  thought  for  a  moment  he  was 
dead.  As  he  mounted  another,  Binfield,  his  master  of  the 
horse,  kneeling  to  hold  his  Grace's  stirrup,  had  his  head 
shot  away  by  a  cannon-ball.  A  French  gentleman  of  the 
Eoyal  Household,  that  was  a  prisoner  with  us,  told  the 
writer  that  at  the  time  of  the  charge  of  the  Household, 
when  their  horse  and  ours  were  mingled,  an  Irish  officer 
recognized  the  Prince-Duke,  and  calling  out — "Marlbor- 
ough, Marlborough !  "  fired  his  pistol  at  him  a  hout-portant, 
and  that  a  score  more  carbines  and  pistols  were  discharged 
at  him.  jSTot  one  touched  him :  he  rode  through  the  French 
Cuirassiers  sword-in-hand,  and  entirely  unhurt,  and  calm 
and  smiling,  rallied  the  German  Horse,  that  was  reeling  be- 
fore the  enemy,  brought  these  and  twenty  squadrons  of 
Orkney's  back  upon  them,  and  drove  the  French  across  the 
river,  again  leading  the  charge  himself,  and  defeating  the 
only  dangerous  move  the  French  made  that  day. 

Major-General  Webb  commanded  on  the  left  of  our  line, 
and  had  his  own  regiment  under  the  orders  of  their  beloved 
colonel.  Neither  he  nor  they  belied  their  character  for 
gallantry  on  this  occasion;  but  it  was  about  his  dear 
young  lord  that  Esmond  was  anxious,  never  having  sight  of 
him  save  once,  in  the  whole  course  of  the  day,  when  he 
brought  an  order  from  the  Commander-in-Chief  to  Mr. 
Webb.  When  our  horse,  having  charged  round  the  right 
flank  of  the  enemy  by  Overkirk,  had  thrown  him  into  en- 
tire confusion,  a  general  advance  was  made,  and  our  whole 
line  of  foot,  crossing  the  little  river  and  the  morass,  as- 
cended the  high  ground  where  the  French  were  posted, 
cheering  as  they  went,  the  enemy  retreating  before  them. 
'Twas  a  service  of  more  glory  than  danger,  the  French  bat- 
talions never  waiting  to  exchange  push  of  pike  or  bayonet 
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with  ours ;  and  the  gunners  flying  from  their  pieces,  which 
our  line  left  behind  us  as  they  advanced,  and  the  French 
fell  back. 

At  first  it  was  a  retreat  orderly  enough ;  but  presently 
_the  retreat  became  a  rout,  and  a  frightful  slaughter  of  the 
_  French  ensued  on  this  panic:  so  that  an  army  of  sixty 
thousand  men  was  utterly  crushed  and  destroyed  in  the 
course  of  a  couple  of  hours.  It  was  as  if  a  hurricane  had 
seized  a  compact  numerous  fleet,  flung  it  all  to  the  winds, 
shattered,  sunk,  and  annihilated  it :  afflavit  Deus,  et  dis- 
sipati  sunt.  The  French  army  of  Flanders  was  gone,  their 
artillery,  their  standards,  their  treasure,  provisions,  and 
ammunition  were  all  left  behind  them :  the  poor  devils  had 
even  fled  without  their  soup-kettles,  which  are  as  much  the 
palladia  of  the  French  infantry  as  of  the  Grand  Seignior's 
Janissaries,  and  round  which  they  rally  even  more  than 
round  their  lilies. 

The  pursuit,  and  a  dreadful  carnage  which  ensued  (for 
the  dregs  of  a  battle,  however  brilliant,  are  ever  a  base 
residue  of  rapine,  cruelty,  and  drunken  plunder, )  was  car- 
ried far  beyond  the  field  of  Eamillies. 

Honest  Lockwood,  Esmond's  servant,  no  doubt  wanted 
to  be  among  the  marauders  himself  and  take  his  share  of 
the  booty ;  for  when,  the  action  over,  and  the  troops  got  to 
their  ground  for  the  night,  the  Captain  bade  Lockwood  get 
a  horse,  he  asked,  with  a  very  rueful  countenance,  whether 
his  honour  would  have  him  come  too ;  but  his  honour  only 
bade  him  go  about  his  own  business,  and  Jack  hopped 
away  quite  delighted  as  soon  as  he  saw  his  master 
mounted.  Esmond  made  his  way,  and  not  without  danger 
and  difficulty,  to  his  Grace's  head-quarters,  and  found  for 
himself  very  quickly  where  the  aide-de-camps'  quarters 
were,  in  an  out-building  of  a  farm,  where  several  of  these 
gentlemen  were  seated,  driaking  and  singing,  and  at  sup- 
per. If  he  had  any  anxiety  about  his  boy,  'twas  relieved 
at  once.  One  of  the  gentlemen  was  singing  a  song  to  a 
tune  that  Mr.  Farquhar  and  Mr.  Gay  both  had  used  in 
their  admirable  comedies,  and  very  popular  in  the  army  of 
that  day;  and  after  the  song  came  a  chorus,  "Over  the 
hills  and  far  away;"  and  Esmond  heard  Frank's  fresh 
voice,  soaring,  as  it  were,  over  the  songs  of  the  rest  of  the 
young  men — a  voice  that  had  always  a  certain  artless,  in- 
describable pathos  with  it,  and  indeed  which  caused  Mr. 
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Esmond's  eyes  to  jBU  with,  tears  now,  out  of  thankfulness 
to  God  the  child  was  safe  and  still  alive  to  laugh  and  sing. 

When  the  song  was  over  Esmond  entered  the  room, 
where  he  knew  several  of  the  gentlemen  present,  and  there 
sat  my  young  lord,  having  taken  off  his  cuirass,  his  waist- 
coat open,  his  face  flushed,  his  long  yellow  hair  hanging 
over  his  shoulders,  drinking  with  the  rest ;  the  youngest, 
gayest,  handsomest  there.  As  soon  as  he  saw  Esmond,  he 
clapped  down  his  glass,  and  running  towards  his  friend, 
put  both  his  arms  round  him  and  embraced  him.  The 
other's  voice  trembled  with  joy  as  he  greeted  the  lad;  he 
had  thought  but  now  as  he  stood  in  the  court -yard  under 
the  clear-shining  moonlight :  "  Great  God !  what  a  scene  of 
murder  is  here  within  a  mile  of  us ;  what  hundreds  and 
thousands  have  faced  danger  to-day ;  and  here  are  these 
lads  singing  over  their  cups,  and  the  same  moon  that  is 
shining  over  yonder  horrid  field  is  looking  down  on 
Walcote  very  likely,  while  my  lady  sits  and  thinks  about 
'  her  boy  that  is  at  the  war."  As  Esmond  embraced  his 
young  pupil  now,  'twas  with  the  feeling  of  quite  religious 
thankfulness  and  an  almost  paternal  pleasure  that  he  be- 
held him. 

Bound  his  neck  was  a  star  with  a  striped  ribbon,  that 
was  made  of  small  brilliants  and  might  be  worth  a  hundred 
crowns.  "Look,"  says  he,  "won't  that  be  a  pretty  pres- 
ent for  mother?  " 

"  Who  gave  you  the  Order?  "  says  Harry,  saluting  the 
gentleman  :  "  did  you  win  it  in  battle?  " 

"I  won  it,"  cried  the  other,  "with  my  sword  and  my 
spear.  There  was  a  mousquetaire  that  had  it  round  his 
neck — such  a  big  mousquetaire,  as  big  as  General  Webb. 
I  called  out  to  him  to  surrender,  and  that  I'd  give  him 
quarter :  he  called  me  a  petit  polisson  and  fired  his  pistol  at 
me,  and  then  sent  it  at  my  head  with  a  curse.  I  rode  at 
him,  sir,  drove  my  sword  right  under  his  arm-hole,  and 
broke  it  in  the  rascal's  body.  I  found  a  purse  in  his  holster 
with  sixty-five  Louis  in  it,  and  a  bundle  of  love-letters,  and 
a  flask  of  Hungary- water.  Vive  la  guerre  !  there  are  the 
ten  pieces  you  lent  me.  I  should  like  to  have  a  fight  every 
day ; "  and  he  pulled  at  his  little  moustache  and  bade  a 
servant  to  bring  a  supper  to  Captain  Esmond. 

Harry  fell  to  with  a  very  good  appetite ;  he  had  tasted 
nothing  since  twenty  hours  ago,  at  early  dawn.     Master 
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Grandson,  who  read  this,  do  you  look  for  the  history  of 
battles  and  sieges?  Go,  find  them  in  the  proper  books; 
this  is  only  the  story  of  your  grandfather  and  his  family. 
Far  more  pleasant  to  him  than  the  victory,  though  for  that 
too  he  may  say  meminisse  juvat,  it  was  to  find  that  the  day 
was  over,  and  his  dear  young  Castlewood  was  unhurt. 

And  would  you,  sirrah,  wish  to  know  how  it  was  that  a 
sedate  Captam  of  Foot,  a  studious  and  rather  solitary 
bachelor  of  eight  or  nine  and  twenty  years  of  age,  who  did 
not  care  very  much  for  the  jollities  which  his  comrades  en- 
gaged in,  and  was  never  known  to  lose  his  heart  in  any 
garrison -town — should  you  wish  to  know  why  such  a  man 
had  so  prodigious  a  tenderness,  and  tended  so  fondly  a  boy 
of  eighteen,  wait,  my  good  friend,  until  thou  art  in  love 
with  thy  school-fellow's  sister,  and  then  see  how  mighty 
tender  thou  wilt  be  towards  him.  Esmond's  general  and 
his  Grace  the  Prince-Duke  were  notoriously  at  variance, 
and  the  former's  friendship  was  in  no  wise  likely  to  advance 
any  man's  promotion  of  whose  services  Webb  spoke  well; 
but  rather  likely  to  injure  him,  so  the  army  said,  in  the 
favour  of  the  greater  man.  However,  Mr.  Esmond  had 
the  good  fortune  to  be  mentioned  very  advantageously  by 
Major-General  Webb  in  his  report  after  the  action;  and 
the  major  of  his  regiment  and  two  of  the  captains  having 
been  killed  upon  the  day  of  Eamillies,  Esmond,  who  was 
second  of  the  lieutenants,  got  his  company,  and  had  the 
honour  of  serving  as  Captain  Esmond  in  the  next  campaign. 

My  lord  went  home  in  the  winter,  but  Esmond  was 
afraid  to  follow  him.  His  dear  mistress  wrote  him  letters 
more  than  once,  thanking  him,  as  mothers  know  how  to 
thank,  for  his  care  and  protection  of  her  boy,  extolling  Es- 
mond's own  merits  with  a  great  deal  more  praise  than  they 
deserved;  for  he  did  his  duty  no  better  than  any  other 
officer;  and  speaking  sometimes,  though  gently  and  cau- 
tiously, of  Beatrix.  News  came  from  home  of  at  least  half- 
a-dozen  grand  matches  that  the  beautiful  maid  of  honour  was 
about  to  make.  She  was  engaged  to  an  earl,  our  gentlemen 
of  St.  James's  said,  and  then  jilted  him  for  a  duke,  who,  in 
his  turn,  had  drawn  off.  Earl  or  duke  it  might  be  who 
should  win  this  Helen,  Esmond  knew  she  would  never  be- 
stow herself  on  a  poor  captain.  Her  conduct,  it  was  clear, 
was  little  satisfactory  to  her  mother,  who  scarcely  men- 
tioned her,  or  else  the  kind  lady  thought  it  was  best  to  say 


264  HENRY  ESMOND. 

nothing,  and  leave  time  to  work  out  its  cure.  At  any  rate, 
Harry  was  best  away  from  the  fatal  object  which  always 
wrought  him  so  much  mischief ;  and  so  he  never  asked  for 
leave  to  go  home,  but  remained  with  his  regiment  that  was 
garrisoned  in  Brussels,  which  city  fell  into  our  hands  when 
the  victory  of  Eamillies  drove  the  French  out  of  Flanders. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

I  MEET  AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE  IN  FLANDERS,  AND 
FIND  MY  MOTHER'S  GRAVE  AND  MY  OWN  CRADLE 
THERE. 

Being  one  day  in  the  Church  of  St.  Gudule,  at  Brussels, 
admiring  the  antique  splendour  of  the  architecture  (and  al- 
ways entertaining  a  great  tenderness  and  reverence  for  the 
Mother  Church,  that  hath  been  as  wickedly  persecuted  in 
England  as  ever  she  herself  persecuted  in  the  days  of  her 
prosperity),  Esmond  saw  kneeling  at  a  side  altar  an  oflcer 
in  a  green  uniform  coat,  'very  deeply  engaged  in  devotion. 
Something  familiar  in  the  figure  and  posture  of  the  kneel- 
ing man  struck  Captain  Esmond,  even  before  he  saw  the 
officer's  face.  As  he  rose  up,  putting  away  into  his  pocket 
a  little  black  breviary,  such  as  priests  use,  Esmond  beheld 
a  countenance  so  like  that  of  his  friend  and  tutor  of  early 
days,  Eather  Holt,  that  be  broke  out  into  an  exclamation 
of  astonishment  and  advanced  a  step  towards  the  gentle- 
man, who  was  making  his  way  out  of  church.  The  Ger- 
man officer  too  looked  surprised  when  he  saw  Esmond, 
and  his  face  from  being  pale  grew  suddenly  red.  By  this 
mark  of  recognition,  the  Englishman  knew  that  he  could 
not  be  mistaken ;  and  though  the  other  did  not  stop,  but 
on  the  contrary  rather  hastily  walked  away  towards  the 
door,  Esmond  pursued  him  and  faced  him  once  more,  as 
the  officer,  helping  himself  to  holy  water,  turned  mechan- 
ically towards  the  altar,  to  bow  to  it  ere  he  quitted  the 
sacred  edifice. 

"  My  Eather !  "  says  Esmond  in  English. 

"  Silence !  I  do  not  understand.  I  do  not  speak  Eng- 
lish," says  the  other  in  Latin. 

Esmond  smiled  at  this  sign  of  confusion,  and  replied  in 
the  same  language — "I  should  know  my  Father  in  any 
garment,  black  or  white,  shaven  or  bearded ; "  for  the 
Austrian  officer  was  habited  quite  in  the  military  manner, 
and  had  as  warlike  a  mustachio  as  any  Pandour. 

He  laughed — we  were  on  the  church  steps  by  this  time, 
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passing  through  the  crowd  of  beggars  that  usually  is  there 
holding  up  little  trinkets  for  sale  and  whining  for  alms. 
"You  speak  Latin,"  says  he,  "in  the  English  way,  Harry 
Esmond;  you  have  forsaken  the  old  true  Eoman  tongue 
you  once  knew."  His  tone  was  very  frank,  and  friendly 
quite ;  the  kind  voice  of  fifteen  years  back ;  he  gave  Es- 
mond his  hand  as  he  spoke. 

"Others  have  changed  their  coats  too,  my  Father,"  says 
Esmond,  glancing  at  his  friend's  military  decoration. 

"  Hush !  I  am  Mr.  or  Captain  von  Holtz,  in  the  Bava- 
rian Elector's  service,  and  on  a  mission  to  his  Highness  the 
Prince  of  Savoy.  You  can  keep  a  secret  I  know  from  old 
times." 

"Captain  von  Holtz,"  says  Esmond,  "I  am  your  very 
humble  servant." 

"  And  yon,  too,  have  changed  your  coat,"  continues  the 
other  in  his  laughing  way;  "I  have  heard  of  you  at  Cam- 
bridge and  afterwards :  we  have  friends  everywhere ;  and  I 
am  told  that  Mr.  Esmond  at  Cambridge  was  as  good  a 
fencer  as  he  was  a  bad  theologian."  (So,  thinks  Esmond, 
my  old  maitre  a'armes  was  a  Jesuit,  as  they  said.) 

"Perhaps  you  are  right,"  says  the  other,  reading  his 
thoughts  quite  as  he  used  to  do  in  old  days ;  "  you  were 
all  but  killed  at  Hochstedt  of  a  wound  in  the  left  side. 
You  were  before  that  at  Vigo,  aide-de-camp  to  the  Duke 
of  Ormonde.  You  got  your  company  the  other  day  after 
Eamillies ;  your  general  and  the  Prince-Duke  are  not 
friends;  he  is  of  the  Webbs  of  Lydiard  Tregoze,  in  the 
county  of  York,  a  relation  of  my  Lord  St.  John.  Your 
cousin,  M.  de  Castlewood,  served  his  first  campaign  this 
year  in  the  Guard;  yes,  I  do  know  a  few  things,  as  you 
see." 

Captain  Esmond  laughed  in  his  turn.  "  You  have  indeed 
a  curious  knowledge,"  he  says.  A  foible  of  Mr.  Holt's, 
who  did  know  more  about  books  and  men  than,  perhaps, 
almost  any  person  Esmond  had  ever  met,  was  omniscience ; 
thus  in  every  point  he  here  professed  to  know,  he  was 
nearly  right,  but  not  quite.  Esmond's  wound  was  in  the 
right  side,  not  the  left;  his  first  general  was  General 
Lumley;  Mr.  Webb  came  out  of  Wiltshire,  not  out  of 
Yorkshire ;  and  so  forth.  Esmond  did  not  think  fit  to  cor- 
rect his  old  master  in  these  trifling  blunders,  but  they 
served  to  give  him  a  knowledge  of  the  other's  character, 
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and  he  smiled  to  think  that  this  was  his  oracle  of  early- 
days  ;  only  now  no  longer  infallible  or  divine. 

"Yes,"  continues  Father  Holt,  or  Captain  von  Holtz, 
"for  a  man  who  has  not  been  in  England  these  eight 
years,  I  know  what  goes  on  in  London  very  well.  The 
old  Dean  is  dead,  my  Lady  Castlewood's  father.  Do  you 
know  that  your  recusant  bishops  wanted  to  consecrate  him 
Bishop  of  Southampton,  and  that  Collier  is  Bishop  of 
Thetford  by  the  same  imposition?  The  Princess  Anne  has 
the  gout  and  eats  too  much ;  when  the  King  returns.  Col- 
lier will  be  an  archbishop." 

"  Amen !  "  says  Esmond,  laughing ;  "  and  I  hope  to  see 
your  Eminence  no  longer  in  jack-boots,  but  red  stockings, 
at  Whitehall." 

"  You  are  always  with  us — I  know  that — I  heard  of  that 
when  you  were  at  Cambridge ;  so  was  the  late  lord ;  so  is 
the  young  viscount." 

"And  so  was  my  father  before  me,"  said  Mr.  Esmond, 
looking  calmly  at  the  other,  who  did  not,  however,  show 
the  least  sign  of  intelligence  in  his  impenetrable  grey  eyes 
— how  well  Harry  remembered  them  and  their  look !  only 
crows'  feet  were  wrinkled  round  them — marks  of  black 
old  Time  who  had  settled  there. 

Esmond's  face  chose  to  show  no  more  sign  of  meaning 
than  the  Father's.  There  may  have  been  on  the  ope  side 
and  the  other-  just  the  faintest  glitter  of  recognition,  as 
you  see  a  bayonet  shining  out  of  an  ambush;  but  each 
party  fell  back,  when  everything  was  again  dark. 

"  And  you,  mon  capitaine,  where  have  you  been?  "  says 
Esmond,  burning  away  the  conversation  from  this  danger- 
ous ground,  where  neither  chose  to  engage. 

"  I  may  have  been  in  Pekin,"  says  he,  "  or  I  may  have 
been  in  Paraguay — who  knows  where?  I  am  now  Captain 
von  Holtz,  in  the  service  of  his  Electoral  Highness,  come 
to  negotiate  exchange  of  prisoners  with  his  Highness  of 
Savoy." 

'Twas  well  known  that  very  many  officers  in  our  army 
were  well-aifected  towards  the  young  kiag  at  St.  Ger- 
mains,  whose  right  to  the  throne  was  undeniable,  and 
whose  accession  to  it,  at  the  death  of  his  sister,  by  far  the 
greater  part  of  the  English  people  would  have  preferred, 
to  the  having  a  petty  German  prince  for  a  sovereign,  about 
whose  cruelty,  rapacity,  boorish  manners,  and  odious  for- 
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eign  ways,  a  thousand  stories  were  current.  It  wounded 
our  English  pride  to  think  that  a  shabby  High-Dutch  duke, 
whose  revenues  were  not  a  tithe  as  great  as  those  of  many 
of  the  princes  of  our  ancient  English  nobility ;  who  could 
not  speak  a  word  of  our  language,  and  whom  we  chose  to 
represent  as  a  sort  of  German  boor,  feeding  on  traui-oil 
and  sour-crout,  with  a  bevy  of  mistresses  in  a  bam,  should 
come  to  reign  over  the  proudest  and  most  polished  people 
in  the  world.  Were  we,  the  conquerors  of  the  Grand 
Monarch,  to  submit  to  that  ignoble  domination?  What 
did  the  Hanoverian's  Protestantism  matter  to  us?  Was  it 
not  notorious  (we  were  told  and  led  to  believe  so)  that 
one  of  the  daughters  of  this  Protestant'  hero  was  being 
bred  up  with  no  religion  at  all,  as  yet,  and  ready  to  be 
made  Lutheran  or  Eoman,  according  as  the  husband  might 
be  whom  her  parents  should  find  for  her?  This  talk,  very 
idle  and  abusive  much  of  it  was,  went  on  at  a  hundred 
mess-tables  in  the  army ;  there  was  scarce  an  ensign  that 
did  not  hear  it,  or  join  in  it,  and  everybody  knew,  or  affected 
to  know,  that  the  Commander-in-Chief  himself  had  rela- 
tions with  his  nephew,  the  Duke  of  Berwick  ('twas  by  an 
Englishman,  thank  God,  that  we  were  beaten  at  Al- 
manza),  and  that  his  Grace  was  most  anxious  to  restore 
the  royal  race  of  his  benefactors,  and  to  repair  his  former 
treason. 

This  is  certain,  that  for  a  considerable  period  no  officer 
in  the  Duke's  army  lost  favour  with  the  Commander-in- 
Chief  for  entertaining  or  proclaiming  his  loyalty  towards 
the  exiled  family.  When  the  Chevalier  de  St.  George,  as 
the  King  of  England  called  himself,  came  with  the  dukes 
of  the  French  blood  royal,  to  join  the  French  army  under 
Vendosme,  hundreds  of  ours  saw  him  and  cheered  him, 
and  we  all  said  he  was  like  his  father  in  this,  who,  seeing 
the  action  of  La  Hogue  fought  between  the  French  ships 
and  ours,  was  on  the  side  of  his  native  country  during  the 
battle.  But  this,  at  least  the  Chevalier  knew,  and  every 
one  knew,  that,  however  well  our  troops  and  their  general 
might  be  inclined  towards  the  prince  personally,  in  the 
face  of  the  enemy  there  was  no  question  at  all.  Wherever 
my  Lord  Duke  found  a  French  army,  he  would  fight  and 
beat  it,  as  he  did  at  Oudenarde,  two  years  after  Eamillies, 
where  his  Grace  achieved  another  of  his  transcendent 
victories ;  and  the  noble  young  prince,  who  charged  gal- 
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laatly  along  with  the  magnificent  Maison-du-Eoy,  sent  to 
compliment  his  conquerors  after  the  action. 

In  this  battle,  where  the  yonng  Electoral  Prince  of 
Hanover  behaved  himself  very  gallantly,  fighting  on  our 
side,  Esmond's  dear  General  Webb  distinguished  himself 
prodigiously,  exhibiting  consummate  skill  and  coolness  as 
a  general,  and  fighting  with  the  personal  bravery  of  a  com- 
mon soldier.  Esmond's  good-luck  again  attended  him; 
he  escaped  without  a  hurt,  although  more  than  a  third  of 
his  regiment  was  killed,  had  again  the  honour  to  be 
favourably  mentioned  in  his  commander's  report,  and  was 
advanced  to  the  rank  of  major.  But  of  this  action  there 
is  little  need  to  speak,  as  it  hath  been  related  in  every 
Gazette,  and  talked  of  in  every  hamlet  in  this  country. 
To  retarn  from  it  to  the  writer's  private  afEairs,  which  here, 
in  his  old  age,  and  at  a  distance,  he  narrates  for  his  chil- 
dren who  come  after  him.  Before  Oudenarde,  and  after 
that  chance  rencontre  with  Captain  von  Holtz  at  Brussels, 
a  space  of  more  than  a  year  elapsed,  during  which  the 
captain  of  Jesuits  and  the  captain  of  Webb's  Fusileers 
were  thrown  very  much  together.  Esmond  had  no  diffi- 
culty in  finding  out  (indeed,  the  other  made  no  secret  of  it 
to  him,  being  assured  from  old  times  of  his  pupil's  fidelity), 
that  the  negotiator  of  prisoners  was  an  agent  from  St.  Ger- 
mains,  and  that  he  carried  intelligence  between  great  per- 
sonages in  our  camp  and  that  of  the  French.  "  My  busi- 
ness," said  he — "and  I  tell  you,  both  because  I  can  trust 
you  and  your  keen  eyes  have  already  discovered  it — is 
between  the  King  of  England  and  his  subjects  here  engaged 
in  fighting  the  French  king.  As  between  you  and  them, 
all  the  Jesuits  in  the  world  will  not  prevent  your  quar- 
relling: fight  it  out,  gentlemen.  St.  George  for  Eng- 
land, I  say — and  you  know  who  says  so,  wherever  he  may 
be." 

I  think  Holt  loved  to  make  a  parade  of  mystery,  as  it 
were,  and  would  appear  and  disappear  at  our  quarters  as 
suddenly  as  he  used  to  return  and  vanish  in  the  old  days 
at  Castlewood.  He  had  passes  between  both  armies,  and 
seemed  to  know  (but  with  that  inaccuracy  which  belonged 
to  the  good  Father's  omniscience)  equally  well  what  passed 
in  the  French  camp  and  in  ours.  One  day  he  would  give 
Esmond  news  of  a  great  f  este  that  took  place  in  the  French 
quarters,  of  a  supper  of  Monsieur  de  Rohan's,  where  there 
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was  play  and  violins,  and  then  dancing  and  masques ;  the 
King  drove  thither  in  Marshal  Villars'  own  guinguette. 
Another  day  he  had  the  news  of  his  Majesty's  ague:  the 
King  had  not  had  a  fit  these  ten  days,  and  might  be  said 
to  be  well.  Captain  Holtz  made  a  visit  to  England  during 
this  time,  so  eager  was  he  about  negotiating  prisoners ;  and 
'twas  on  returning  from  this  voyage  that  he  began  to  open 
himself  more  to  Esmond,  and  to  make  him,  as  occasion 
served,  at  their  various  meetings,  several  of  those  confi- 
dences which  are  here  set  down  all  together. 

The  reason  of  his  increased  confidence  was  this :  upon 
going  to  London,  the  old  director  of  Esmond's  aunt,  the 
dowager,  paid  her  ladyship  a  visit  at  Chelsea,  and  there 
learnt  from  her  that  Captain  Esmond  was  acquainted  with 
the  secret  of  his  family,  and  was  determined  never  to  di- 
vulge it.  The  knowledge  of  this  fact  raised  Esmond  in  his 
old  tutor  s  eyes,  so  Holt  was  pleased  to  say,  and  he  ad- 
mired Harry  very  much  for  his  abnegation. 

"  The  family  at  Castlewood  have  done  far  more  for  me 
than  my  own  ever  did,"  Esmond  said.  "I  would  give  my 
life  for  them.  Why  should  I  grudge  the  only  benefit  that 
'tis  in  my  power  to  confer  on  them?  "  The  good  Father's 
eyes  filled  with  tears  at  this  speech,  which  to  the  other 
seemed  very  simple  :  he  embraced  Esmond,  and  broke  out 
into  many  admiring  expressions ;  he  said  he  was  a  noble 
ccBur,  that  he  was  proud  of  him,  and  fond  of  him  as  his 
pupil  and  friend — regretted  more  than  ever  that  he  had 
lost  him,  and  been  forced  to  leave  him  in  those  early 
times,  when  he  might  have  had  an  influence  over  him,  have 
brought  him  into  that  only  true  church  to  which  the  Father 
belonged,  and  enlisted  him  in  the  noblest  army  in  which  a 
man  ever  engaged — meaning  his  own  society  of  Jesus, 
which  numbers  (says  he)  in  its  troops  the  greatest  heroes 
the  world  ever  knew ; — warriors  brave  enough  to  dare  or 
endure  anything,  to  encounter  any  odds,  to  die. any  death; 
— soldiers  that  have  won  triumphs  a  thousand  times  more 
brilliant  than  those  of  the  greatest  general;  that  have 
brought  nations  on  their  knees  to  their  sacred  banner,  the 
Cross ;  that  have  achieved  glories  and  palms  incomparably 
brighter  than  those  awarded  to  the  most  splendid  earthly 
conquerors — crowns  of  immortal  light,  and  seats  in  the 
high  places  of  heaven. 

Esmond  was  thankful  for  his  old  friend's  good  opinion, 
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however  little  he  might  share  the  Jesuit-father's  enthusi- 
asm, "I  have  thought  of  that  question,  too,"  says  he, 
"  dear  Father,"  and  he  took  the  other's  hand — "thought  it 
out  for  myself,  as  all  men  must,  and  contrive  to  do  the 
right,  and  trust  to  heaven  as  devoutly  in  my  way  as  you 
in  yours.  Another  six  months  of  you  as  a  child,  and  I 
had  desired  no  better.  I  used  to  weep  upon  my  pillow  at 
Castlewood  as  I  thought  of  you,  and  I  might  have  been  a 
brother  of  your  order;  and  who  knows,"  Esmond  added 
with  a  smile,  "  a  priest  in  full  orders,  and  with  a  pair  of 
mustachios,  and  a  Bavarian  uniform?  " 

"My  son,"  says  Father  Holt,  turning  red,  "in  the  cause 
of  religion  and  loyalty  all  disguises  are  fair." 

"Yes,"  broke  in  Esmond,  "all  disguises  are  fair,  you 
say ;  and  all  uniforms,  say  I,  black  or  red, — a  black  cockade 
or  a  white  one — or  a  laced  hat,  or  a  sombrero,  with  a  tonsure 
under  it.  I  cannot  believe  that  St.  Francis  Xavier  sailed 
over  the  sea  in  a  cloak,  or  raised  tlie  dead — I  tried,  and 
very  nearly  did  once,  but  cannot.  Suffer  me  to  do  the 
right,  and  to  hope  for  the  best  in  my  own  way." 

Esmond  wished  to  cut  short  the  good  Father's  theology, 
and  succeeded;  and  the  other,  sighing  over  his  pupil's  in- 
vincible ignorance,  did  not  withdraw  his  affection  from 
him,  but  gave  him  his  utmost  confidence — as  much,  that  is 
to  say,  as  a  priest  can  give :  more  than  most  do ;  for  he  was 
naturally  garrulous,  and  too  eager  to  speak. 

Holt's  friendship  encouraged  Captain  Esmond  to  ask, 
what  he  long  wished  to  know,  and  none  could  tell  him, 
some  history  of  the  poor  mother  whom  he  had  often  im- 
agined in  his  dreams,  and  whom  he  never  knew.  He  de- 
scribed to  Holt  those  circumstances  which  are  already  put 
down  in  the  first  part  of  this  story — the  promise  he  had 
made  to  his  dear  lord,  and  that  dying  friend's  confession; 
and  he  besought  Mr.  Holt  to  tell  him  what  he  knew  regard- 
ing the  poor  woman  from  whom  he  had  been  taken. 

"She  was  of  this  very  town,"  Holt  said,  and  took  Es- 
mond to  see  the  street  where  her  father  lived,  and  where, 
as  he  believed,  she  was  born.  "In  1676,  when  your  father 
came  hither  in  the  retinue  of  the  late  king,  then  Duke  of 
York,  and  banished  hither  in  disgrace.  Captain  Thomas 
Esmond  became  acquainted  with  your  mother,  pursued 
lier,  and  made  a  victim  of  her;  he  hath  told  me  in  many 
subsequent  conversations,  which  I  felt  bound  to  keep  pri- 
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vate  then,  that  she  was  a  woman  of  great  virtue  and  ten 
derness,  and  in  all  respects  a  most  fond,  faithful  creature. 
He  called  himself  Captain  Thomas,  having  good  reason  to 
be  ashamed  of  his  conduct  towards  her,  and  hath  spoken  to 
me  many  times  with  sincere  remorse  for  that,  as  with  fond 
love  for  her  many  amiable  qualities.  He  owned  to  having 
treated  her  very  ill :  and  that  at  this  time  his  life  was  one 
of  profligacy,  gambling,  and  poverty.  She  became  with 
child  of  you ;  was  cursed  by  her  own  parents  at  that  dis- 
covery ;  though  she  never  upbraided,  except  by  her  invol- 
untary tears,  and  the  misery  depicted  on  her  countenance, 
the  author  of  her  wretchedness  and  ruin. 

"  Thomas  Esmond — Captain  Thomas,  as  he  was  called — 
became  engaged  in  a  gaming-house  brawl,  of  which  the 
consequence  was  a  duel,  and  a  wound  so  severe -that  he 
never — ^his  surgeon  said — could  outlive  it.  Thinking  his 
death  certain,  and  touched  with  remorse,  he  sent  for  a 
priest  of  the  very  Church  of  St.  Gudule  where  I  met  you ; 
and  on  the  same  day,  after  his  making  submission  to  our 
Church,  was  married  to  your  mother  a  few  weeks  before 
you  were  born.  My  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood,  Marquis 
of  Esmond,  by  King  James's  patent,  which  I  myself  took 
to  your  father,  your  lordship  was  christened  at  St.  G-udule 
by  the  same  cure  who  married  your  parents,  and  by  the 
name  of  Henry  Thomas,  son  of  E.  Thomas,  officer  An- 
glois,  and  Gertrude  Maes.  You  see  you  belong  to  us  from 
your  birth,  and  why  I  did  not  christen  you  when  you  be- 
came my  dear  little  pupil  at  Castlewood. 

"Your  father's  wound  took  a  favourable  turn — perhaps 
his  conscience  was  eased  by  the  right  he  had  done — and 
to  the  surprise  of  the  doctors  he  recovered.  But  as  his 
health  came  back,  his  wicked  nature,  too,  returned.  He 
was  tired  of  the  poor  girl,  whom  he  had  ruined ;  and  re- 
ceiving some  remittance  from  his  uncle,  my  lord  the  old 
viscount,  then  in  England,  he  pretended  business,  promised 
return,  and  never  saw  your  poor  mother  more. 

"  He  owned  to  me,  in  confession  first,  but  afterwards  in 
talk  before  your  aunt,  his  wife,  else  I  never  could  have 
disclosed  what  I  now  tell  you,  that  on  coming  to  London 
he  writ  a  pretended  confession  to  poor  Gertrude  Maes — 
Gertrude  Esmond — of  his  having  been  married  in  England 
previously,  before  uniting  himself  with  her ;  said  that  his 
name  was  not  Thomas ;  that  he  was  about  to  quit  Europe 
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for  the  Virginia  plantations,  where,  indeed,  your  family 
had  a  grant  of  land  from  King  Charles  the  First ;  sent  her 
a  supply  of  money,  the  half  of  the  last  hundred  guineas  he 
had,  entreated  her  pardon,  and  bade  her  farewell. 

"  Poor  Gertrude  never  thought  that  the  news  in  this  let- 
ter might  be  untrue  as  the  rest  of  your  father's  conduct  to 
her.  But  though  a  young  man  of  her  own  degree,  who 
knew  her  history,  and  whom  she  liked  before  she  saw  the 
English  gentleman  who  was  the  cause  of  all  her  misery, 
offered  to  marry  her,  and  to  adopt  you  as  his  own  child, 
and  give  you  his  name,  she  refused  him.  This  refusal 
only  angered  her  father,  who  had  taken  her  home;  she 
never  held  up  her  head  there,  being  the  subject  of  constant 
unkindness  after  her  fall ;  and  some  devout  ladies  of  her 
acquaintance  offering  to  pay  a  little  pension  for  her,  she 
went  into  a  convent,  and  you  were  put  out  to  nurse. 

"  A  sister  of  the  young  fellow  who  would  have  adopted 
you  as  his  son  was  the  person  who  took  charge  of  you. 
Your  mother  and  this  person  were  cousins.  She  had  just 
lost  a  child  of  her  own,  which  you  replaced,  your  own 
mother  being  too  sick  and  feeble  to  feed  you ;  and  pres- 
ently your  nurse  grew  so  fond  of  you,  that  she  even 
grudged  letting  you  visit  the  convent  where  your  mother 
was,  and  where  the  nuns  petted  the  little  infant,  as  they 
pitied  and  loved  its  unhappy  parent.  Her  vocation  became 
stronger  every  day,  and  at  the  end  of  two  years  she  was 
received  as  a  sister  of  the  house. 

"Your  nurse's  family  were  silk- weavers  out  of  France, 
whither  they  returned  to  Arras  in  French  Flanders,  shortly 
before  your  mother  took  her  vows,  carrying  you  with  them, 
then  a  child  of  three  years  old.  'Twas  a  town,  before 
the  late  vigorous  measures  of  the  French  king,  full  of 
Protestants,  and  hereyourjiurse's  father,  old  Pastoureau, 
he  with  whom  you  afterwards  lived  at  Ealing,  adopted 
thej;efqrmed^  doctrines,  perverting  all  his  house  with  him. 
They  were  expelled  thence  by  the  edict  of  his  most  Chris- 
tian Majesty,  and  came  to  London,  and  set  up  their  looms 
in  Spittlefields.  The  old  man  brought  a  little  money  with 
him,  and  carried  on  his  trade,  but  in  a  poor  way.  He 
was  a  widower ;  by  this  time  his  daughter,  a  widow  too, 
kept  house  for  him,  and  his  son  and  he  laboured  together 
at  their  vocation.  Meanwhile  your  father  had  publicly 
owned  his  conversion  just  before  King  Charles's  death  (in 
18 
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whom  our  Church  had  much  such  another  convert),  was 
reconciled  to  my  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood,  and  married, 
as  you  know,  to  his  daughter. 

"  It  chanced  that  the  younger  Pastoureau,  going  with  a 
piece  of  brocade  to  the  mercer  who  employed  him,  on  Lud- 
gate  Hill,  met  his  old  rival  coming  out  of  an  ordinary 
there^  Pastoureau  knew  your  father  at  once,  seized  him 
hj  the  collar,  and  upbraided  him  as  a  villain,  who  had  se- 
duced his  mistress,  and  afterwards  deserted  her  and  her 
son.  Mr.  Thomas  Esmond  also  recognized  Pastoureau  at 
once,  besought  him  to  calm  his  indignation,  and  not  to 
bring  a  crowd  round  about  them ;  and  bade  him  to  enter 
into  the  tavern,  out  of  which  he  had  just  stepped,  when  he 
would  give  him  any  explanation.  Pastoureau  entered,  and 
heard  the  landlord  order  the  drawer  to  show  Captain 
Thomas  to  a  room ;  it  was  by  his  Christian  name  that  your 
father  was  familiarly  called  at  his  tavern  haunts,  which, 
to  say  the  truth,  were  none  of  the  most  reputable. 

"  I  must  tell  you  that  Captain  Thomas,  or  my  Lord  Vis- 
count afterwards,  was  never  at  a  loss  for  a  story,  and  could 
cajole  a  woman  or  a  dun  with  a  volubility,  and  an  air  of 
simplicity  at  the  same  time,  of  which  many  a  creditor  of 
his  has  been  the  dupe.  His  tales  used  to  gather  veri- 
similitude as  he  went  on  with  them.  He  strung  together 
fact  after  fact  with  a  wonderful  rapidity  and  coherence. 
It  required,  saving  your  presence,  a  very  long  habit  of  ac- 
quaintance with  your  father  to  know  when  his  lordship 
was  1 , — telling  the  truth  or  no. 

"  He  told  me  with  rueful  remorse  when  he  was  ill — for 
the  fear  of  death  set  him  instantly  repenting,  and  with 
shrieks  of  laughter  when  he  was  well,  his  lordship  having 
a  very  great  sense  of  humour — how  in  half-an-hour's  time, 
and  before  a  bottle  was  drunk,  he  had  completely  suc- 
ceeded in  biting  poor  Pastoureau.  The  seduction  he  owned 
to :  that  he  could  not  help :  he  was  quite  ready  with  tears 
at  a  moment's  warning,  and  shed  them  profusely  to  melt 
his  credulous  listener.  He  wept  for  your  mother  even 
more  than  Pastoureau  did,  who  cried  very  heartily,  poor 
fellow,  as  my  lord  informed  me;  he  swore  upon  his 
honour  that  he  had  twice  sent  money  to  Brussels,  and 
mentioned  the  name  of  the  merchant  with  whom  it  was  ly- 
ing for  poor  Gertrude's  use.  He  did  not  even  know 
whether  she  had  a  child  or  no,  or  whether  she  was  alive  or 
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dead ;  but  got  these  facts  easily  out  of  honest  Pastoureau's 
answers  to  him.  When  he  heard  that  she  was  in  a  con- 
vent, he  said  he  hoped  to  end  his  days  in  one  himself, 
should  he  survive  his  wife,  whom  he  hated,  and  had  been 
forced  by  a  cruel  father  to  marry ;  and  when  he  was  told 
that  Gertrude's  son  was  alive  and  actually  in  London,  '  I 
started,'  says  he;  '  for  then,  damme,  my  wife  was  expect- 
ing to  lie-in,  and  I  thought  should  this  old  Put,  my  father- 
in-law,  run  rusty,  here  would  be  a  good  chance  to  frighten 
him.' 

"  He  expressed  the  deepest  gratitude  to  the  Pastoureau 
family  for  the  care  of  the  infant :  you  were  now  near  six 
years  old ;  and  on  Pastoureau  bluntly  telling  him,  when 
he  proposed  to  go  that  instant  and  see  the  darling  child, 
that  they  never  wished  to  see  his  ill-omened  face  again 
within  their  doors ;  that  he  might  have  the  boy,  though 
they  should  all  be  very  sorry  to  lose  him ;  and  that  they 
would  take  his  money,  they  being  poor,  if  he  gave  it ;  or 
bring  him  up,  by  God's  help,  as  they  had  hitherto  done, 
without :  he  acquiesced  in  this  at  once,  with  a  sigh,  said, 
'  Well,  'twas  better  that  the  dear  child  should  remain  with 
friends  who  had  been  so  admirably  kind  to  him ; '  and  in 
his  talk  to  me  afterwards,  honestly  praised  and  admired 
the  weaver's  condact  and  spirit;  owned  that  the  French- 
man was  a  right  fellow,  and  he,  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
him,  a  sad  villain. 

"  Your  father,"  Mr.  Holt  went  on  to  say,  "  was  good- 
natured  with  his  money  when  he  had  it ;  and  having  that 
day  received  a  supply  from  his  uncle,  gave  the  weaver  ten 
pieces  with  perfect  freedom,  and  promised  him  further  re- 
mittances. He  took  down  eagerly  Pastoureau's  name  and 
place  of  abode  in  his  table-book,  and  when  the  other  asked 
him  for  his  own,  gave,  with  the  utmost  readiness,  his  name 
as  Captain  Thomas,  New  Lodge,  Penzance,  Cornwall;  he 
said  he  was  in  London  for  a  few  days  only  on  business  con- 
nected with  his  wife's  property;  described  her  as  a  shrew, 
though  a  woman  of  kind  disposition ;  and  depicted  his  father 
as  a  Cornish  squire,  in  an  infirm  state  of  health,  at  whose 
death  he  hoped  for  something  handsome,  when  he  promised 
richly  to  reward  the  admirable  protector  of  his  child,  and 
to  provide  for  the  boy.  '  And  by  Gad,  sir,'  he  said  to  me 
in  his  strange  laughing  way,  '  I  ordered  a  piece  of  brocade 
of  the  very  same  pattern  as  that  which  the  fellow  was 


276  HENRY  ESMOND. 

carrying,  and  presented  it  to  my  wife  for  a  morning  wrap- 
per, to  receive  company  in  after  she  lay -in  of  our  little  boy.' 
"  Your  little  pension  was  paid  regularly  enough ;  and 
when  your  father  became  Viscount  Castlewood  on  his  un- 
cle's demise,  I  was  employed  to  keep  a  watch  over  you, 
and  'twas  at  my  instance  that  you  were  brought  home. 
Your  foster-mother  was  dead ;  her  father  made  acquaint- 
ance with  a  woman  whom  he  married,  who  quarrelled  with 
his  son.  The  faithful  creature  came  back  to  Brussels  to  be 
near  the  woman  he  loved,  and  died,  too,  a  few  months  be- 
fore her.  Will  you  see  her  cross  in  the  convent  cemetery? 
The  Superior  is  an  old  penitent  of  mine,  and  remembers 
Sceur  Marie  Madeleine  fondly  still." 

Esmond  came  to  this  spot  in  one  sunny  evening  of 
spring,  and  saw,  amidst  a  thousand  black  crosses,  casting 
their  shadows  across  the  grassy  mounds,  that  particular 
one  which  marked  his  mother's  resting-place.  Many  more 
of  those  poor  creatures  that  lay  there  had  adopted  that  same 
name,  with  which  sorrow  had  rebaptized  her,  and  which 
fondly  seemed  to  hint  their  individual  story  of  love  and 
grief.  He  fancied  her  in  tears  and  darkness,  kneeling  at 
the  foot  of  her  cross,  under  which  her  cares  were  buried. 
Surely  he  knelt  down,  and  said  his  own  prayer  there,  not 
in.  sorrow  so  much  as  in  awe  (for  even  his  memory  had  no 
recollection  of  her),  and  in  pity  for  the  pangs  which  the 
gentle  soul  in  life  had  been  made  to  suffer.  To  this  cross 
she  brought  them;  for  this  heavenly  bridegroom  she  ex- 
changed the  husband  who  had  wooed  her,  the  traitor  who 
had  left  her.  A  thousand  such  hillocks  lay  round  about, 
the  gentle  daisies  springing  out  of  the  grass  over  them, 
and  each  bearing  its  cross  and  requiescat.  A  nun,  veiled 
in  black,  was  kneeling  hard  by,  at  a  sleeping  sister's  bed- 
side (so  fresh  made,  that  the  spring  had  scarce  had  time 
to  spin  a  coverlid  for  it)  ;  beyond  the  cemetery  walls  you 
had  glimpses  of  life  and  the  world,  and  the  spires  and 
gables  of  the  city.  A  bird  came  down  from  a  roof  oppo- 
site, and  lit  first  on  a  cross,  and  then  on  the  grass  below  it, 
whence  it  flew  away  presently  with  a  leaf  in  its  mouth : 
then  came  a  sound  as  of  chanting,  from  the  chapel  of  the 
sisters  hard  by ;  others  had  long  since  filled  the  place  which 
poor  Mary  Magdaleine  once  had  there,  were  kneeling  at  the 
same  stall,  and  hearing  the  same  hymns  and  prayers  in 
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■wliicli  her  stricken  heart  had  found  consolation.  Might 
she  sleep  in  peace — might  she  sleep  in  peace ;  and  we,  too, 
when  our  struggles  and  pains  are  over !  But  the  earth  is 
the  Lord's  as  the  heaven  is;  we  are  alike  his  creatures  here 
and  yonder.  I  took  a  little  flower  off  the  hillock  and  kissed 
it,  and  went  my  way,  like  the  bird  that  had  just  lighted 
on  the  cross  by  me,  back  into  the  world  again.  Silent  re- 
ceptacle of  death ;  tranquil  depth  of  calm,  out  of  reach  of 
tempest  and  trouble !  I  felt  as  one  who  had  been  walking 
below  the  sea,  and  treading  amidst  the  bones  of  ship- 
wrecks. 
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CHAPTEK     XIV. 

THE   CAMPAIGN  OF  1707,   1708. 

During  the  whole  of  the  year  -which  succeeded  that  in 
which  the  glorious  battle  of  Ramillies  had  been  fought,  our 
army  made  no  movement  of  importance,  much  to  the  dis- 
gust of  very  many  of  our  officers  remaining  inactive  in 
Flanders,  who  said  that  his  Grace  the  Captain-General 
had  had  fighting  enough,  and  was  all  for  money  now,  and 
the  enjoyment  of  his  five  thousand  a  year  and  his  splendid 
palace  at  Woodstock,  which  was  now  being  built.  And 
his  Grace  had  suflBcient  occupation  fighting  his  enemies  at 
home  this  year,  where  it  began  to  be  whispered  that  his 
favour  was  decreasing,  and  his  duchess  losing  her  hold  on 
the  Queen,  who  was  transferring  her  royal  affections  to 
the  famous  Mrs.  Masham,  and  Mrs.  Masham's  humble 
servant,  Mr.  Harley.  Against  their  intrigues,  our  Duke 
passed  a  great  part  of  his  time  intriguing.  Mr.  Harley 
was  got  out  of  office,  and  iis  Grace,  in  so  far,  had  a  vic- 
tory. But  her  Majesty,  convinced  against  her  will,  was  of 
that  opinion  still,  of  which  the  poet  says  people  are  when 
so  convinced,  and  Mr.  Harley  before  long  had  his  revenge. 

Meanwhile  the  business  of  fighting  did  not  go  on  any 
way  to  the  satisfaction  of  Marlborough's  gallant  lieuten- 
ants. During  all  1707,  with  the  French  before  us,  we  had 
never  so  much  as  a  battle ;  our  army  in  Spain  was  utterly 
routed  at  Almanza  by  the  gallant  Duke  of  Berwick ;  and 
we  of  Webb's,  which  regiment  the  young  duke  had  com- 
manded before  his  father's  abdication,  were  a  little  proud 
to  think  that  it  was  our  colonel  who  had  achieved  this  vic- 
tory. "  I  think  if  I  had  had  Galway's  place,  and  my 
Fusileers,"  says  our  General,  "we  would  not  have  laid 
down  our  arms,  even  to  our  old  colonel,  as  Galway  did;" 
and  Webb's  officers  swore  if  we  had  had  Webb,  at  least  we 
would  not  have  been  taken  prisoners.  Our  dear  old  gen- 
eral talked  incautiously  of  himself  and  of  others ;  a  braver 
or  a  more  brilliant  soldier  never  lived  than  he ;  but  he  blew 
his  honest  trumpet  rather  more  loudly  than  became  a  com- 
mander of  his  station,  and,  mighty  man  of  valour  as  he 
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was,  shook  his  great  spear  and  blustered  before  the  army 
too  fiercely. 

Mysterious  Mr.  Holtz  went  off  on  a  secret  expedition 
in  the  early  part  of  1708,  with  great  elation  of  spirits  and 
a  prophecy  to  Esmond  that  a  wonderful  something  was 
about  to  take  place.  This  secret  came  out  on  my  friend's 
return  to  the  army,  whither  he  brought  a  most  rueful  and 
dejected  countenance,  and  owned  that  the  great  something 
he  had  been  engaged  upon  had  failed  utterly.  He  had 
been  indeed  with  that  luckless  expedition  of  the  Chevalier 
de  St.  George,  who  was  sent  by  the  French  King  with 
ships  and  an  army  from  Dunkirk,  and  was  to  have  invaded 
and  conquered  Scotland  But  that  ill  wind  which  ever 
opposed  all  the  projects  upon  which  the  Prince  ever  em- 
barked, prevented  the  Chevalier's  invasion  of  Scotland,  as 
'tis  known,  and  blew  poor  Monsieur  von  Holtz  back  into 
our  camp  again,  to  scheme  and  foretell,  and  to  pry  about 
as  usual.  The  Chevalier  (the  King  of  England,  as  some 
of  us  held  him)  went  from  Dunkirk  to  the  French  army  to 
make  the  campaign  against  us.  The  Duke  of  Burgundy 
had  the  command  this  year,  having  the  Duke  of  Berry 
with  him,  and  the  famous  Mareschal  Vendosme  and  the 
Duke  of  Matignon  to  aid  him  in  the  campaign.  Holtz,  who 
knew  everything  that  was  passing  in  Flanders  and  France 
(and  the  Indies  for  what  I  know),  insisted  that  there 
would  be  no  more  fighting  in  1708  than  there  had  been  in 
the  previous  year,  and  that  our  commander  had  reasons 
for  keeping  him  quiet.  Indeed,  Esmond's  general,  who 
was  known  as  a  grumbler,  and  to  have  a  hearty  mistrust 
of  the  great  Duke,  and  hundreds  more  officers  besides,  did 
not  scruple  to  say  that  these  private  reasons  came  to  the 
Duke  in  the  shape  of  crown-pieces  from  the  French  King, 
by  whom  the  Generalissimo  was  bribed  to  avoid  a  battle. 
There  were  plenty  of  men  in  our  lines,  quidnuncs,  to  whom 
Mr.  Webb  listened  only  too  willingly,  who  could  specify 
the  exact  sums  the  Duke  got,  how  much  fell  to  Cadogan's 
share,  and  what  was  the  precise  fee  given  to  Doctor  Hare. 

And  the  successes  with  which  the  French  began  the 
campaign  of  1708  served  to  give  strength  to  these  reports 
of  treason,  which  were  in  everybody's  mouth.  Our  gen- 
eral allowed  the  enemy  to  get  between  us  and  Ghent  and 
declined  to  attack  him,  though  for  eight  and  forty  hours 
the  armies  were  in  presence  of  each  other.     Ghent  was 
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taken,  and  on  the  same  day  Monsieur  de  la  Mothe  sum- 
moned Bruges;  and  these  two  great  cities  fell  into  the 
hands  of  the  French  without  firing  a  shot.  A  few  days 
afterwards  La  Mothe  seized  upon  the  fort  of  Plashendall : 
and  it  began  to  be  supposed  that  all  Spanish  Flanders,  as 
well  as  Brabant,  would  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  French 
troops ;  when  the  Prince  Eugene  arrived  from  the  Mozelle, 
and  then  there  was  no  more  shilly-shallying. 

The  Prince  of  Savoy  always  signalised  his  arrival  at  the 
army  by  agreat  feast  (my  Lord  Duke's  entertainments  were 
both  seldom  and  shabby)  :  and  I  remember  our  general  re- 
turning from  this  dinner  with  the  two  commanders-in- 
chief;  his  honest  head  a  little  excited  by  wine,  which 
was  dealt  out  more  liberally  by  the  Austrian  than  by  the 
English  commander : — "Now,"  says  my  general,  slapping 
the  table,  with  an  oath,  "  he  must  fight ;  and  when  he  is 

forced  to  it,  d it,   no  man  in  Europe  can  stand  up 

against  Jack  Churchill."  Within  a  week  the  battle  of 
Oudenarde  was  fought,  when,  hate  each  other  as  they 
might,  Esmond's  general  and  the  Commander-in-Chief 
were  forced  to  admire  each  other,  so  splendid  was  the 
gallantry  of  each  upon  this  day. 

The  brigade  commanded  by  Major-General  Webb  gave 
and  received  about  as  hard  knocks  as  any  that  were  deliv- 
ered in  that  action,  in  which  Mr.  Esmond  had  the  fortune 
to  serve  at  the  head  of  his  own  company  in  his  regiment, 
under  the  command  of  their  own  Colonel  as  Major-Gen- 
eral; and  it  was  his  good  luck  to  bring  the  regiment  out  of 
action  as  commander  of  it,  the  four  senior  officers  above  . 
him  being  killed  in  the  prodigious  slaughter  which  hap- 
pened on  that  day.  I  like  to  think  that  Jack  Haythorn, 
who  sneered  at  me  for  being  a  bastard  and  a  parasite  of 
Webb's,  as  he  chose  to  call  me,  and  with  whom  I  had  had 
words,  shook  hands  with  me  the  day  before  the  battle  be- 
gun. Three  days  before,  poor  Brace,  our  Lieutenant- 
Colonel,  had  heard  of  his  elder  brother's  death,  and  was 
heir  to  a  baronetcy  in  Norfolk,  and  four  thousand  a  year. 
Fate,  that  had  left  him  harmless  through  a  dozen  cam- 
paigns, seized  on  him  just  as  the  world  was  worth  living 
for,  and  he  went  into  action  knowing,  as  he  said,  that  the 
luck  was  going  to  turn  against  him.  The  Major  had  just 
joined  us — a  creature  of  Lord  Marlborough,  put  in  much 
to  the  dislike  of  the  other  officers,  and  to  be  a  spy  upon 
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us,  as  it  was  said.  I  know  not  whether  the  truth  was  so. 
nor  who  took  the  tattle  of  our  mess  to  head-quarters,  but 
Webb's  regiment,  as  its  Colonel,  was  known  to  be  in  the 
Commander-in-Chief's  black  books:  "And  if  he  did  not 
dare  to  break  it  up  at  home,"  our  gallant  old  chief  used 
to  say,  "he  was  determined  to  destroy  it  before  the 
enemy; '"  so  that  poor  Major  Proudfoot  was  put  into  a  post 
of  danger. 

Esmond's  dear  young  Viscount,  serving  as  aide-de-camp 
to  my  Lord  Duke,  received  a  wound,  and  won  an  honour- 
able name  for  himself  in  the  Gazette;  and  Captain  Es- 
mond's name  was  sent  in  for  promotion  by  his  General, 
too,  whose  favourite  he  was.  It  made  his  heart  beat  to 
think  that  certain  eyes  at  home,  the  brightest  iu  the  world, 
might  read  the  page  on  which  his  humble  services  were 
recorded ;  but  his  mind  was  made  up  steadily  to  keep  out  of 
their  dangerous  influence,  and  to  let  time  and  absence  con- 
quer that  passion  he  had  still  lurking  about  him.  Away 
from  Beatrix,  it  did  not  trouble  him;  but  he  knew  as 
certain  that  if  he  returned  home,  his  fever  would  break  out 
again,  and  avoided  Walcote  as  a  Lincolnshire  man  avoids 
returning  to  his  fens,  where  he  is  sure  that  the  ague  is  ly- 
ing in  wait  for  him. 

We  of  the  English  party  in  the  army,  who  were  inclined 
to  sneer  at  everything  that  came  out  of  Hanover,  and  to 
treat  as  little  better  than  boors  and  savages  the  Elector's 
court  and  family,  were  yet  forced  to  confess  that,  on  the 
day  of  Oudenarde,  the  young  Electoral  Prince,  then  mak- 
ing his  first  campaign,  conducted  himself  with  the  spirit 
and  courage  of  an  approved  soldier.  On  this  occasion  his 
Electoral  Highness  had  better  luck  than  the  King  of  Eng- 
land, who  was  with  his  cousins  in  the  enemy's  camp,  and 
had  to  run  with  them  at  the  ignominious  end  of  the  day. 
With  the  most  consummate  generals  in  the  world  before 
them,  and  an  admirable  commander  on  their  own  side, 
they  chose  to  neglect  the  counsels,  and  to  rush  into  a  com- 
bat with  the  former,  which  would  have  ended  in  the  utter 
annihilation  of  their  army  but  for  the  great  skill  and  brav- 
ery of  the  Duke  of  Vendosme,  who  remedied,  as  far  as 
courage  and  genius  might,  the  disasters  occasioned  by  the 
squabbles  and  follies  of  his  kinsmen,  the  legitimate  princes 
of  the  blood  royal. 

"  If  the  Duke  of  Berwick  had  but  been  in  the  army,  the 
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fate  of  the  day  -would  have  been  very  different,"  was  all 
that  poor  Mr.  von  Holtz  could  say ;  "  and  you  would  have 
seen  that  the  hero  of  Almanza  was  fit  to  measure  swords 
with  the  conqueror  of  Blenheim. " 

The  business  relative  to  the  exchange  of  prisoners  was 
always  going  on,  and  was  at  least  that  ostensible  one  which 
kept  Mr.  Holtz  perpetually  on  the  move  between  the 
forces  of  the  Trench  and  the  Allies.  I  can  answer  for  it, 
that  he  was  once  very  near  hanged  as  a  spy  by  Major-Gen- 
eral Wayne,  when  he  was  released  and  sent  on  to  head- 
quarters by  a  special  order  of  the  Commander-in-Chief.  He 
came  and  went,  always  favoured,  wherever  he  was,  by  some 
high  though  occult  protection.  He  carried  messages  be- 
tween the  Duke  of  Berwick  and  his  uncle,  our  Duke.  He 
seemed  to  know  as  well  what  was  taking  place  in  the 
Prince's  quarter  as  our  own:  he  brought  the  compliments 
of  the  King  of  England  to  some  of  our  officers,  the  gentle- 
men of  Webb's  among  the  rest,  for  their  behaviour  on  that 
great  day ;  and  after  Wynendael,  when  our  General  was 
chafing  at  the  neglect  of  our  Commander-in-Chief,  he  said 
he  knew  how  that  action  was  regarded  by  the  chiefs  of  the 
French  army,  and  that  the  stand  made  before  Wynendael 
wood  was  the  passage  by  which  the  Allies  entered  Lille. 

"  Ah ! "  says  Holtz  (and  some  folks  were  very  willing  to 
listen  to  him),  "  if  the  king  came  by  his  own,  how  changed 
the  conduct  of  affairs  would  be!  His  Majesty's  very  exile 
has  this  advantage,  that  he  is  enabled  to  read  England  im- 
partially, and  to  judge  honestly  of  all  the  eminent  men. 
His  sister  is  always  in  the  hand  of  one  greedy  favourite  or 
another,  through  whose  eyes  she  sees,  and  to  whose  flat- 
tery or  dependants  she  gives  away  everything.  Do  you 
suppose  that  his  Majesty,  knowing  England  so  well  as  he 
does,  would  neglect  such  a  man  as  General  Webb?  He 
ought  to  be  in  the  House  of  Peers  as  Lord  Lydiard.  The 
enemy  and  all  Europe  know  his  merit ;  it  is  that  very  repu- 
tation which  certain  great  people,  who  hate  all  equality 
and  independence,  can  never  pardon."  It  was  intended 
that  these  conversations  should  be  carried  to  Mr.  Webb. 
They  were  welcome  to  him,  for  great  as  his  services  were, 
no  man  could  value  them  more  than  John  Richmond  Webb 
did  himself,  and  the  differences  between  him  and  Marlbor- 
ough being  notorious,  his  Grace's  enemies  in  the  army  and 
at  home  began  to  court  Webb,  and  set  him  up  against  the 
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all-grasping,  domineering  chief.  And  soon  after  the  victory 
of  Oudenarde,  a  glorious  opportunity  fell  into  General 
Webb's  way,  which  that  gallant  warrior  did  not  neglect,  and 
which  gave  him  the  means  of  immensely  increasing  his 
reputation  at  home. 

After  Oudenarde,  and  against  the  counsels  of  Marlbor- 
ough, it  was  said,  the  Prince  of  Savoy  sat  down  before 
Lille,  the  capital  of  French  Flanders,  and  commenced  that 
siege,  the  most  celebrated  of  our  time,  and  almost  as 
famous  as  the  siege  of  Troy  itself,  for  the  feats  of  valour 
performed  in  the  assault  and  the  defence.  The  enmity  of 
the  Prince  of  Savoy  against  the  French  King  was  a  furious 
personal  hate,  quite  unlike  the  calm  hostility  of  our  great 
English  general,  who  was  no  more  moved  by  the  game  of 
war  than  that  of  billiards,  and  pushed  forward  his  squad- 
rons, and  drove  his  red  battalions  hither  and  thither  as 
calmly  as  he  would  combine  a  stroke  or  make  a  cannon  • 
with  the  balls.  The  game  over  (and  he  played  it  so  as  to 
be  pretty  sure  to  win  it),  not  the  least  animosity  against  the 
other  party  remained  in  the  breast  of  this  consummate  tac- 
tician. Whergas  between  the  Prince  of  Savoy  and  the 
Fi-eneh  it  was  guerre  a  mart.  Beaten  off  in  one  quarter,  as 
he  had  been  at  Toulon  in  the  last  year,  he  was  back  again 
on  another  frontier  of  France,  assailing  it  with  his  indefa- 
tigable fury.  When  the  Prince  came  to  the  army,  the 
smouldering  fires  of  war  were  lighted  up  and  burst  out  into  a 
flame.  Our  phlegmatick  Dutch  allies  were  made  to  advance 
at  a  quick  march — our  calm  Duke  forced  into  action.  The 
Prince  was  an  army  in  himself  against  the  French;  the 
energy  of  his  hatred,  prodigious,  indefatigable — infectious 
over  hundreds  of  thousands  of  men.  The  Emperor's  gen- 
eral was  repaying,  and  with  a  vengeance,  the  slight  the 
French  King  had  put  upon  the  fiery  little  Abbe  of  Savoy. 
Brilliant  and  famous  as  a  leader  himself,  and  beyond  all 
measure  daring  and  intrepid,  and  enabled  to  cope  with  al- 
most the  best  of  those  famous  men  of  war  who  commanded 
the  armies  of  the  French  King,  Eugene  had  a  weapon,  the 
equal  of  which  could  not  be  found  in  France,  since  the 
cannon-shot  of  Sasbach  laid  low  the  noble  Turenne,  and 
could  hurl  Marlborough  at  the  heads  of  the  French  host, 
and  crush  them  as  with  a  rock,  under  which  all  the  gath- 
ered strength  of  their  strongest  captains  must  go  down. 

The  English  Duke  took  little  part  in  that  vast  siege  of 


284  HENRY  ESMOND. 

Lille,  which  the  Imperial  Generalissimo  pursued  with  all 
his  force  aiid  vigour,  further  than  to  cover  the  besieging 
lines  from  the  Duke  of  Burgundy's  army,  between  which 
and  the  Imperialists  our  Duke  lay.  Once,  when  Prince 
Eugene  was  wounded,  our  Duke  took  his  Highness' s  place 
in  the  trenches ;  but  the  siege  was  with  the  Imperialists, 
not  with  us.  A  division  under  Webb  and  Rantzau  was 
detached  into  Artois  and  Picardy  upon  the  most  painfiiT 
and  odious  service  that  Mr.  Esmond  ever  saw  in  the  course 
of  his  military  life.  The  wretched  towns  of  the  defence- 
less provinces,  whose  young  men  had  been  drafted  away 
into  the  French  armies,  which  year  after  year  the  insati- 
able war  devoured,  were  left  at  our  mercy ;  and  our  orders 
were  to  show  them  none.  We  found  places  garrisoned  by 
invalids,  and  children  and  women ;  poor  as  they  were,  and 
as  the  costs  of  this  miserable  war  had  made  them,  our 
commission  was  to  rob  these  almost  starving  wretches — 
to  tear  the  food  out  of  their  granaries,  and  strip  them  of 
their  rags.  'Twas  an  expedition  of  rapine  and  murder  we 
were  sent  oh :  our  soldiers  did  deeds  such  as  an  honest 
man  must  blush  to  remember.  We  brought  back  money 
and  provisions  in  quantity  to  the  Duke's  camp;  there  had 
been  no  one  to  resist  us,  and  yet  who  dares  to  tell  with 
what  murder  and  violence,  with  what  brutal  cruelty,  out- 
rage, insult,  that  ignoble  booty  had  been  ravished  from  the 
innocent  and  miserable  -yictims  of  the  war? 

Meanwhile (gallantlv^s  the  operations  before  Lille  had 
been  conducted,  the  Allies  had  made  but  little  progress, 
and  'twas  said  when  we  returned  to  the  Duke  of  Marlbor- 
ough's camp,  that  the  siege  would  never  be  brought  to  a 
satisfactory  end,  and  that  the  Prince  of  Savoy  would  be 
forced  to  raise  it.  My  Lord  Marlborough  gave  this  as  his 
opinion  openly ;  those  who  mistrusted  him,  and  Mr..  Esmond 
owns  himself  to  be  of  the  number,  hinted  that  the  Duke 
had  his  reasons  why  Lille  should  not  be  taken,  and  that  he 
was  paid  to  that  end  by  the  French  King.  If  this  was  so, 
and  I  believe  it.  General  Webb  had  now  a  remarkable  op- 
portunity of  gratifying  his  hatred  of  the  Commander-in- 
Chief,  of  baulking  that  shameful  avarice,  which  was  one  of 
the  basest  and  most  notorious  qualities  of  the  famous 
Duke,  and  of  showing  his  own  consummate  skill  as  a  com- 
mander. And  when  I  consider  all  the  circumstances  pre- 
ceding the  event  which  will  now  be  related,  that  my  Lord 
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Duke  was  actually  offered  certain  millions  of  crowns  pro- 
vided that  the  siege  of  Lille  should  be  raised :  that  the 
Imperial  army  before  it  was  without  provisions  and  ammu- 
nition, and  must  have  decamped  but  for  the  supplies  that 
they  received ;  that  the  march  of  the  convoy  destined  to 
relieve  the  siege  was  accurately  known  to  the  French ;  and 
that  the  force  covering  it  was  shamefully  inadequate  to  that 
end,  and  by  six  times  inferior  to  Count  de  la  Mothe's 
army,  which  was  sent  to  iutercept  the  convoy ;  when  '  tis 
certain  that  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  De  la  Mothe's  chief, 
was  in  constant  correspondence  with  his  uncle,  the  English 
Generalissimo :  I  believe  on  my  conscience  that  '  twas  my 
Lord  Marlborough's  intention  to  prevent  those  supplies, 
of  which  the  Prince  of  Savoy  stood  in  absolute  need,  from 
ever  reaching  his  Highness ;  that  he  meant  to  sacrifice  the 
little  army  which  covered  this  convoy,  and  to  betray  it  as 
he  had  betrayed  ToUemache  at  Brest ;  as  he  had  betrayed 
every  friend  he  had,  to  further  his  own  schemes  of  avarice 
or  ambition.  But  for  the  miraculous  victory  which  Es- 
mond's general  won  over  an  army  six  or  seven  times  greater 
than  his  own,  the  siege  of  Lille  must  have  been  raised; 
and  it  must  be  remembered  that  our  gallant  little  force 
was  under  the  command  of  a  general  whom  Marlborough 
hated,  that  he  was  furious  with  the  conqueror,  and  tried  by 
the  most  open  and  shameless  injustice  to  rob  him  of  the 
credit  of  his  victory. 
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CHAPTER     XV. 

GENERAL  WEBB   "WINS  THE  BATTLE   OF   WYNEN- 
DAEL. 

By  the  besiegers  and  besieged  of  Lille,  some  of  the  most 
brilliant  feats  of  valour  were  performed  that  ever  illus- 
trated any  war.  On  the  French  side  (whose  gallantry  was 
prodigious,  the  skill  and  bravery  of  Marshal  Boufflers  ac- 
tually eclipsing  those  of  his  conqueror,  the  Prince  of 
Savoy)  may  be  mentioned  that  daring  action  of  Messieurs  de 
Luxembourg  and  Tournefort,  who,  with  a  body  of  horse 
and  dragoons,  carried  powder  into  the  town,  of  which  the 
besieged  were  in  extreme  want,  each  soldier  bringing  a  bag 
with  forty  pounds  of  powder  behind  him ;  with  which  peri- 
lous provision  they  engaged  our  own  horse,  faced  the  fire 
of  the  foot  brought  out  to  meet  them :  and  though  half  of 
the  men  were  blown  up  in  the  dreadful  errand  they  rode 
on,  a  part  of  them  got  into  the  town  with  the  succours  of 
"which  the  garrison  was  so  much  in  want.  A  French 
ofifteer.  Monsieur  du  Bois,  performed  an  act  equally  daring, 
and  perfectly  successful.  The  Duke's  great  army  lying  at 
Helchin,  and  covering  the  siege,  and  it  being  necessary  for 
M.  de  Vendosme  to  get  news  of  the  condition  of  the  place, 
^Captain,  du  Bois  performed  his  famous  exploit :  not  only 
passing  through  the  lines  of  the  siege,  but  swimming  after- 
wards no  less  than  seven  moats  and  ditches :  and  coming 
back  the  same  way,  swimming  with  his  letters  in  his 
mouth. 

By  these  letters  Monsieur  de  Boufflers  said  that  he  could 
undertake  to  hold  the  place  till  October ;  and  that  if  one  of 
the  convoys  of  the  Allies  could  be  intercepted,  they  must 
raise  the  siege  altogether. 

Such  a  convoy  as  hath  been  said  was  now  prepared  at 
Ostend,  and  about  to  march  for  the  siege ;  and  on  the  27th 
September  we  (and  the  French  too)  had  news  that  it  was 
on  its  way.  It  was  composed  of  700  wagons,  containing 
ammunition  of  all  sorts,  and  was  escorted  out  of  Ostend 
by  2,000  infantry  and  300  horse.  At  the  same  time  M. 
de  la  Mothe  quitted  Bruges,  having  with    him  five-and- 
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thirty  battalions,  and  upwards  of  sixty  squadrons  and 
forty  guns,  in  pursuit  of  the  convoy. 

Major-General  Webb  had  meanwhile  made  up  a  force  of 
twenty  battalions  and  three  squadrons  of  dragoons  at 
Turout,  whence  he  moved  to  cover  the  convoy  and  pursiie 
La  Mothe :  with  whose  advanced  guard  ours  came  up  upon 
the  great  plain  of  Turout,  and  before  the  little  wood  and 
castle  of  Wynendael ;  behind  which  the  convoy  was  march- 
ing. 

As  soon  as  they  came  in  sight  of  the  enemy,  our  advanced 
troops  were  halted,  with  the  wood  behind  them,  and  the 
rest  of  our  force  brought  up  as  quickly  as  possible,  our  lit- 
tle body  of  horse  being  brought  forward  to  the  opening  of 
the  plain,  as  our  General  said,  to  amuse  the  enemy. 
When  M.  de  la  Mothe  came  up,  he  found  us  posted  in  two 
lines  in  front  of  the  wood ;  and  formed  his  own  army  in 
battle  facing  ours,  in  eight  lines,  four  of  infantry  in 
front,  and  dragoons  and  cavalry  behind. 

The  French  began  the  action,  as  usual,  with  a  cannonade 
which  lasted  three  hours,  when  they  made  their  attack, 
advancing  in  twelve  lines,  four  of  foot  and  four  of  horse, 
upon  the  allied  troops  in  the  wood  where  we  were  posted. 
Their  infantry  behaved  ill;  they  were  ordered  to  charge 
with  the  bayonet,  but,  instead,  began  to  fire,  and  almost  at 
the  very  first  discharge  from  our  men,  broke  and  fled.  The 
cavalry  behaved  better;  with  these  alone,  who  were  three 
or  four  times  as  numerous  as  our  whole  force,  Monsieur 
de  la  Mothe  might  have  won  a  victory  :  but  only  two  of  our 
battalions  were  shaken  in  the  least;  and  these  speedily 
rallied :  nor  could  the  repeated  attacks  of  the  rreneh  horse 
cause  our  troops  to  budge  an  inch  from  the  position  in  the 
wood  in  which  our  General  had  placed  them. 

After  attacking  for  two  hours,  the  French  retired  at 
nightfall  entirely  foiled.  With  all  the  loss  we  had  in- 
flicted upon  him,  the  enemy  was  still  three  times  stronger 
than  we :  and  it  could  not  be  supposed  that  our  General 
could  pursue  M.  de  la  Mothe,  or  do  much  more  than  hold 
our  ground  about  the  wood,  from  which  the  Frenchman  had 
in  vain  attempted  to  dislodge  us.  La  Mothe  retired  be- 
hind his  forty  guns,  his  cavalry  protecting  them  better 
than  it  had  been  enabled  to  annoy  us ;  and  meanwhile  the 
convoy,  which  was  of  more  importance  than  all  our  little 
force,  and  the    safe  passage    of  which    we    woald  have 
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dropped  to  the  last  man  to  accomplish,  marched  away  in 
perfect  safety  during  the  action,  and  joyfully  reached  the 
besieging  camp  before  Lille. 

Major-General  Cadogan,  my  Lord  Duke' s  Quarter-Master- 
Gteneral,  (and  between  whom  and  Mr.  Webb  there  was  no 
love  lost),  accompanied  the  convoy,  and  joined  Mr.  Webb 
with  a  couple  of  hundred  horse  just  as  the  battle  was  over, 
and  the  enemy  in  full  retreat.  He  offered,  readily 
enough,  to  charge  with  his  horse  upon  the  French  as  they 
fell  back ;  but  his  force  was  too  weak  to  inflict  any  damage 
upon  them;  and  Mr.  Webb,  commanding  as  Cadogan' s 
senior,  thought  enough  was  done  in  holding  our  ground 
before  an  enemy  that  might  still  have  overwhelmed  us 
had  we  engaged  him  in  the  open  territory,  and  in  securing 
the  safe  passage  of  the  convoy.  Accordingly,  the  horse 
brought  up  by  Cadogan  did  not  draw  a  sword ;  and  only 
prevented,  by  the  good  countenance  they  showed,  any  dis- 
position the  French  might  have  to  renew  the  attack  on  us. 
And  no  attack  coming,  at  nightfall  General  Cadogan  drew 
off  with  his  squadron,  being  bound  for  head-quarters,  the 
two  Generals  at  parting  grimly  saluting  each  other. 

"He  will  be  at  Eoncq  time  enough  to  lick  my  Lord 
Duke's  trenchers  at  supper,"  says  Mr.  Webb. 

Our  own  men  lay  out  in  the  woods  of  Wynendael  that 
night,  and  our  General  had  his  supper  in  the  little  castle 
there. 

"li  I  was  Cadogan,  I  would  have  a  peerage  for  this 
day's  work,"  General  Webb  said;  "and,  Harry,  thou 
shouldst  have  a  regiment.  Thou  hast  been  reported  in  the 
last  two  actions :  thou  wert  near  killed  in  the  first.  I 
shall  mention  thee  in  my  despatch  to  his  Grace  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief, and  recommend  thee  to  poor  Dick  Har- 
wood's  vacant  majority.  Have  you  ever  a  hundred 
guineas  to  give  Cardonnel?  Slip  them  into  his  hand  to- 
morrow, when  you  go  to  head-quarters  with  my  report." 

In  this  report  the  Major-General  was  good  enough  to 
mention  Captain  Esmond's  name  with  particular  favour; 
and  that  gentleman  carried  the  despatch  to  head-quarters 
the  next  day,  and  was  not  a  little  pleased  to  bring  back  a 
letter  by  his  Grace's  secretary,  addressed  to  Lieutenant- 
General  Webb.  The  Datch  officer  despatched  by  Count 
Nassau  Woudenbourg,  Veelt-Mareschal  Auverquerque's 
son,  brought  back  also  a  complimentary  letter  to  his  com- 
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mander,  who  had  seconded  Mr.  Webb  in  the  action  with 
great  valour  and  skill. 

Esmond,  with  a  low  bow  and  a  smiling  face,  presented 
his  despatch,  and  saluted  Mr.  Webb  as  Lieutenant-Gen- 
eral,  as  he  gave  it  in.  The  gentlemen  round  about  him — 
he  was  riding  with  his  suite  on  the  road  to  Menin  as  Es- 
mond came  up  with  him — gave  a  cheer,  and  he  thanked 
them,  and  opened  the  despatch  with  rather  a  flushed,  eager 
face. 

He  slapped  it  down  on  his  boot  in  a  rage  after  he  had 
read  it.  "  'Tis  not  even  writ  with  his  own  hand.  Read  it 
out,  Esmond."     And  Esmond  read  it  out : — 

"  Sir — Mr.  Cadogan  is  just  now  came  in,  and  has  ac- 
quainted me  with  the  success  of  the  action  you  had  yester- 
day in  the  afternoon  against  the  body  of  troops  commanded 
by  M.  de  la  Mothe,  at  Wynendael,  which  must  be  attributed 
chiefly  to  your  good  conduct  and  resolution.  You  may  be 
sure  I  shall  do  you  justice  at  home,  and  be  glad  on  all  oc- 
casions to  own  the  service  you  have  done  in  securing  this 
convoy. — Yours,  &c.,  M." 

"Two  lines  by  that  d d  Cardonnel,  and  no  more,  for 

the  taking  of  Lille — for  beating  five  times  our  number — 
for  an  action  as  brilliant  as  the  best  he  ever  fought,"  says 
poor  Mr.  Webb.  "Lieutenant-General!  That's  not  his 
doing.  I  was  the  oldest  major-general.  By ,  I  be- 
lieve he  had  been  better  pleased  if  I  had  been  beat." 

The  letter  to  the  Dutch  officer  was  in  French,  and  longer 
and  more  complimentary  than  that  to  Mr.  Webb. 

"And  this  is  the  man,"  he  broke  out,  "that's  gorged 
with  gold — that's  covered  with  titles  and  honours  that  we 
won  for  him — and  that  grudges  even  a  line  of  praise  to  a 
comrade  in  arms!  Hasn't  he  enough?  Don't  we  fight 
that  he  may  roll  in  riches?  Well,  well,  wait  for  the 
Gazette,  gentlemen.  The  Queen  and  the  country  will  do  us 
justice  if  his  Grace  denies  it  us."  There  were  tears  of 
rage  in  the  brave  warrior's  eyes  as  he  spoke;  and  he 
dashed  them  off  his  face  on  to  his  glove.  He  shook  his  fist 
in  the  air.  "  Oh,  by  the  Lord !  "  says  he,  "  I  know  what 
I  had  rather  have  than  a  peerage !  " 

"And  what  is  that,  sir?  "  some  of  them  asked. 

"I  had  rather  have  a  quarter  of  an  hour  with  John 
19 
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Churchill,  on  a  fair  green  field,  and  only  a  pair  of  rapiers 
between  my  shirt  and  his " 

"  Sir !  "  interposes  one. 

"Tell  him  so!  I  know  that's  what  you  mean.  I  know 
every  word  goes  to  him  that's  dropped  from  every  general 
officer's  mouth.  I  don't  say  he's  not  brave.  Curse  him! 
he's  brave  enough;  but  we'll  wait  for  the  Gazette,  gentle- 
men.    God  save  her  Majesty !  she'll  do  us  justice." 

The  Gazette  did  not  come  to  us  till  a  month  afterwards; 
when  my  General  and  his  ofiicers  had  the  honour  to  dine 
with  Prince  Eugene  in  Lille;  his  Highness  being  good 
enough  to  say  that  we  had  brought  the  provisions,  and 
ought  to  share  in  the  banquet.  'Twas  a  great  banquet. 
His  Grace  of  Marlborough  was  on  his  Highness's  right, 
and  on  his  left  the  Maresehal  de  Boufflers,  who  had  so 
bravely  defended  the  place.  The  chief  ofB.cers  of  either 
army  were  present ;  and  you  may  be  sure  Esmond's  General 
was  splendid  this  day :  his  tall  noble  person,  and  manly 
beauty  of  face,  made  him  remarkable  anywhere ;  he  wore, 
for  the  first  time,  the  star  of  the  Order  of  Generosity,  that 
his  Prussian  Majesty  had  sent  to  him  for  his  victory.  His 
Highness  the  Prince  of  Savoy  called  a  toast  to  the  con- 
queror of  Wynendael.  My  Lord  Duke  drank  it  with  rather 
a  sickly  smile.  The  aides-de-camp  were  present:  and 
Harry  Esmond  and  his  dear  young  lord  were  together,  as 
they  always  strove  to  be  when  duty  would  permit :  they 
were  over  against  the  table  where  the  generals  were,  and 
could  see  all  that  passed  pretty  well.  Prank  laughed  at 
my  lord  Duke's  glum  face:  the  affair  of  Wynendael, 
and  the  Captain-General's  condu.et  to  Webb,  had  been 
the  talk  of  the  whole  army.  When  his  Highness  spoke, 
and  gave — "Le  vainqueur  de  Wynendael;  son  armee  et  sa 
victoire,"  adding,  "qui  nous  font  diner  a  Lille  aujourd'- 
huy  " — there  was  a  great  cheer  through  the  hall ;  for  Mr. 
Webb's  bravery,  generosity,  and  very  weaknesses  of  char- 
acter caused  him  to  be  beloved  in  the  army. 

"  Like  Hector,  handsome,  and  like  Paris,  brave !  "  whis- 
pers Frank  Castlewood.  "A  Venus,  an  elderly  Venus, 
couldn't  refuse  him  a  pippin.  Stand  up,  Harry !  See,  we 
are  drinking  the  army  of  Wynendael  Eamillies  is  noth- 
ing to  it.     Huzzay!  huzzay!" 

At  this  very  time,  and  just  after  our  General  had  made 
his  acknowledgment,   some    one  brought    in    an  English 
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Gazette — and  was  passing  it  from  hand  to  hand  down  the 
table.  Oifleei'S  were  eager  enough  to  read  it ;  mothers  and 
sisters  at  home  must  have  sickened  over  it.  There  scarce 
came  out  a  Gazette  for  six  years  that  did  not  tell  of  some 
heroiok  death  or  some  brilliant  achievement. 

"  Here  it  is — Action  of  Wynendael — here  you  are,  Gen- 
eral," says  Frank,  seizing  hold  of  the  little  dingy  paper 
that  soldiers  love  to  read  so ;  and,  scrambling  over  from 
our  bench,  he  went  to  where  the  General  sat,  who  knew 
him,  and  had  seen  many  a  time  at  his  table  his  laughing, 
handsome  face,  which  everybody  loved  who  saw.  The 
generals  in  their  great  perukes  made  way  for  him.  He 
handed  the  paper  over  General  Dohna's  buff-coat  to  our 
General  on  the  opposite  side. 

He  came  hobbling  back,  and  blushing  at  his  feat:  "I 
thought  he'd  like  it,  Harry,"  the  young  fellow  whispered. 
"  Didn't  I  like  to  read  my  name  after  Eamillies,  in  the 
London  Gazette? — Viscount  Castlewood  serving  a  volun- 
teer  1  say,  what's  yonder?  " 

Mr.  Webb,  reading  the  Gazette,  looked  very  strange — 
slapped  it  down  on  the  table — then  sprang  up  in  his  place, 
and  began — "Will  your  Highness  please  to " 

His  grace  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  here  jumped  up 
too — "There's  some  mistake,  my  dear  General  Webb." 

"  Your  Grace  had  best  rectify  it,"  says  Mr.  Webb, 
holding  out  the  letter;  but  he  was  five  off  his  Grace  the 
Prince  Duke,  who,  besides,  was  higher  than  the  General 
(being  seated  with  the  Prince  of  Savoy,  the  Electoral 
Prince  of  Hanover,  and  the  envoys  of  Prussia  and  Den- 
mark, under  a  baldaquin),  and  Webb  could  not  reach  him 
him,  tall  as  he  was. 

"  Stay,"  says  he^  with  a  smile,  as  if  catching  at  some 
idea,  and  then,  with  a  perfect  courtesy,  drawing  his 
sword,  he  ran  the  Gazette  through  with  the  point,  and 
said,  "Permit  me  to  hand  it  to  your  Grace." 

The  Duke  looked  very  black.  "Take  it,"  says  he,  to 
his  Master  of  the  Horse,  who  was  waiting  behind  him. 

The  Lieutenant-General  made  a  very  low  bow,  and  retired 
and  finished  his  glass.  The  Gazette  in  which  Mr.  Car- 
donnel,  the  Duke's  secretary,  gave  an  account  of  the  vic- 
tory of  Wynendael,  mentioned  Mr.  W^ebb's  name,  biit  gave 
the  sole  praise  and  conduct  of  the  action  to  the  Duke's 
favourite,  Mr.  Cadogan. 
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There  was  no  little  talk  and  excitement  occasioned  by 
this  strange  behaviour  of  General  Webb,  who  had  almost 
drawn  a  sword  upon  the  Commander-in-Chief;  but  the 
General,  after  the  first  outbreak  of  his  anger,  mastered  it 
outwardly  altogether;  and,  by  his  subsequent  behaviour, 
had  the  satisfaction  of  even  more  angering  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief, than  he  could  have  done  by  any  public 
exhibition  of  resentment. 

On  returning  to  his  quarters,  and  consulting  with  his 
chief  adviser,  Mr.  Esmond,  who  was  now  entirely  in  the 
General's  confidence,  and  treated  by  him  as  a  friend,  and 
almost  a  son,  Mr.  Webb  writ  a  letter  to  his  Grace  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief, in  which  he  said : — 

"  YouB  Grace  must  be  aware  that  the  sudden  perusal  of 
the  London  Gazette,  in  which  your  Grace's  secretary,  Mr. 
Cardonnel,  hath  mentioned  Major-General  Cadogan's  name 
as  the  officer  commanding  in  the  late  action  of  Wynendael, 
must  have  caused  a  feeling  of  anything  but  pleasure  to  the 
General  who  fought  that  action. 

"  Your  Grace  must  be  aware  that  Mr.  Cadogan  was  not 
even  present  at  the  battle,  though  he  arrived  with  squad- 
rons of  horse  at  its  close,  and  put  himself  under  the  com- 
mand of  his  superior  officer.  And  as  the  result  of  the  bat- 
tle of  Wynendael,  in  which  Lieutenant-General  Webb  had 
the  good  fortune  to  command,  was  the  capture  of  Lille,  the 
relief  of  Brussels,  then  invested  by  the  enemy  under  the 
Elector  of  Bavaria,  the  restoration  of  the  great  cities  of 
Ghent  and  Bruges,  of  which  the  enemy  (by  treason  within 
the  walls)  had  got  possession  in  the  previous  year,  Mr. 
Webb'  cannot  consent  to  forego  the  honours  of  such  a  suc- 
cess and  service,  for  the  benefit  of  Mr.  Cadogan,  or  any 
other  person. 

"  As  soon  as  the  military  operations  of  the  year  are  over, 
Lieutenant-General  Webb  will  request  permission  to  leave 
the  army,  and  return  to  his  place  in  Parliament,  where  he 
gives  notice  to  his  Grace  the  Commander-in-Chief,  that  he 
shall  lay  his  case  before  the  House  of  Commons,  the  country, 
and  her  Majesty  the  Queen. 

"  By  his  eagerness  to  rectify  that  false  statement  of  the 
Gazette,  which  had  been  written  by  his  Grace's  secretary, 
Mr.  Cardonnel,  Mr.  Webb,  not  being  able  to  reach  his 
Grace  the  Commander-in-Chief  on  account  of  the  gentlemen 
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seated  between  them,  placed  the  paper  containing  the  false 
statement  on  his  sword,  so  that  it  might  more  readily  ar- 
rive in  the  hands  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  who 
surely  would  wish  to  do  justice  to  every  officer  of  his  army. 
"  Mr.  Webb  knows  his  duty  too  well  to  think  of  insubor- 
dination to  his  superior  officer,  or  pi  using  his  sword  in  a 
campaign  against  any  but  the  enemies  of  her  Majesty.  He 
solicits  permission  to  return  to  England  immediately  the 
military  duties  will  permit,  and  take  with  him  to  England 
Captain  Esmond,  of  his  regiment,  who  acted  as  his  aide- 
de-camp,  and  was  present  during  the  entire  action,  and 
noted  by  his  watch  the  time  when  Mr.  Cadogan  arrived  at 
its  close." 

The  Commander-in-Chief  could  not  but  grant  this  per- 
mission, nor  could  he  take  notice  of  Webb's  letter,  though 
it  was  couched  in  terms  the  most  insulting.  Half  the 
army  believed  that  the  cities  of  Ghent  and  Bruges  were 
given  up  by  a  treason,  which  some  in  our  army  very  well 
understood ;  that  the  Commander-in-Chief  would  not  have 
relieved  Lille  if  he  could  have  helped  himself;  that  he 
would  not  have  fought  that  year  had  not  the  Prince  of 
Savoy  forced  him.  When  the  battle  once  began,  then,  for 
his  own  renown,  my  Lord  Marlborough  would  fight  as  no 
man  in  the  world  ever  fought  better;  and  no  bribe  on  earth 
could  keep  him  from  beating  the  enemy.* 

*  Our  Grandfather's  hatred  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  appears 
all  through  his  account  of  these  campaigns.  He  always  persisted 
that  the  Duke  was  the  greatest  traitor  and  soldier  history  ever  told 
of:  and  declared  that  he  took  bribes  on  all  hands  during  the  war. 
My  Lord  Marquis  (for  so  we  may  call  him  here,  though  he  never 
went  by  any  other  name  than  Colonel  Esmond)  was  in  the  habit  of 
telling  many  stories  which  he  did  not  set  down  in  his  memoirs,  and 
which  he  had  from  his  friend  the  Jesuit,  who  was  not  always  cor- 
rectly informed,  and  who  persisted  that  Marlborough  was  looking  for 
a  bribe  of  two  millions  of  crowns  before  the  campaign  of  Ramillies. 

And  our  Grandmother  used  to  tell  us  children,  that  on  his  first 
presentation  to  my  Lord  Duke,  the  Duke  turned  his  back  upon  my 
Grandfather ;  and  said  to  the  Duchess,  who  told  my  lady  dowager 
at  Chelsea  who  afterwards  told  Colonel  lismond— " Tom  Esmond's 
bastard  has  been  to  my  levee :  he  has  the  hang-dog  look  of  his  rogue 
of  a  father  " — an  expression  which  my  Grandfather  never  forgave. 
He  was  as  constant  in  his  dislikes  as  in  his  attachments ;  and  exceed- 
ingly partial  to  Webb,  whose  side  he  took  against  the  more  cele- 
brated general.  We  have  General  Webb's  portrait  now  at  Castle- 
wood,  Va. 
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But  the  matter  was  taken  up  by  the  subordinates ;  and 
half  the  army  might  have  been  by  the  ears,  if  the  quarrel 
had  not  been  stopped.  General  Cadogan  sent  an  intima- 
tion to  General  Webb  to  say  that  he  was  ready  if  Webb 
liked,  and  would  meet  him.  This  was  a  kind  of  Invitation 
our  stout  old  general  was  always  too  ready  to  accept,  and 
'twas  with  great  difficulty  we  got  the  General  to  reply  that 
he  had  no  quarrel  with  Mr.  Cadogan,  who  had  behaved 
with  perfect  gallantry,  but  only  with  those  at  head-quar- 
ters, who  had  belied  him.  Mr.  Cardonnel  offered  General 
Webb  reparation;  Mr.  Webb  said  he  had  a  cane  at  the 
service  of  Mr.  Cardonnel,  and  the  only  satisfaction  he 
wanted  from  him  was  one  he  was  not  likely  to  get, 
namely,  the  truth.  The  officers  in  our  staff  of  Webb's, 
and  those  in  the  immediate  suite  of  the  General,  were 
ready  to  come  to  blows ;  and  hence  arose  the  only  affair  in 
which  Mr.  Esmond  ever  engaged  as  principal,  and  that 
was  from  a  revengeful  wish  to  wipe  ofE  an  old  injury. 

My  Lord  Mohun,  who  had  a  troop  in  Lord  Macclesfield's 
regiment  of  the  Horse  Guards,  rode  this  campaign  with 
the  Duke.  He  had  sunk  by  this  time  to  the  very  worst 
reputation;  he  had  had  another  fatal  duel  in  Spain;  he 
had  married,  and  forsaken  his  wife ;  he  was  a  gambler,  a 
profligate,  and  debauchee.  He  joined  just  before  Ou- 
denarde;  and,  as  Esmond  feared,  as  soon  as  Frank  Cas- 
tlewood  heard  of  his  arrival,  Frank  was  for  seeking  him 
out,  and  killing  him.  The  wound  my  lord  got  at  Ouden- 
arde  prevented  their  meeting,  but  that  was  nearly  healed, 
and  Mr.  Esmond  trembled  daily  lest  any  chance  should 
bring  his  boy  and  this  known  assassin  together.  They  met 
at  the  mess-table  of  Handyside's  regiment  at  Lille;  the 
officer  commanding  not  knowing  of  the  feud  between  the 
two  noblemen. 

Esmond  had  not  seen  the  hateful  handsome  face  of  Mo- 
hun for  nine  years,  since  they  had  met  on  that  fatal  night 
in  Leicester  Field.  It  was  degraded  with  crime  and  pas- 
sion now ;  it  wore  the  anxious  look  of  a  man  who  has  three 
deaths,  and  who  knows  how  many  hidden  shames,  and 
lusts,  and  crimes  on  his  conscience.  He  bowed  with  a 
sickly  low  bow,  and  slunk  away  when  our  host  presented 
us  round  to  one  another.  Frank  Castlewood  had  not  known 
him  till  then,  so  changed  was  he.  He  knew  the  boy  well 
enough. 
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'Twas  curious  to  look  at  the  two — especially  the  young 
man,  whose  face  flushed  up  when  he  heard  the  hated  name 
of  the  other ;  and  who  said  in  his  bad  French  in  his  brave 
boyish  voice — "  He  had  long  been  anxious  to  meet  my  Lord 
Mohun. "  The  other  only  bowed,  and  moved  away  from 
him.  To  do  him  justice,  he  wished  to  have  no  quarrel 
with  the  lad. 

Esmond  put  himself  between  them  at  table.     "  D 

it,"  says  Frank,  "why  do  you  put  yourself  in  the  place  of 
a  man  who  is  above  you  in  degree?  My  Lord  Mohun 
should  walk  after  me.  I  want  to  sit  by  my  Lord  Mo- 
hun." 

Esmond  whispered  to  Lord  Mohun,  that  Frank  was  hurt 
in  the  leg  at  Oudenarde;  and  besought  the  other  to  be 
quiet.  Quiet  enough  he  was  for  some  time ;  disregarding 
the  many  taunts  which  young  Castlewood  flung  at  him,  un- 
til after  several  healths,  when  my  Lord  Mohun  got  to  be 
rather  in  liquor. 

"  Will  you  go  away,  my  lord? "  Mr.  Esmond  said  to 
him,  imploring  him  to  quit  the  table. 

"No,  by  G ,"  says  my  Lord  Mohun.     "I'll  not  go 

away  for  any  man ; "  he  was  quite  flushed  with  wine  by 
this  time. 

The  talk  got  round  to  the  affairs  of  yesterday.  Webb 
had  offered  to  challenge  the  Commander-in-Chief :  Webb 
had  been  ill-used:  Webb  was  the  bravest,  handsomest, 
vainest  man  in  the  army.  Lord  Mohun  did  not  know  that 
Esmond  was  Webb's  aide-de-camp.  He  began  to  tell  some 
stories  against  the  General;  which,  from  t'other  side  of 
Esmond,  young  Castlewood  contradicted. 

"  I  can't  bear  any  more  of  this,"  says  my  Lord  Mohun. 

"ISTor  can  I,  my  lord,"  says  Mr.  Esmond,  starting  up. 
"The  story  my  Lord  Mohun  has  told  respecting  General 
Webb  is  false,  gentlemen — false,  I  repeat,"  and  making  a 
low  bow  to  Lord  Mohun,  and  without  a  single  word  more, 
Esmond  got  up  and  left  the  dining-room.  These  affairs 
were  common  enough  among  the  military  of  those  days. 
There  was  a  garden  behind  the  house,  and  all  the  party 
turned  instantly  into  it;  and  the  two  gentlemen's  coats 
were  off  and  their  points  engaged  within  two  minutes  after 
Esmond's  words  had  been  spoken.  If  Captain  Esmond  had 
put  Mohun  out  of  the  world,  as  he  might,  a  villain  would 
have  been  punished  and  spared  further  villanies — but  who 
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is  one  man  to  punish  another?  I  declare  upon  my  honour 
that  my  only  thought  was  to  prevent  Lord  Mohun  from 
mischief  with  Frank,  and  the  end  of  this  meeting  was,  that 
after  half-a-dozen  passes  my  lord  went  home  with  a  hurt 
which  prevented  him  from  lifting  his  right  arm  for  three 
months. 

"Oh,  Harry!  why  didn't  you  kill  the  villain?"  young 
Castlewood  asked.  "  I  can't  walk  without  a  crutch :  but  I 
could  have  met  him  on  horseback  with  sword  and  pistol." 
But  Harry  Esmond  said,J"Twas  best  to  have  no  man's  _ 
life  on  one's  conscience,  not  even  that  villain's."  And  this 
affair,  which  did  not  occupy  three  minutes,  being  over,  the 
gentlemen  went  back  to  their  wine,  and  my  Lord  Mohun  to 
his  quarters,  where  he  was  laid  up  with  a  fever  which  had 
spared  mischief  had  it  proved  fatal.  And  very  soon  after 
this  affair  Harry  Esmond  and  his  General  left  the  camp  for 
London;  whither  a  certain  reputation  had  preceded  the 
Captain,  for  my  Lady  Castlewood  of  Chelsea  received  him 
as  if  he  had  been  a  conquering  hero.  She  gave  a  great 
dinner  to  Mr.  Webb,  where  the  General's  chair  was  crowned 
with  laurels ;  and  her  ladyship  called  Esmond's  health  in  a 
toast,  to  which  my  kind  General  was  graciously  pleased 
to  bear  the  strongest  testimony :  and  took  down  a  mob  of 
at  least  forty  coaches  to  cheer  our  General  as  he  came  out 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  the  day  when  he  received  the 
thanks  of  Parliament  for  his  action.  The  mob  huzza'd  and 
applauded  him,  as  well  as  the  fine  company :  it  was  splen- 
did to  see  him  waving  his  hat,  and  bowing,  and  laying  his 
hand  upon  his  Order  of  Generosity.  He  introduced  Mr. 
Esmond  to  Mr.  St.  John  and  the  Eight  Honourable  Robert 
Harley,  Esquire,  as  he  came  out  of  the  House  walking  be- 
tween them ;  and  was  pleased  to  make  many  flattering  ob- 
servations regarding  Mr.  Esmond's  behaviour  during  the 
three  last  campaigns. 

Mr.  St.  John  (who  had  the  most  winning  presence  of 
any  man  I  ever  saw,  excepting  always  my  peerless  young 
Frank  Castlewood)  said  he  had  heard  of  Mr.  Esmond  be- 
fore from  Captain  Steele,  and  how  he  had  helped  Mr. 
Addison  to  write  his  famous  poem  of  the  "Campaign." 

"  'Twas  as  great  an  achievement  as  the  victory  of  Blen- 
heim itself,"  Mr.  Harley  said,  who  was  famous  as  a  judge 
and  patron  of  letters,  and  so,  perhaps,  it  may  be — though 
for  my  part  I  think  there  are  twenty  beautiful  lines,  but 
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all  the  rest  is  commonplace,  and  Mr.  Addison's  hymn 
worth  a  thousand  such  poems. 

All  the  town  was  indignant  at  my  Lord  Duke'  s  unjust 
treatment  of  General  Webb,  and  applauded  the  vote  of 
thanks  which  the  House  of  Commons  gave  to  the  General 
for  his  victory  at  Wynendael.  'Tis  certain  that  the  cap- 
ture of  Lille  was  the  consequence  of  that  lucky  achieve- 
ment, and  the  humiliation  of  the  old  French  King,  who 
was  said  to  suffer  more  at  the  loss  of  this  great  city,  than 
from  any  of  the  former  victories  our  troops  had  won  over 
him.  And,  I  think,  no  small  part  of  Mr.  Webb's  exulta- 
tion at  his  victory  arose  from  the  idea  that  Marlborough  had 
been  disappointed  of  a  great  bribe  the  French  King  had 
promised  him,  should  the  siege  be  raised.  The  very  sum 
of  money  offered  to  him  was  mentioned  by  the  Duke's  ene- 
mies; and  honest  Mr.  Webb  chuckled  at  the  notion,  not 
only  of  beating  the  French,  but  of  beating  Marlborough 
too,  and  intercepting  a  convoy  of  three  millions  of  French 
crowns,  that  were  on  their  way  to  the  Generalissimo's  in- 
satiable pockets.  When  the  General's  lady  went  to  the 
Queen's  drawing-room,  all  the  Tory  women  crowded  round 
her  with  congratulations,  and  made  her  a  train  greater  than 
the  Duchess  of  Marlborough's  own.  Feasts  were  given  to 
the  General  by  all  the  chiefs  of  the  Tory  party,  who 
vaunted  him  as  the  Duke's  equal  in  military  skill ;  and 
perhaps  used  the  worthy  soldier  as  their  instrument,  whilst 
he  thought  they  were  but  acknowledging  his  merits  as  a 
commander.  As  the  General's  aide-de-camp  and  favourite 
officer,  Mr.  Esmond  came  in  for  a  share  of  his  chief's  pop- 
ularity, and  was  presented  to  her  Majesty,  and  advanced 
to  the  rank  of  Lieutenant-Colonel,  at  the  request  of  his 
grateful  chief. 

We  may  be  sure  there  was  one  family  in  which  any  good 
fortune  that  happened  to  Esmond  caused  such  a  sincere 
pride  and  pleasure,  that  he,  for  his  part,  was  thankful  he 
could  make  them  so  happy.  With  these  fond  friends, 
Blenheim  and  Oudenarde  seemed  to  be  mere  trifling  inci- 
dents of  the  war ;  and  Wynendael  was  its  crowning  victory. 
Esmond's  mistress  never  tired  to  hear  accounts  of  the  bat- 
tle ;  and  I  think  General  Webb's  lady  grew  jealous  of  her, 
for  the  General  was  for  ever  at  Kensington,  and  talking  on 
that  delightful  theme.  As  for  his  aide-de-camp,  though, 
no  doubt,  Esmond's  own  natural  vanity  was  pleased  at  the 


298  HENRY  ESMOND. 

little  share  of  reputation  which  his  good  fortune  had  won 
him,  yet  it  was  chiefly  precious  to  him  (he  may  say  so,  now 
that  he  hath  long  since  outlived  it,)  because  it  pleased  his 
mistress,  and,  above  all,  because  Beatrix  valued  it. 

As  for  the  old  Dowager  of  Chelsea,  never  was  an  old 
woman  in  all  England  more  delighted  nor  more  gracious 
than  she.  Esmond  had  his  quarters  in  her  ladyship's 
house,  where  the  domesticks  were  instructed  to  consider  him 
as  their  master.  She  bade  him  give  entertainments,  of 
which  she  defrayed  the  charges,  and  was  charmed  when 
his  guests  were  carried  away  tipsy  in  their  coaches.  She 
must  have  his  picture  taken ;  and  accordingly  he  was 
painted  by  Mr.  Jervas,  in  his  red  coat,  and  smiling  upon  a 
bomb-shell,  which  was  bursting  at  the  corner  of  the  piece. 
She  vowed  that  unless  he  made  a  great  match,  she  should 
never  die  easy,  and  was  for  ever  bringing  young  ladies  to 
Chelsea,  with  pretty  faces  and  pretty  fortunes,  at  the  dis- 
posal of  the  Colonel.  He  smiled  to  think  how  times  were 
altered  with  him,  and  of  the  early  days  in  his  father's  life- 
time, when  a  trembling  page  he  stood  before  her,  with  her 
ladyship's  basin  and  ewer,  or  crouched  in  her  coach-step. 
The  only  fault  she  found  with  him  was,  that  he  was  more 
sober  than  an  Esmond  ought  to  be ;  and  would  neither  be 
carried  to  bed  by  his  valet,  nor  lose  his  heart  to  any  beauty, 
"whether  of  St.  James's  or  Covent  Garden. 

_What  is  the  meaning  of  fidelity  in  love,  and  whence  the 
birth  of  it?  'Tis  a  state  of  mind  that  men  fall  into,  and 
depending  on  the  man  rather  than  the  woman._  We  love 
being  in  love,  that's  the  truth  on't.  If  we  had  not  met 
Joan,  we  should  have  met  Kate,  and  adored  her.  We  know 
our  mistresses  are  no  better  than  many  other  women,  nor 
no  prettier,  nor  no  wiser,  nor  no  wittier.  'Tis  not  for  these 
reasons  we  love  a  woman,  or  for  any  special  quality  or 
charm  I  know  of ;  we  might  as  well  demand  that  a  lady 
should  be  the  tallest  woman  in  the  world,  like  the  Shrop- 
shire giantess,*  as  that  she  should  be  a  paragon  in  any 
other  character,  before  we  began  to  love  her.  Esmond's 
mistress  had  a  thousand  faults  beside  her  charms ;  he  knew 
both  perfectly  well!  She  was  imperious,  she  was  light- 
minded,  she  was  flighty,  she  was  false,  she  had  no  rever- 
ence  in   her  character;    she  was  in  everything,   even   in' 

*  'Tis  not  thus  woman  loves:  Col.  E.  hath  owned  to  this  folly  fot 
a  ncoro  of  women  besides. — R. 
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beauty,  the  contrast  of  her  mother,  who  was  the  most  de- 
voted and  the  least  selfish  of  women.  Well,  from  the  very 
first  moment  he  saw  her  on  the  stairs  at  Walcote,  Esmond 
knew  he  loved  Beatrix.  There  might  be  better  women — 
he  wanted  that  one.  He  cared  for  none  other.  Was  it  be- 
cause she  was  gloriously  beautiful?  Beautiful  as  she  was, 
he  had  heard  people  say  a  score  of  times  in  their  company 
that  Beatrix's  mother  looked  as  young,  and  was  the  hand- 
somer of  the  two.  Why  did  her  voice  thrill  in  his  ear  so? 
She  could  not  sing  near  so  well  as  Nicolini  or  Mrs.  Tofts ; 
nay,  she  sang  out  of  tune,  and  yet  he  liked  to  hear  her 
better  than  St.  Cecilia.  She  had  not  a  finer  complexion 
than  Mrs.  Steele,  (Dick's  wife,  whom  he  had  now  got,  and 
who  ruled  poor  Dick  with  a  rod  of  pickle,)  and  yet  to  see 
her  dazzled  Esmond;  he  would  shut  his  eyes,  and  the 
thought  of  her  dazzled  him  all  the  same.  She  was  bril- 
liant and  lively  in  talk,  but  not  so  incomparably  witty  as 
her  mother,  who,  when  she  was  cheerful,  said  the  finest 
things;  but  yet  to  hear  her,  and  to  be  with  her,  was 
Esmond's  greatest  pleasure.  Days  passed  away  between 
him  and  these  ladies,  he  scarce  knew  how.  He  poured  his 
heart  out  to  them,  so  as  he  never  could  in  any  other  com- 
pany, where  he  hath  generally  passed  for  being  moody,  or 
supercilious  and  silent.  This  society*  was  more  delightful 
than  that  of  the  greatest  wits  to  him.  May  heaven  pardon 
him  the  lies  he  told  the  Dowager  at  Chelsea  in  order  to 
get  a  pretext  for  going  away  to  Kensington :  the  business 
at  the  Ordnance  which  he  invented ;  the  interviews  with 
his  General,  the  courts  and  statesmen's  levees  which  he 
didn't  frequent,  and  described;  who  wore  a  new  suit  on 
Sunday  at  St.  James's  or  at  the  Queen's  birthday;  how 
many  coaches  filled  the  street  at  Mr.  Harley's  levee;  how 
many  bottles  he  had  had  the  honour  to  drink  over-night 
with  Mr.  St.  John  at  the  "  Cocoa-Tree,"  or  at  the  "  Garter  " 
with  Mr.  Walpole  and  Mr.  Steele. 

Mistress  Beatrix  Esmond  had  been  a  dozen  times  on  the 
point  of  making  great  matches,  so  the  Court  scandal  said; 
but  for  his  part  Esmond  never  would  believe  the  stories 
against  her ;  and  came  back,  after  three  years'  absence  from 
her,  not  so  fraiitick  as  lie  had  been  perhaps,  but  still  hun- 
gering after  her  and  no  other ;  still  hopeful,  still  kneeling, 

*  And,  indeed,  so  was  his  to  tliem,  a  thousand  thousand  times 
more  charnaing,  for  where  was  his  equal? — R. 
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with  his  heart  in  his  hand  for  the  young  lady  to  take.  We 
were  now  got  to  1709.  She  was  near  twenty-two  years  old, 
and  three  years  at  Court,  and  without  a  husband. 

"'Tis  not  for  want  of  being  asked,"  Lady  Castlewood 
said,  looking  into  Esmond's  heart,  as  she  could,  with  that 
pereeptiveness  affection  gives.  "But  she  will  make  no 
mean  match,  Harry ;  she  will  not  marry  as  I  would  have 
her ;  the  person  whom  I  should  like  to  call  my  son,  and 
Henry  Esmond  knows  who  that  is,  is  best  served  by  my  not 
pressing  his  claim.  Beatrix  is  so  wiKul,  that  what  I  would 
urge  on  her,  she  would  be  sure  to  resist.  The  man  who 
would  marry  her  will  not  be  happy  with  her,  unless  he  be 
a  great  person,  and  can  put  her  in  a  great  position.  Bea- 
trix loves  admiration  more  than  love ;  and  longs,  beyond  all 
things,  for  command.  Why  should  a  mother  speak  so  of 
her  child?  You  are  my  son,  too,  Harry.  You  should  know 
the  truth  about  your  sister.  I  thought  you  might  cure 
yourself  of  your  passion,"  my  lady  added,  fondly.  "  Other 
people  can  cure  themselves  of  that  folly,  you  know.  But 
I_see  you  are  still  as  infatuated .  as  ever.  When  we  read 
yournaine  in  the  Gazette,  I  pleaded  for  you,  my  poor  boy. 
Poor  boy,  indeed !  You  are  growing  a  grave  old  gentle- 
man, now,  and  I  am  an  old  woman.  She  Mkes  your  fame 
well  enough,  and  she  likes  your  person.  She  says  you 
have  wit,  and  fire,  and  good-breeding,  and  are  more  nat- 
ural than  the  fine  gentlemen  of  the  Court.  But  this  is  not 
enough.  She  wants  a  commander-in-chief,  and  not  a  colo- 
nel. Were  a  duke  to  ask  her,  she  would  leave  an  earl 
whom  she  had  promised.  I  told  you  so  before.  I  know 
not  how  my  poor  girl  is  so  worldly." 

"Well,"  says  Esmond,  "a  man  can  but  give  his  best  and 
his  all.  She  has  that  from  me.  What  little  reputation  I 
have  won,  I  swear  I  eared  for  it  because  I  thought  Beatrix 
would  be  pleased  with  it.  What  care  I  to  be  a  colonel  or 
a  general?  Think  you  'twill  matter  a  few  score  years 
hence,  what  our  foolish  honours  to-day  are?  I  would  have 
had  a  little  fame,  that  she  might  wear  it  in  her  hat.  If  I 
had  anything  better,  I  would  endow  her  with  it.  If  she 
wants  my  life,  I  would  give  it  her.  If  she  marries  an- 
other, I  will  say  God  bless  him.  I  make  no  boast,  nor  no 
complaint.  I  think  my  fidelity  is  folly,  perhaps.  But  so 
it  is.  I  cannot  help  myself.  I  love  her.  You  are  a 
thousand  times  better :  the  fondest,  the  fairest,  the  dearest 
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of  women.  Sure,  my  dear  lady,  I  see  all  Beatrix's  faults 
as  well  as  you  do.  But  she  is  my  fate.  'Tis  endurable. 
I  shall  not  die  for  not  having  her.  I  think  I  should  be  no 
happier  if  I  won  her.  Que  voulez-vous?  as  my  Lady  of 
Chelsea  would  say.     Je  I'aime." 

"I  wish  she  would  have  you,"  said  Harry's  fond  mis- 
tress, giving  a  hand  to  him.  He  kissed  the  fair  hand 
('twas  the  prettiest  dimpled  little  hand  in  the  world,  and 
my  Lady  Castlewood,  though  now  almost  forty  years  old, 
did  not  look  to  be  within  ten  years  of  her  age).  He  kissed 
and  kept  her  fair  hand,  as  they 'talked  together., 

"Why,"  says  he,  "should  she  hear  me?  She  knows 
what  I  would  say.  Far  or  near,  she  knows  I'm  her  slave. 
I  have  sold  myself  for  nothing,  it  may  be.  Well,  'tis  the 
price  I  choose  to  take.  I  am  worth  nothing,  or  I  am 
worth  all." 

"You  are  such  a  treasure,''  Esmond's  mistress  was 
pleased  to  say,  "that  the  woman  who  has  your  love, 
shouldn't  change  it  away  against  a  kingdom,  I  think.  I 
am  a  country-bred  woman,  and  cannot  say  bat  the  ambi- 
tions of  the  town  seem  mean  to  me.  I  never  was  awe- 
stricken  by  my  Lady  Duchess's  rank  and  finery,  or  afraid," 
she-  added,  with  a  sly  laugh,  "  of  anything  but  her  temper. 
I  hear  of  Court  ladies  who  pine  because  her  Majesty  looks 
cold  on  them ;  and  great  noblemen  who  would  give  a  limb 
that  they  might  wear  a  garter  on  the  other.  This  world- 
liness,  which  I  can't  comprehend,  was  born  with  Beatrix, 
who,  on  the  first  day  of  her  waiting,  was  a  perfect  cour- 
tier. We  are  like  sisters,  and  she  the  elder  sister,  some- 
how. She  tells  me  I  have  a  mean  spirit.  I  laugh,  and 
say  she  adores  a  coach-and-six.  I  cannot  reason  her  out  of 
her  ambition.  'Tis  natural  to  her,  as  to  me  to  love  quiet, 
and  be  indifferent  about  rank  and  riches.  What  are  they, 
Harry?  and  for  how  long  do  they  last?  Our  home  is  not 
here."  She  smiled  as  she  spoke,  and  looked  like  an  angel 
that  was  only  on  earth  on  a  visit.  "  Our  home  is  where 
the  just  are,  and  where  our  sins  and  sorrows  enter  not.  My 
father  used  to  rebuke  me,  and  say  that  I  was  too  hopeful 
about  heaven.  But  I  cannot  help  my  nature,  and  grow 
obstinate  as  I  grow  to  be  an  old  woman ;  and  as  I  love  my 
children  so,  sure  our  Father  loves  us  with  a  thousand  and 
a  thousand  times  greater  love.  It  must  be  that  we  shall 
meet  yonder,  and   be   happy.      Yes,  you — and   my  chil- 
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dren,  and  my  dear  lord.  Do  you  know,  Harry,  since  his 
death,  it  has  always  seemed  to  me  as  if  his  love  came  back 
to  me,  and  that  we  are  parted  no  more.  Perhaps  he  is 
here  now,  Harry — I  think  he  is.  Forgiven  I  am  sure  he  is : 
even  Mr.  Atterbury  absolved  him,  and  he  died  forgiving. 
Oh,  what  a  noble  heart  he  had !  How  generous  he  was ! 
Ijwas  but  fifteen  and  a,  child  when  he  married  me.  How 
good  he  was  to  stoop  to  me !  He  was  always  good  to  the 
poor  and  humble."  She  stopped,  then  presently,  with  a 
peculiar  expression,  as  if  her  eyes  were  looking  into  heaven, 
and  saw  my  lord  there,  she  smiled,  and  gave  a  little  laugh. 
"I  laugh  to  see  you,  sir,"  she  says;  "when  you  come,  it 
seems  as  if  you  never  were  away."  One  may  put  her  words 
down,  and  remember  them,  but  how  describe  her  sweet 
tones,  sweeter  than  musiek ! 

My  young  lord  did  not  come  home  at  the  end  of  the 
campaign,  and  wrote  that  he  was  kept  at  Bruxelles  on 
military  duty.  Indeed,  I  believe  he  was  engaged  in  laying 
siege  to  a  certain  lady,  who  was  of  the  suite  of  Madame  de 
Soissons,  the  Prince  of  Savoy's  mother,  who  was  just  dead, 
and  who,  like  the  Flemish  fortresses,  was  taken  and  re- 
taken a  great  number  of  times  during  the  war,  and  occu- 
pied by  French,  English,  and  Imperialists.  Of  course,  Mr. 
Esmond  did  not  think  fit  to  enlighten  Lady  Castlewood  re- 
garding the  young  scapegrace's  doings:  nor  had  he  said  a 
word  about  the  affair  with  Lord  Mohun,  knowing  how  ab- 
horrent that  man's  name  was  to  his  mistress.  Frank  did 
not  waste  much  time  or  money  on  pen  and  ink ;  and,  when 
Harry  came  home  with  his  General,  only  writ  two  lines  to 
his  mother,  to  say  his  wound  in  the  leg  was  almost  healed, 
that  he  would  keep  his  coming  of  age  next  year — that  the 
duty  aforesaid  would  keep  him  at  Bruxelles,  and  that 
Cousin  Harry  would  tell  all  the  news. 

But  from  Bruxelles,  knowing  how  the  Lady  Castlewood 
always  liked  to  have  a  letter  about  the  famous  29th  of  De- 
cember, my  lord  writ  her  a  long  and  full  one,  and  in  this 
he  must  have  described  the  affair  with  Mohun ;  for  when 
Mr.  Esmond  came  to  visit  his  mistress  one  day,  early  in 
the  new  year,  to  his  great  wonderment,  she  and  her  daugh- 
ter both  came  up  and  saluted  him,  and  after  them  the  Dow- 
ager of  Chelsea,  too,  whose  chairman  had  just  brought  her 
ladyship  from  her  village  to  Kensington  across  the  fields. 
Mte.v  this  honour,  I  say,  from  the  two  ladies  of  Castle- 
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"Wood,  the  Dowager  came  forward  in  great  state,  with  her 
grand  tall  head-dress  of  King  James's  reign,  that  she  never 
forsook,  and  said,  "  Cousin  Henry,  all  our  family  have 
met ;  and  we  thank  you,  cousin,  for  your  noble  conduct 
towards  the  head  of  our  house."  And  pointing  to  her 
blushing  cheek,  she  made  Mr.  Esmond  aware  that  he  was 
to  enjoy  the  rapture  of  an  embrace  there.  Having  saluted 
one  cheek,  she  turned  to  him  the  other.  "Cousin  Harry," 
said  both  the  other  ladies,  in  a  little  chorus,  "we  thank 
you  for  your  noble  conduct ;"  and  then  Harry  became  aware 
that  the  story  of  the  Lille  affair  had  come  to  his  kinswom- 
en's ears.  It  pleased  him  to  hear  them  all  saluting  him  as 
one  of  their  family. 

The  tables  of  the  dining-room  were  laid  for  a  great  en- 
tertainment; and  the  ladies  were  in  gala  dresses — my  Lady 
of  Chelsea  in  her  highest  tour,  my  Lady  Viscountess  out  of 
black,  and  looking  fair  and  happy  i,  ravir ;  and  the  Maid  of 
Honour  attired  with  that  splendour  which  naturally  distin- 
guished her,  and  wearing  on  her  beautiful  breast  the  French 
officer's  star  which  Frank  had  sent  home  after  Ramillies. 

"  You  see,  'tis  a  gala  day  with  us,"  says  she,  glancing 
down  to  the  star  complacently,  "  and  we  have  our  orders 
on.  Does  not  mamma  look  charming?  'Twas  I  dressed 
her!"  Indeed,  Esmond's  dear  mistress,  blushing  as  he 
looked  at  her,  with  her  beautiful  fair  hair,  and  an  elegant 
dress,  according  to  the  mode,  appeared  to  have  the  shape 
and  complexion  of  a  girl  of  twenty. 

On  the  table  was  a  fine  sword,  with  a  red  velvet  scab- 
bard, and  a  beautiful  chased  silver  handle  with  a  blue 
riband  for  a  sword-knot.  "  What  is  this?  "  says  the  Cap- 
tain, going  up  to  look  at  this  pretty  piece. 

Mrs.  Beatrix  advanced  towards  it.  "Kneel  down,"  says 
she :  "  we  dub  you  our  knight  with  this  " — and  she  waved 
the  sword  over  his  head.  "  My  Lady  Dowager  hath  given 
the  sword;  and  I  give  the  riband,  and  mamma  hath  sewn 
on  the  fringe." 

"Put  the  sword  on  him,  Beatrix,"  says  her  mother. 
"You  are  our  knight,  Harry — our  true  knight.  Take  a 
mother's  thanks  and  prayers  for  defending  her  son,  my 
dear,  dear  friend."  She  could  say  no  more,  and  even  the 
Dowager  was  affected,  for  a  couple  of  rebellious  tears  made 
sad  marks  down  those  wrinkled  old  roses  which  Esmond 
had  just  been  allowed  to  salute. 
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"We  had  a  letter  from  dearest  Frank,"  his  mother  said, 
"  three  days  since,  Avhilst  you  were  on  your  visit  to  your 
friend  Captain  Steele,  at  Hampton.  He  told  us  all  that 
you  had  done,  and  how  nobly  you  had  put  yourself  between 
him  and  that — that  wretch." 

"And  I  adopt  you  from  this  day,"  says  the  Dowager;, 
"  and  T  wish  I  was  richer,  for  your  sake,  son  Esmond,"  she 
added  with  a  wave  of  her  hand ;  and  as  Mr.  Esmond  duti- 
fully went  down  on  his  knee  before  her  ladyship,  she  cast- 
her  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling  (the  gilt  chandelier,  and  the 
twelve  wax-candles  in  it,  for  the  party  was  numerous,)  and 
invoked  a  blessing  from  that  quarter  upon  the  newly 
adopted  son. 

"Dear  Frank,"  says  the  other  viscountess,  "how  fond 
he  is  of  his  military  profession !  He  is  studying  fortifica- 
tion very  hard.  I  wish  he  were  here.  We  shall  keep  his. 
coming  of  age  at  Castlewood  next  year. " 

"If  the  campaign  permit  us,"  says  Mr.  Esmond. 

"I  am  never  afraid  when  he  is  with  you,"  cries  the 
boy's  mother.  "I  am  sure  my  Henry  will  always  defend 
him." 

"  But  there  will  be  a  peace  before  next  year;  we  know  it 
for  certain,"  cries  the  Maid  of  Honour.  "Lord  Marlbor- 
ough will  be  dismissed,  and  that  horrible  duchess  turned 
out  of  all  her  places.  Her  Majesty  won't  speak  to  her  now. 
Did  you  see  her  at  Bushy,  Harry?  She  is  furious,  and  she 
ranges  about  the  park  like  a  lioness,  and  tears  people's 
eyes  out." 

"And  the  Princess  Anne  will  send  for  somebody,"  says 
my  Lady  of  Chelsea,  taking  out  her  medal  and  kissing  it. 

"  Did  you  see  the  King  at  Oudenarde,  Harry?  "  his  mis- 
tress asked.  She  was  a  staunch  Jacobite,  and  would  no 
more  have  thought  of  denying  her  king  than  her  God. 

"  I  saw  the  young  Hanoverian  only,"  Harry  said.  "  The 
Chevalier  de  St.  George — " 

"  The  King,  sir,  the  King ! "  said  the  ladies  and  Miss 
Beatrix;  and  she  clapped  her  pretty  hands,  and  cried, 
" Vive  le  Roy!" 

By  this  time  there  came  a  thundering  knock,  that  drove 
in  the  doors  of  the  house  almost.  It  was  three  o'clock,  and 
the  company  were  arriving ;  and  presently  the  servant  an- 
nounced Captain  Steele  and  his  lady. 

Captain  and  Mrs.  Steele,  who  were  the  first  to  arrive, 
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had  driven  to  Kensington  from  their  country-house,  the 
Hovel  at  Hampton  Wick.  "Not  from  our  mansion  in 
Bloomsbury  Square,"  as  Mrs.  Steele  took  care  to  inform 
the  ladies.  Indeed  Harry  had  ridden  away  from  Hamp- 
ton that  very  morning,  leaving  the  couple  by  the  ears ;  for 
from  the  chamber  where  he  lay,  in  a  bed  that  was  none  of 
the  cleanest,  and  kept  awake  by  the  company  which  he  had 
in  his  own  bed,  and  the  quarrel  which  was  going  on  in  the 
next  room,  he  could  hear  both  night  and  morning  the  cur- 
tain lectures  which  Mrs.  Steele  was  in  the  habit  of  adminis- 
tering to  poor  Dick. 

At  night  it  did  not  matter  so  much  for  the  culprit ;  Dick 
was  fuddled,  and  when  in  that  way  no  scolding  could  in- 
terrupt his  benevolence.  Mr.  Esmond  could  hear  him 
coaxing  and  speaking  in  that  maudlin  manner,  which  punch 
and  claret  produce,  to  his  beloved  Prue,  and  beseeching  her 
to  remember  that  there  was  a  distiwisht  officer  ithe  rex  roob, 
who  would  overhear  her.  She  went  on,  nevertheless,  call- 
ing him  a  drunken  wretch,  and  was  only  interrupted  in  her 
harangues  by  the  Captain's  snoring. 

In  the  morning,  the  unhappy  victim  awoke  to  a  headache 
and  consciousness,  and  the  dialogue  of  the  night  was  re- 
sumed. "Why  do  you  bring  captains  home  to  dinner 
when  there's  not  a  guinea  in  the  house?  How  am  I  to 
give  dinners  when  you  leave  me  without  a  shilling?  How 
am  I  to  go  trapesing  to  Kensington  in  my  yellow  satin 
sack  before  all  the  fine  company?  I've  nothing  fit  to  put 
on ;  I  never  have : "  and  so  the  dispute  went  on — Mr. 
Esmond  interrupting  the  talk  when  it  seemed  to  be  growing 
too  intimate  by  blowing  his  nose  as  loudly  as  ever  he  could, 
at  the  sound  of  which  trumpet  there  came  a  lull.  But  Dick 
was  charming,  though  his  wife  was  odious,  and  'twas  to 
give  Mr.  Steele  pleasure,  that  the  ladies  of  Castlewood, 
who  were  ladies  of  no  small  fashion,  invited  Mrs.  Steele. 

Besides  the  Captain  and  his  lady  there  was  a  great  and 
notable  assemblage  of  company :  my  Lady  of  Chelsea  hav- 
ing sent  her  lacqueys  and  liveries  to  aid  the  modest  attend- 
ance at  Kensington.  There  was  Lieutenant-General  Webb, 
Harry's  kind  patron,  of  whom  the  Dowager  took  posses- 
sion, and  who  resplended  in  velvet  and  gold  lace ;  there 
was  Harry's  new  acquaintance,  the  Eight  Honourable 
Henry  St.  John,  Esquire,  the  General's  kinsman,  who  was 
charmed  with  the  Lady  Castlewood,  even  more  than  with 
20 
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her  daughter ;  there  was  one  of  the  greatest  noblemen  in 
the  kingdom,  the  Scots  Duke  of  Hamilton,  just  created 
Duke  of  Brandon  in  England ;  and  two  other  noble  lords  of 
the  Tory  party,  my  Lord  Ashburnham,  and  another  I  have 
forgot ;  and  for  ladies,  her  Grace  the  Duchess  of  Ormonde 
and  her  daughters,  the  Lady  Mary  and  the  Lady  Betty, 
the  former  one  of  Mistress  Beatrix's  colleagues  in  waiting 
on  the  Queen. 

"  What  a  party  of  Tories !  "  whispered  Captain  Steele  to 
Esmond,  as  we  were  assembled  in  the  parlour  before  din- 
ner. Indeed,  all  the  company  present,  save  Steele,  were 
of  that  faction. 

Mr.  St.  John  made  his  special  compliments  to  Mrs. 
Steele,  and  so  charmed  her  that  she  declared  she  would 
have  Steele  a  Tory  too. 

"  Or  will  you  have  me  a  Whig?  "  says  Mr.  St.  John. 
"  I  think,  madam,  you  could  convert  a  man  to  anything." 

"  If  Mr.  St.  John  ever  comes  to  Bloomsbury  Square  I 
will  teach  him  what  I  know,"  says  Mrs.  Steele,  dropping 
her  handsome  eyes.    "Do  you  know  Bloomsbury  Square?  " 

"  Do  I  know  the  Mall?  Do  I  know  the  Opera?  Do  I 
know  the  reigning  toast?  Why,  Bloomsbury  is  the  very 
height  of  the  mode,"  says  Mr.  St.  John.  "  'Tis  rxis  in 
urhe.  You  have  gardens  all  the  way  to  Hampstead,  and 
palaces  round  about  you — Southampton  House  and  Mon- 
tague House." 

"  Where  you  wretches  go  and  fight  duels,"  cries  Mrs. 
Steele. 

"  Of  which  the  ladies  are  the  cause ! "  says  her  enter- 
tainer. "Madam,  is  Dick  a  good  swordsman?  How 
charming  the  '  Tatler '  is !  We  all  recognised  your  por- 
trait in  the  49th  number,  and  I  have  been  dying  to  know 
you  ever  since  I  read  it.  'Aspasia  must  be  allowed  to  be 
the  first  of  the  beauteous  order  of  love.'  Doth  not  the 
passage  run  so?  '  In  this  accomplished  lady  love  is  the 
constant  effect,  though  it  is  never  the  design ;  yet  though 
her  mien  carries  much  more  invitation  than  command,  to 
behold  her  is  an  immediate  check  to  loose  behaviour,  and 
to  love  her  is  a  liberal  education.'  " 

"Oh,  indeed!"  says  Mrs.  Steele,  who  did  not  seem  to 
understand  a  word  of  what  the  gentleman  was  saying. 

"  Who  could  fail  to  be  accomplished  under  such  a  mis- 
tress? "  says  Mr.  St.  John,  still  gallant  and  bowing. 
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"  Mistress !  upon  my  •word,  sir !  "  cries  the  lady.  "  If 
you  mean  me,  sir,  I  would  have  you  know  that  I  am  the 
Captain's  wife." 

"Sure  we  all  know  it,"  answers  Mr.  St.  John,  keeping 
his  countenance  very  gravely ;  and  Steele  broke  in  saying, 
"  'Twas  not  about  Mrs.  Steele  I  writ  that  paper — though  I 
am  sure  she  is  worthy  of  any  compliment  I  can  pay  her — 
but  of  the  Lady  Elizabeth  Hastings." 

"  I  always  thought  that  paper  was  Mr.  Congreve's,"  cries 
Mr.  St.  John,  showing  that  he  knew  more  about  the  sub- 
ject than  he  pretended  to  Mr.  Steele,  and  who  was  the 
original  Mr.  Bickerstaffe  drew. 

"  Tom  Boxer  said  so  in  his  Observator.  But  Tom's  oracle 
is  often  making  blunders,"  cries  Steele. 

"Mr.  Boxer  and  my  husband  were  friends  once,  and 
when  the  Captain  was  ill  with  the  fever  no  man  could  be 
kinder  than  Mr.  Boxer,  who  used  to  come  to  his  bedside 
every  day,  and  actually  brought  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  who  cured 
him,"  whispered  Mrs.  Steele. 

"Indeed,  madam!  How  very  interesting,"  says  Mr.  St. 
John. 

"But  when  the  Captain's  last  comedy  came  out,  Mr. 
Boxer  took  no  notice  of  it — you  know,  he  is  Mr.  Congreve's 
man,  and  won't  ever  give  a  word  to  the  other  house — and 
this  made  my  husband  angry." 

"Oh!  Mr.  Boxer  is  Mr.  Congreve's  man!  "  says  Mr.  St. 
John. 

"Mr.  Congreve  has  wit  enough  of  his  own,"  cries  out 
Mr.  Steele.  "No  one  ever  heard  me  grudge  him  or  any 
other  man  his  share." 

"  I  hear  Mr.  Addison  is  equally  famous  as  a  wit  and  a 
poet,"  says  Mr.  St.  John.  "Is  it  true  that  his  hand  is  to 
be  found  in  your  '  Tatler,'  Mr.  Steele?  " 

"  Whether  '  tis  the  sublime  or  the  humorous,  no  man  can 
come  near  him,"  cries  Steele. 

"  A  fig,  Dick,  for  your  Mr.  Addison !  "  cries  out  his  lady : 
"  a  gentleman  who  gives  himself  such  airs  and  holds  his 
head  so  high  now.  I  hope  your  ladyship  thinks  as  I  do :  I 
can't  bear  those  very  fair  men  with  white  eyelashes — a 
black  man  for  me."  (AH  the  black  men  at  table  applauded, 
and  made  Mrs.  Steele  a  bow  for  this  compliment.)  "As 
for  this  Mr.  Addison,"  she  went  on,  "  he  comes  to  dine  with 
the  Captain  sometimes,  never  says  a  word  to  me,  and  then 
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they  walk  upstairs  both  tipsy,  to  a  dish  of  tea.  I  remem- 
ber your  Mr.  Addison  when  he  had  but  oue  eoat  to  his 
back,  and  that  with  a  patch  at  the  elbow." 

"  Indeed — a  patch  at  the  elbow !  You  interest  me,"  says 
Mr.  St.  John.  "  'Tis  charming  to  hear  of  one  man  of  let- 
ters from  the  charming  wife  of  another." 

"Law,  I  could  tell  you  ever  so  much  about  'em,"  con- 
tinues the  voluble  lady.  "  What  do  you  think  the  Captain 
has  got  iiow?^a  little  hunchback  fellow — a  little  hop-jo'- 
my-thiimb  creature  that  he  calls  a  poet — a  little  Popish 
brat  ?  " 

"Hush,  there  are  two  in  the  room,"  whispers  her  com- 
panion . 

"  Well,  I  call  him  Popish  because  his  name  is  Pope," 
says  the  lady.  "  'Tis  only  my  joking  way.  And  thi-s 
little  dwarf  of  a  fellow  has  wrote  a  pastoral  poem^all 
about  shepherds  and  shepherdesses,  you  know." 

"  A  shepherd  should  have  a  little  crook,"  says  my  mis- 
tress, laughing  from  her  end  of  the  table :  on  which  Mrs. 
Steele  said,  "  She  did  not  know,  but  the  Captain  brought 
home  this  queer  little  creature  when  she  was  in  bed  with  her 
first  boy,  and  it  was  a  mercy  he  had  come  no  sooner;  and 
Dick  raved  about  his  genus,  and  was  always  raving  about 
some  nonsense  or  other. " 

"  Which  of  the  '  Tatlers '  do  you  prefer,  Mrs.  Steele  ?  " 
asked  Mr.  St.  John. 

"  I  never  read  but  one,  and  think  it  all  a  pack  of  rubbish, 
sir,"  says  the  lady.  "Such  stuff  about  Biekerstaffe,  and 
Distaff,  and  Quarterstaff,  as  it  all  is!  There's  the  Captain 
going  on  still  with  the  Burgundy — I  know  he'll  be  tipsy 
before  he  stops — Captain  Steele!  " 

"I  drink  to  your  eyes,  my  dear,"  says  the  Captain,  who 
seemed  to  think  his  wife  charming,  and  to  receive  as  gen- 
uine all  the  satirick  compliments  which  Mr.  St.  John  paid 
her. 

All  this  while  the  Maid  of  Honour  had  been  trying  to  get 
Mr.  Esmond  to  talk,  and  no  doubt  voted  him  a  dull  fellow. 
For,  by  some  mistake,  just  as  he  was  going  to  pop  into 
the  vacant  place,  he  was  placed  far  away  from  Beatrix's 
chair,  who  sate  between  his  Grace  and  my  Lord  Ashburn- 
ham,  and  shrugged  her  lovely  white  shoulders,  and  cast  a 
look  as  if  to  say,  "Pity  me,"  to  her  cousin.  My  Lord 
Duke  and  his  young  neighbour  were  presently  in  a  very  ani- 
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mated  and  close  conversation.  Mrs.  Beatrix  could  no  more 
help  using  her  eyes  than  the  sun  can  help  shining,  and  set- 
ting those  it  shines  on  a-burning.  By  the  time  the  first 
course  was  done  the  dinner  seemed  long  to  Esmond ;  by  the 
time  the  soup  came  he  fancied  they  must  have  been  hours 
at  table :  and  as  for  the  sweets  and  jellies  he  thought  they 
never  would  be  done. 

At  length  the  ladies  rose,  Beatrix  throwing  a  Parthian 
glance  at  her  duke  as  she  retreated;  a  fresh  bottle  and 
glasses  were  fetched,  and  toasts  were  called.  Mr.  St. 
John  asked  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  and  the  com- 
pany to  drink  to  the  health  of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Bran- 
don. Another  lord  gave  General  Webb's  health,  "  and  may 
he  get  the  command  the  bravest  officer  in  the  world  de- 
serves." Mr.  Webb  thanked  the  company,  complimented 
his  aide-de-camp,  and  fought  his  famous  battle  over  again. 

"II  est  fatiguant,"  whispers  Mr.  St.  John,  "avec  sa 
trompette  de  Wynendael." 

Captain  Steele,  who  was  not  of  our  side,  loyally  gave  the 
health  of  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  the  greatest  general  of 
the  age. 

"  I  drink  to  the  greatest  general  with  all  my  heart,"  says 
Mr.  Webb ;  "  there  can  be  no  gainsaying  that  character  of 
him.  My  glass  goes  to  the  General,  and  not  to  the  Duke, 
Mr.  Steele."  And  the  stout  old  gentleman  emptied  his 
bumper ;  to  which  Dick  replied  by  tilling  and  emptying  a 
pair  of  brimmers,  one  for  the  General  and  one  for  the 
Duke. 

And  now  his  Grace  of  Hamilton,  rising  up  with  flashing 
eyes  (we  had  all  been  drinking  pretty  freely),  proposed  a 
toast  to  the  lovely,  to  the  incomparable  Mrs.  Beatrix 
Esmond ;  we  all  drank  it  with  cheers,  and  my  Lord  Ash- 
bumham  especially,  with  a  shout  of  enthusiasm. 

"  What  a  pity  there  is  a  Duchess  of  Hamilton !  "  whis- 
pers St.  John,  who  drank  more  wine  and  yet  was  more 
steady  than  most  of  the  others,  and  we  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room where  the  ladies  were  at  their  tea.  As  for  poor 
Dick,  we  were  obliged  to  leave  him  alone  at  the  dining- 
table,  where  he  was  hiccupping  out  the  lines  from  the 
"Campaign,"  in  which  the  greatest  poet  had  celebrated  the 
greatest  general  in  the  world ;  and  Harry  Esmond  found 
him,  half-an-hour  afterwards,  in  a  more  advanced  stage  of 
liquor,  and  weeping  about  the  treachery  of  Tom  Boxer. 


310  HENRY  ESMOND. 

The  drawmg-room  was  all  dark  to  poor  Harry,  in  spite 
of  the  grand  illumination.  Beatrix  scarce  spoke  to  him. 
When  my  Lord  Duke  went  away,  she  practised  upon  the 
next  in  rank,  and  plied  my  young  Lord  Ashburnham  with 
all  the  fire  of  her  eyes  and  the  fascinations  of  her  wit.  Most 
of  the  party  were  set  to  cards,  and  Mr.  St.  John,  after 
yawning  in  the  face  of  Mrs.  Steele,  whom  he  did  not  care 
to  pursue  any  more ;  and  talking  in  his  most  brilliant  ani- 
mated way  to  Lady  Castlewood,  whom  he  pronounced  to  be 
beautiful,  of  a  far  higher  order  of  beauty  than  her  daugh- 
ter, presently  took  his  leave,  and  went  his  way.  The  rest  of 
the  company  speedily  followed,  my  Lord  Ashburnham  the 
last,  throwing  fiery  glances  at  the  smiling  youngjtemptress,  ^ 
who  had  (bewitched  more  hearts  than  his  in  her  Birall. 

^No  doubt,  as  a  kinsman  of  the  house,  Mr.  Esmond 
thought  tit  to  be  the  last  of  all  in  it ;  he  remained  after  the 
coaches  had  rolled  away — after  his  dowager  aunt's  chair 
and  flambeaux  had  marched  off  in  the  darkness  towards 
Chelsea,  and  the  town's  people  had  gone  to  bed,  who  had 
been  drawn  into  the  square  to  gape  at  the  unusual  assem- 
blage of  chairs  and  chariots,  lacqueys,  and  torchmen.  The 
poor  mean  wretch  lingered  yet  for  a  few  minutes,  to  see 
whether  the  girl  would  vouchsafe  him  a  smile,  or  a  parting 
word  of  consolation.  But  her  enthusiasm  of  the  morning 
was  quite  died  out,  or  she  chose  to  be  in  a  different  mood. 
She  fell  to  joking  about  the  dowdy  appearance  of  Lady 
Betty,  and  mimicked  the  vulgarity  of  Mrs.  Steele;  and 
then  she  put  up  her  little  hand  to  her  mouth  and  yawned, 
lighted  a  taper,  and  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  dropping 
Mr.  Esmond  a  saucy  curtsey,  sailed  off  to  bed. 

"  The  day  began  so  well,  Henry,  that  I  had  hoped  it 
might  have  ended  better,"  was  all  the  consolation  that  poor 
Esmond's  fond  mistress  could  give  him;  and  as  he  trudged 
home  through  the  dark  alone,  he  thought  with  bitter  rage  in 
his  heart,  and  a  feeling  of  almost  revolt  against  the  sacri- 
fice he  had  made: — "She  would  have  me,"  thought  he, 
"  had  I  but  a  name  to  give  her.  But  for  my  promise  to  her 
father,  I  might  have  my  rank  and  my  mistress  too." 

I  suppose  a  man's  vanity  is  stronger  than  any  other  pas- 
sion in  him ;  for  I  blush,  even  now,  as  I  recall  the  humili- 
ation of  those  distant  days,  the  memory  of  which  still 
smarts,  though  the  fever  of  baulked  desire  has  passed  away 
more  than  a  score  of  years  ago.     When  the  writer's  de- 
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scendaiits  come  to  read  this  memoir,  I  wonder  will  they 
have  lived  to  experience  a  similar  defeat  and  shame?  Will 
they  ever  have  knelt  to  a  woman,  who  has  listened  to  them, 
and  played  with  them,  and  laughed  at  them — who  beck- 
oning them  with  lures  and  caresses,  and  with  Yes  smiling 
from  her  eyes,  has  tricked  them  on  to  their  knees,  and 
turned  her  back  and  left  them.  All  this  shame  Mr. 
Esmond  had  to  undergo ;  and  he  submitted,  and  revolted, 
and  presently  came  crouching  back  for  more. 

After  this  feste,  my  young  Lord  Ashburnham's  coach 
was  for  ever  rolling  in  and  out  of  Kensington  Square ;  his 
lady-mother  came  to  visit  Esmond's  mistress,  and  at  every 
assembly  in  the  town,  wherever  the  Maid  of  Honour  made 
her  appearance,  you  might  be  pretty  sure  to  see  the  young 
gentleman  in  a  new  suit  every  week,  and  decked  out  in  all 
the  finery  that  his  tailor  or  embroiderer  could  furnish  for 
him.  My  lord  was  for  ever  paying  Mr.  Esmond  compli- 
ments :  bidding  him  to  dinner,  oifering  him  horses  to  ride, 
and  giving  him  a  thousand  uncouth  marks  of  respect  and 
goodwill.  At  last,  one  night  at  the  coffee-house,  whither 
my  lord  came  considerably  flushed  and  excited  with  drink, 
he  rushes  up  to  Mr.  Esmond,  and  cries  out — "  Give  me  joj', 
my  dearest  Colonel;  I  am  the  happiest  of  men." 

"The  happiest  of  men/needs  no  dearest  colonel  to  give 
him  joy,"  says  Mr.  Esmotd.  "What  is  the  cause  of  this 
supreme  felicity?  " 

"  Haven't  you  heard?  "  says  he.  "  Don't  you  know?  I 
thought  the  family  told  you  everything:  the  adorable 
Beatrix  hath  promised  to  be  mine." 

"  What !  "  cries  out  Mr.  Esmond,  who  had  spent  happy 
hours  with  Beatrix  that  very  morning — had  writ  verses  for 
her,  that  she  had  sung  at  the  harpsichord. 

"Yes,"  says  he;  "I  waited  on  her  to-day.  I  saw  you 
walking  towards  Knightsbridge  as  I  passed  in  my  coach; 
and  she  looked  so  lovely,  and  spoke  so  kind,  that  I 
couldn't  help  going  down  on  my  knees,  and — and — sure  I 
am  the  happiest  of  men  in  all  the  world;  and  I'm  very 
young ;  but  she  says  I  shall  get  older :  and  you  know  I 
shall  be  of  age  in  four  months ;  and  there' s  very  little  differ- 
ence between  us ;  and  I'm  so  happy.  I  should  like  to  treat 
the  company  to  something.  Let  us  have  a  bottle — a  dozen 
bottles — and  drink  the  health  of  the  finest  woman  in  Eng- 
land." 
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Esmond  left  the  young  lord  tossing  off  bumper  after 
bumper,  and  strolled  away  to  Kensington  to  ask  whether 
the  news  was  true.  'Twas  only  too  sure:  his  mistress's 
sad,  compassionate  face  told  him  the  story ;  and  then  she 
related  what  particulars  of  it  she  knew,  and  how  my  young 
lord  had  made  his  offer,  half-an-hour  after  Esmond  went 
away  that  morning,  and  in  the  very  room  where  the  song 
lay  yet  on  the  harpsichord,  which  Esmond  had  writ,  and 
they  had  sung  together. 
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BOOK   III. 

CONTAINING  THE  END  OF  MR.  ESMOND'S  ADVEN- 
TURES IN  ENGLAND. 


CHAPTER    I. 

I  COME  TO  AN  END  OF  MY  BATTLES   AND  BRUISES. 

That  feverish  desire  to  gain  a  little  reputation  which 
Esmond  had  had,  left  him  now  perhaps  that  he  had  attained 
some  portion  of  his  wish,  and  the  great  motive  of  his  ambi- 
tion was  over.  His  desire  for  military  honour  was  that  it 
might  raise  him  in  Beatrix's  eyes.  'Twas,  next  to  nobility 
and  wealth,  the  only  kind  of  rank  she  valued.  It  was  the 
stake  quickest  won  or  lost  too ;  for  law  is  a  very  long  game 
that  requires  a  life  to  practise ;  and  to  be  distinguished  in 
letters  or  the  Church  would  not  have  forwarded  the  poor 
gentleman's  plans  in  the  least.  So  he  had  no  suit  to  play 
but  the  red  one,  and  he  played  it ;  and  this,  in  truth,  was 
the  reason  of  his  speedy  promotion ;  for  he  exposed  himself 
more  than  most  gentlemen  do,  and  risked  more  to  win 
more.  Is  he  the  only  man  that  hath  set  his^ife  agaiast  a 
stake  which  may  be  not  worth  the  winning  ?  Another  risks 
his  life  (and  his  honour,  too,  sometimes,)  against  a  bundle 
of  bank-notes,  or  a  yard  of  blue  riband,  or  a  seat  in  Par- 
liament ;  and  some  for  the  mere  pleasure  and  excitement  of 
the  sport ;  as  a  field  of  a  hundred  huntsmen  will  do,  each 
out-bawling  and  out-galloping  the  other  at  the  tail  of  a 
dirty  fox,  that  is  to  be  the  prize  of  the  foremost  happy 
conqueror. 

When  he  heard  this  news  of  Beatrix's  engagement  in 
marriage,  Colonel  Esmond  knocked  under  to  his  fate,  and 
resolved  to  surrender  his  sword,  that  could  win  him  noth- 
ing now  he  cared  for ;  and  in  this  dismal  frame  of  mind  he 
determined  to  retire  from  the  regiment,  to  the  great  de- 
light of  the  captain  next  in  rank  to  him,  who  happened  to 
be  a  young  gentleman  of  good  fortune,  who  eagerly  paid 
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Mr.  Esmond  a  thousand  guineas  for  his  majority  in 
Webb's  regiment,  and  was  knocked  on  the  head  the  next 
campaign.  Perhaps  Esmond  would  not  have  been  sorry  to 
share  his  fate.  He  was  more  the  Knight  of  the  Woful 
Countenance  than  ever  he  had  been.  His  moodiness  must 
have  made  him  perfectly  odious  to  his  friends  under  the 
tents,  who  like  a  jolly  fellow,  and  laugh  at  a  melancholy 
warrior  always  sighing  after  Dulcinea  at  home. 

Both  the  ladies  of  Castlewood  approved  of  Mr.  Esmond 
quitting  the  army,  and  his  kind  General  coincided  in  his 
wish  of  retirement  and  helped  in  the  transfer  of  his  com- 
mission, which  brought  a  pretty  sum  into  his  pocket.  But 
when  the  Commander-in-Chief  came  home,  and  was  forced, 
in  spite  of  himself,  to  appoint  Lieutenant-General  Webb  to 
the  command  of  a  division  of  the  army  in  Flanders,  the 
Lieutenant-General  prayed  Colonel  Esmond  so  urgently  to 
be  his  aide-de-camp  and  military  secretary,  that  Esmond 
could  not  resist  his  kind  patron's  entreaties,  and  again 
took  the  field,  not  attached  to  any  regiment,  but  under 
Webb's  orders.  What  must  have  been  the  continued 
agonies  of  fears  *  and  apprehensions  which  racked  the  gen- 
tle breasts  of  wives  and  matrons  in  those  dreadful  days, 
when  every  Gazette  brought  accounts  of  deaths  and  bat- 
tles, and  when,  the  present  anxiety  over,  and  the  beloved 
person  escaped,  the  doubt  still  remained  that  a  battle 
might  be  fought,  possibly,  of  which  the  next  Flanders  let- 
ter would  bring  the  account;  so  they,  the  poor  tender 
creatures,  had  to  go  on  sickening  and  trembling  through 
the  whole  campaign.  Whatever  these  terrors  were  on  the 
part  of  Esmond's  mistress,  (and  that  tenderest  of  women 
must  have  felt  them  most  keenly  for  both  her  sons,  as  she 
called  them,)  she  never  allowed  them  outwardly  to  appear, 
but  hid  her  apprehension  as  she  did  her  charities  and  devo- 
tion. 'Twas  only  by  chance  that  Esmond,  wandering  in 
Kensington,  found  his  mistress  coming  out  of  a  mean  cot- 
tage there,  and  heard  that  she  had  a  score  of  poor  retainers, 
whom  she  visited  and  comforted  in  their  sickness  and  pov- 
erty, and  who  blessed  her  daily.  She  attended  the  early 
church  daily  (though  of  a  Sunday,  especially,  she  encour- 
aged and  advanced  all  sorts  of  cheerfulness  and  innocent 
gaiety  in  her  little  household) :  and  by  notes  entered  into 
a  table-book  of  hers  at  this  time,  and  devotional  composi- 
*  What  indeed?    Psm.  xcl.  3>  3,  7.— R.  E. 
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tions  writ  with  a  sweet  artless  fervour,  such  as  the  best  di- 
vines could  not  surpass,  showed  how  fond  her  heart  was, 
how  humble  and  pious  her  spirit,  what  pangs  of  apprehen- 
sion she  endured  silently,  and  with  what  a  faithful  reliance 
she  committed  the  care  of  those  she  loved  to  the  awful 
Dispenser  of  death  and  life. 

As  for  her  ladyship  at  Chelsea,  Esmond's  newly  adopted 
mother,  she  was  now  of  an  age  when  the  danger  of  any  sec- 
ond party  doth  not  disturb  the  rest  much.  She  cared  for 
trumps  more  than  for  most  things  in  life.  She  was  firm 
enough  in  her  own  faith,  but  no  longer  very  bitter  against 
ours.  She  had  a  very  good-natured,  easy  French  director. 
Monsieur  Gauthier  by  name,  who  was  a  gentleman  of  the 
world,  and  would  take  a  hand  of  cards  with  Dean  Atter- 
bury,  my  lady's  neighbour  at  Chelsea,  and  was  well  with 
all  the  High  Church  party.  No  doubt  Monsieur  Gauthier 
knew  what  Esmond's  peculiar  position  was,  for  he  corre- 
sponded with  Holt,  and  always  treated  Colonel  Esmond 
with  particular  respect  and  kindness;  but  for  good  reasons 
the  Colonel  and  the  Abbe  never  spoke  on  this  matter  to- 
gether, and  so  they  remained  perfectly  good  friends. 

All  the  frequenters  of  my  Lady  of  Chelsea's  house  were 
of  the  Tory  and  High  Church  party.  Madam  Beatrix  was 
as  frantick  about  the  King  as  her  elderly  kinswoman :  she 
wore  his  picture  on  her  heart ;  she  had  a  piece  of  his  hair ; 
she  vowed  he  was  the  most  injured,  and  gallant,  and  ac- 
complished, and  unfortunate,  and  beautiful  of  princes. 
Steele,  who  quarrelled  with  very  many  of  his  Tory  friends, 
but  never  with  Esmond,  used  to  tell  the  Colonel  that  his 
kinswoman's  house  was  a  rendezvous  of  Tory  intrigues; 
that  Gauthier  was  a  spy ;  that  Atterbury  was  a  spy ;  that 
letters  were  constantly  going  from  that  house  to  the  Queen 
at  St.  Germains ;  on  which  Esmond,  laughing,  would  reply, 
that  they  used  to  say  in  the  army  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
was  a  spy  too,  and  as  much  in  correspondence  with  that  fam- 
ily as  any  Jesuit.  And  without  entering  very  eagerly  into 
the  controversy,  Esmond  had  frankly  taken  the  side  of 
his  family.  It  seemed  to  him  that  King  James  the  Third 
was  undoubtedly  King  of  England  by  right :  and  at  his  sis- 
ter's death  it  would  be  better  to  have  him  than  a  foreigner 
over  us.  No  man  admired  King  William  more;  a  hero 
and  a  conqueror,  the  bravest,  justest,  wisest  of  men — but 
'twas  by  the  sword  he  conquered  the  country,  and  held  and 
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governed  it  by  the  very  same  right  that  the  great  Cromwell 
held  it,  who  was  truly  and  greatly  a  sovereign.  But  that 
a  foreign  despotick  Prince,  out  of  Germany,  who  happened 
to  be  descended  from  King  James  the  First,  should  take 
possession  of  this  empire,  seemed  to  Mr.  Esmond  a  mon- 
strous injustice — at  least,  every  Englishman  had  a  right  to 
protest,  and  the  English  Prince,  the  heir-at  law,  the  first 
of  all.  What  man  of  spirit  with  such  a  cause  would  not 
back  it?  What  man  of  honour  with  such  a  crown  to  win 
would  not  fight  for  it?  But  that  race  was  destined.  That 
Prince  had  himself  against  him,  an  enemy  he  could  not 
'  overcome.  •  He  never  dared  to  draw  his  sword,  though  he 
had  it.  He  let  his  chances  slip  by  as  he  lay  in  the_  lap^oi 
opera-girls,  or  snivelled  at  the  knees  of  priests  asking  par- 
don ;  and  the  blood  of  heroes,  and  the  devotedness  of  hon- 
est hearts,  and  endurance,  courage,  fidelity,  were  all  spent 
for  him  in  vain. 

But  let  us  return  to  my  Lady  of  Chelsea,  who  when  her 
son  Esmond  announced  to  her  ladyship  that  he  proposed  to 
make  the  ensuing  campaign,  took  leave  of  him  with  per- 
fect alacrity,  and  was  down  to  picquet  with  her  gentlewoman 
before  he  had  well  quitted  the  room  on  his  last  visit. 
"  Tierce  to  a  king  "  were  the  last  words  he  ever  heard  her 
say :  the  game  of  life  was  pretty  nearly  over  for  the  good 
lady,  and  three  months  afterwards  she  took  to  her  bed, 
where  she  flickered  out  without  any  pain,  so  the  Abbe 
Gauthier  wrote  over  to  Mr.  Esmond,  then  with  his  General 
on  the  frontier  of  France.  The  Lady  Castlewood  was  with 
her  at  her  ending,  and  had  written  too,  but  these  letters 
must  have  been  taken  by  a  privateer  in  the  packet  that 
brought  them ;  for  Esmond  knew  nothing  of  their  contents 
until  his  return  to  England. 

My  Lady  Castlewood  had  left  everything  to  Colonel  Es- 
mond, "  as  a  reparation  for  the  wrong  done  to  him  ;  "  'twas 
writ  in  her  will.  But  her  fortune  was  not  much,  for  it 
never  had  been  large,  and  the  honest  viscountess  had 
wisely  sunk  most  of  the  money  she  had  upon  an  annuity 
which  terminated  with  her  life.  However,  there  was  the 
house  and  furniture,  plate  and  pictures  at  Chelsea,  and  a 
sum  of  money  lying  at  her  merchant's.  Sir  Josiah  Child, 
which  altogether  would  realize  a  sum  of  near  three  hun- 
dred pounds  per  annum,  so  that  Mr.  Esmond  found  himself, 
if  not  rich,  at  least  easy  for  life.     Likewise  there  were  the 
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famous  diamonds  which  had  been  said  to  oe  worth  fabu- 
lous sums,  though  the  goldsmith  pronounced  they  would 
fetch  no  more  than  four  thousand  pounds.  These  dia- 
monds, however,  Colonel  Esmond  reserved,  having  a  spe- 
cial use  for  them;  but  the  Chelsea  house,  plate,  goods, 
&c.,  with  the  exception  of  a  few  articles  which  he  kept 
back,  were  sold  by  his  orders;  and  the  sums  resulting 
from  the  sale  invested  in  the  publick  securities  so  as  to 
realize  the  aforesaid  annual  income  of  three  hundred 
pounds. 

Having  now  something  to  leave,  he  made  a  will  and  de- 
spatched it  home.  The  army  was  now  in  presence  of  the 
enemy;  and  a  great  battle  expected  every  day.  'Twas 
known  that  the  General-in-Chief  was  in  disgrace,  and  the 
parties  at  home  strong  against  him,  and  there  was  no 
stroke  this  great  and  resolute  player  would  not  venture  to 
recall  his  fortune  when  it  seemed  desperate.  Frank  Cas- 
tlewood  was  with  Colonel  Esmond;  his  General  having 
gladly  taken  the  young  nobleman  on  to  his  staff.  His 
studies  of  fortification  at  Bruxelles  were  over  by  this  time. 
The  fort  he  was  besieging  had  yielded,  I  believe,  and  my 
lord  had  not  only  marched  in  with  flying  colours,  but 
marched  out  again.  He  used  to  tell  his  boyish  wicked- 
nesses with  admirable  humour,  and  was  the  most  charming 
young  scapegrace  in  the  army. 

'Tis  needless  to  say  that  Colonel  Esmond  had  left  every 
penny  of  his  little  fortune  to  this  boy.  It  was  the  Colonel's 
firm  conviction  that  the  next  battle  would  put  an  end  to 
hiTTi :  for  he  felt  aweary  of  the  sun,  and  quite  ready  to  bid 
that  and  the  earth  farewell.  Frank  would  not  listen  to 
his  comrade's  gloomy  forebodings,  but  swore  they  would 
keep  his  birthday  at  Castlewood  that  autumn  after  the 
campaign.  He  had  heard  of  the  engagement  at  home. 
"If  Prince  Eugene  goes  to  London,"  says  Frank,  "and 
'Trix  can  get  hold  of  him,  she'll  jilt  Ashbumham  for  his 
Highness.  I  tell  you,  she  used  to  make  eyes  at  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough,  when  she  was  only  fourteen,  and  ogling 
poor  little  Blandford.  /wouldn't  marry  her,  Harry — no, 
not  if  her  eyes  were  twice  as  big.  I'll  take  my  fun.  I'll 
enjoy  for  the  next  three  years  every  possible  pleasure.  I'll 
sow  my  wild  oats  then,  and  marry  some  quiet,  steady, 
modest  sensible  Viscountess ;  hunt  my  harriers ;  and  settle 
down  at  Castlewood.     Perhaps  I'll  represent  the  county — 
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no,  damme,  you  shall  represent  the  county.  You  have  the 
brains  of  the  family.  By  the  Lord,  my  dear  old  Harry,  you 
have  the  best  head  and  the  kindest  heart  in  all  the  army ; 
and  every  man  says  so — and  when  the  Queen  dies,  and  the 
King  comes  back,  why  shouldn't  you  go  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  be  a  Minister,  and  be  made  a  Peer,  and  that 
sort  of  thing?  You  be  shot  in  the  next  action!  I  wager 
a  dozen  of  Burgundy  you  are  not  touched.  Mohun  is  well 
of  his  wound.  He  is  always  with  Corporal  John  now. 
As  soon  as  ever  I  see  his  ugly  face  I'll  spit  in  it.  I  took 
lessons  of  Father — of  Captain  Holtz  at  Bruxelles.  What 
a  man  that  is!  He  knows  everything."  Esmond  bade 
Frank  have  a  care;  that  Father  Holt's  knowledge  was 
rather  dangerous;  not,  indeed,  knowing  as  yet  how  far  the 
Father  had  pushed  his  instructions  with  his  young  pupil. 

The  gazetteers  and  writers,  both  of  the  French  and 
English  side,  have  given  accounts  sufficient  of  that  bloody 
battle  of  Blarignies  or  Malplaquet,  which  was  the  last  and 
the  hardest  earned  of  the  victories  of  the  great  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  In  that  tremendous  combat  near  upon  two 
hundred  and  fifty  thousand  men  were  engaged,  more  than 
thirty  thousand  of  whom  were  slain  or  wounded  (the 
Allies  lost  twice  as  many  men  as  they  killed  of  the  French, 
whom  they  conquered) ;  and  this  dreadful  slaughter  very 
likely  took  place  because  a  great  general's  credit  was 
shaken  at  home,  and  he  thought  to  restore  it  by  a  victory. 
If^such  were  the  motives  which  induced  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough to  venture  that  prodigious  stake,  and  desperately 
sacrifice  thirty  thousand  brave  lives,  so  that  he  might  figure 
once  more  in  a  Gazette,  and  hold  his  places  and  pensions  a 
little  longer,  the  event  defeated  the  dreadful  and  selfish  de^ 
sign,  for  ffie  victory  was  purchased  at  a  cost  which  no  na- 
tion, greedy  of  glory  as  it  may  be,  would  willingly  pay  for 
a,ny  triumph.  The  gallantry  of  the  French  was  as  remark- 
able as  the  furious  bravery  of  their  assailants.  We  took  a 
few  score  of  their  flags,  and  a  few  pieces  of  their  artillery ; 
but  we  left  twenty  thousand  of  the  bravest  soldiers  of  the 
world  round  about  the  intrenched  lines,  from  which  the 
enemy  was  driven.  He  retreated  in  perfect  good  order ;  the 
panic-spell  seemed  to  be  broke,  under  which  the  French  had 
laboured  ever  since  the  disaster  of  Hochstedt;  and,  fighting 
now  on  the  threshold  of  their  country,  they  showed  an 
heroick  ardour  of  resistance,  such  as  had  never  met  us  in 
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the  course  of  their  aggressive  war.  Had  ths  battle  been 
more-  successful,  the  conqueror  might  have  got  the  price 
for  which  he  waged  it.  As  it  was,  (and  justly,  I  think), 
the  party  adverse  to  the  Duke  in  England  were  indignant 
at  the  lavish  extravagance  of  slaughter,  and  demanded 
more  eagerly  than  ever  the  recall  of  a  chief  whose  cupidity 
and  desperation  might  urge  him  further  still.  After  this 
bloody  fight  of  Malplaquet,  I  can  answer  for  it,  that  in  the 
Dutch  quarters  and  our  own,  and  amongst  the  very  regi- 
ments and  commanders  whose  gallantry  was  most  conspicu- 
ous upon  this  frightful  day  of  carnage,  the  general  cry 
was,  that  there  was  enough  of  the  war.  The  French  were 
"driven  back  into  their  own  boundary,  and  all  their  con- 
quests and  booty  of  Flanders  disgorged.  As  for  the 
Prince  of  Savoy,  with  whom  our  Commander-in-Chief,  for 
reasons  of  his  own,  consorted  more  closely  than  ever,  'twas 
known  that  he  was  animated  not  merely  by  a  political 
hatred,  but  by  personal  rage  against  the  old  French 
King ;  the  Imperial  Generalissimo  never  forgot  the  slight 
put  by  Lewis  upon  the  Abbe  de  Savoie ;  and  in  the  humil- 
iation or  ruin  of  his  most  Christian  Majesty,  the  Holy 
Roman  Emperor  found  his  account.  But  what  were  these 
quarrels  to  us,  the  free  citizens  of  England  and  Holland? 
Despot  as  he  was,  the  French  monarch  was  yet  the  chief 
of  European  civilization,  more  venerable  in  his  age  and 
misfortunes  than  at  the  period  of  his  most  splendid  suc- 
cesses ;  whilst  his  opponent  was  but  a  semi-barbarous 
tyrant,  with  a  pillaging,  murderous  horde  of  Croats  and 
Pandours,  composing  a  half  of  his  army,  filling  our  camp 
with  their  strange  figures,  bearded  like  the  miscreant  Turks 
their  neighbours,  and  carrying  into  Christian  warfare 
their  native  heathen  habits  of  rapine,  lust,  and  murder. 
Why  should  the  best  blood  in  England  and  France  be  shed 
Jn  order  that_thB_HoljJRoinan  and  Apostolic  master  of 
l;hese  rufRans  should  have  his  revenge  over  the  Christian 
king?  And  it  was  to  this  end  we  were  fighting;  for  this 
that  every  village  and  family  in  England  was  deploring 
the  death  of  beloved  sons  and  fathers.  We  dared  not 
speak  to  each  other,  even  at  table,  of  Malplaquet,  so 
frightful  were  the  gaps  left  in  our  army  by  the  cannon  of 
that  bloody  action.  'Twas  heart-rending  for  an  officer  who 
had  a  heart  to  look  down  his  line  on  a  parade-day  after- 
wards, and  miss  hundreds  of  faces  of  comrades — humble 
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or  of  high  rank — that  had  gathered  but  yesterday  full  of 
courage  and  cheerfulness  round  the  torn  and  blackened 
flags.  Where  were  our  friends?  As  the  great  Duke  re- 
viewed us,  riding  along  our  lines  with  his  fine  suite  of 
prancing  aides-de-camp  and  generals,  stopping  here  and 
there  to  thank  an  officer  with  those  eager  smiles  and  bows 
of  which  his  Grace  was  always  lavish,  scarce  a  huzzah 
could  be  got  for  him,  though  Cadogan,  with  an  oath,  rode 
up  and  cried — "D — n  you,  why  don't  you  cheer?"  But 
the  men  had  no  heart  for  that :  not  one  of  them  but  was 
thinking,  "Where's  my  comrade? — where' s  my  brother 
that  fought  by  me,  or  my  dear  captain  that  led  me  yester- 
day? "  'Twas  the  most  gloomy  pageant  I  ever  looked  on ; 
and  the  "  Te  Deum  "  sung  by  our  chaplains,  the  most  woe- 
ful and  dreary  satyre. 

Esmond's  General  added  one  more  to  the  many  marks  . 
of  honour  which  he  had  received  in  the  front  of  a  score  of 
battles,  and  got  a  wound  in  the  groin,  which  laid  him  on 
his  back;  and  you  may  be  sure  he  consoled  himself  by 
abusing  the  Commander-in-Chief,  as  he  lay  groaning; — 
"Corporal  John's  as  fond  of  me,"  he  used  to  say,  "as 
King  David  was  of  General  Uriah ;  and  so  he  always  gives 
me  the  post  of  danger."  He  persisted,  to  his  dying  day, 
in  believing  that  the  Duke  intended  he  should  be  beat  at 
Wynendael,  and  sent  him  purposely  with  a  small  force, 
hoping  that  he  might  be  knocked  on  the  head  there.  Es- 
mond and  Erank  Castlewood  both  escaped  without  hurt, 
though  the  division  which  our  General  commanded  suffered 
even  more  than  any  other,  having  to  sustain  not  only  the 
fury  of  the  enemy's  cannonade,  which  was  very  hot  and 
well  served,  but  the  furious  and  repeated  charges  of  the 
famous  Maison  du  Eoy,  which  we  had  to  receive  and  beat 
oif  again  and  again,  with  volleys  of  shot  and  hedges  of 
iron,  and  our  four  lines  of  musqueteers  and  pikemen. 
They  said  the  King  of  England  charged  us  no  less  than 
twelve  times  that  day,  along  with  the  French  Household. 
Esmond's  late  regiment,  General  Webb's  own  Eusileers, 
served  in  the  division  which  their  colonel  commanded. 
The  General  was  thrice  in  the  centre  of  the  square  of  the 
Eusileers,  calling  the  fire  at  the  French  charges,  and,  after 
the  action,  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Berwick  sent  his  com- 
pliments to  his  old  regiment  and  their  Colonel  for  their 
behaviour  on  the  field. 
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We  drank  my  Lord  Castlewood's  health  and  majority, 
the  25th  of  September,  the  army  being  then  before  Mons : 
and  here  Colonel  Esmond  was  not  so  fortunate  as  he  had 
been  in  actions  much  more  dangerous,  and  was  hit  by  a 
spent  ball  just  above  the  place  where  his  former  wound 
was,  which  caused  the  old  wound  to  open  again,  fever, 
spitting  of  blood,  and  other  ugly  symptoms,  to  ensue ;  and, 
in  a  word,  brought  him  near  to  death's  door.  The  kind 
lad,  his  kinsman,  attended  his  elder  comrade  with  a  very 
praisworthy  affectionateness  and  care  until  he  was  pro- 
nounced out  of  danger  by  the  doctors,  when  Frank  went 
off,  passed  the  winter  at  Bruxelles,  and  besieged,  no  doubt, 
some  other  fortress  there.  Very  few  lads  would  have 
given  up  their  pleasures  so  long  and  so  gaily  as  Frank  did ; 
his  cheerful  prattle  soothed  many  long  days  of  Esmond's 
pain  and  langour.  Frank  was  supposed  to  be  still  at  his 
kinsman' s  bedside  for  a  month  after  he  had  left  it,  for  let- 
ters came  from  his  mother  at  home  full  of  thanks  to  the 
younger  gentleman  for  his  care  of  his  elder  brother  (so  it 
pleased  Esmond's  mistress  now  affectionately  to  style 
him) ;  nor  was  Mr.  Esmond  in  a  hurry  to  undeceive  her, 
when  the  good  young  fellow  was  gone  for  his  Christmas 
holiday.  It  was  as  pleasant  to  Esmond  on  his  couch  to 
watch  the  young  man's  pleasure  at  the  idea  of  being  free, 
as  to  note  his  simple  efforts  to  disguise  his  satisfaction  on 
going  away.  There  are  days  when  a  flask  of  champagne  at 
a  cabaret,  and  a  red-cheeked  partner  to  share  it,  are  too 
strong  temptations  for  any  young  fellow  of  spirit.  I  am 
not  going  to  play  the  moralist,  and  cry  "  Fie. "  For  ages 
past,  I  know  how  old  men  preach,  and  what  young  men 
practice ;  and  that  patriarchs  have  had  their  weak  moments 
too,  long  since  Father  Noah  toppled  over  after  discover- 
ing the  vine.  Frank  went  off,  then,  to  his  pleasures  at 
Bruxelles,  in  which  capital  many  young  fellows  of  our  army 
declared  they  found  infinitely  greater  diversion  even  than 
in  London :  and  Mr.  Henry  Esmond  remained  in  his  sick- 
room, where  he  writ  a  fine  comedy,  that  his  mistress  pro- 
nounced to  be  sublime,  and  that  was  acted  no  less  than 
three  successive  nights  in  London  in  the  next  year. 

Here,  as  he  lay  nursing  himself,  ubiquitous  Mr.  Holtz 

reappeared,  and  stopped  a  whole  month  at  Mons,  where 

he  not  only  won  over  Colonel  Esmond  to  the  King's  side  in 

politicks  (that  side  being  always  held  by  the  Esmond  fam- 
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ily) ;  but  where  lie  endeavoured  to  re-open  the  controversial 
question  between  the  churches  once  more,  and  to  recall 
Esmond  to  that  religion  in  which,  in  his  infancy,  he  had 
been  baptized.  Holtz  was  a  casuist,  both  dexterous  and 
learned,  and  presented  the  ease  between  the  English  church 
and  his  own  in  such  a  way  that  those  who  granted  his  prem- 
ises ought  certainly  to  allow  his  conclusions.  He  touched 
on  Esmond's  delicate  state  of  health,  chance  of  dissolution, 
and  so  forth ;  and  enlarged  upon  the  immense  beneiits  that 
the  sick  man  was  likely  to  forego — benefits  which  the 
Church  of  England  did  not  deny  to  those  of  the  Eomau 
communion,  as  how  should  she,  being  derived  from  that 
church,  and  only  an  .offshoot  from  it?  But  Mr.  Esmond 
said  that  his  church  was  the  church  of  his  country,  and  to 
that  he  chose  to  remain  faithful :  other  people  were  wel- 
come to  worship  and  to  subscribe  any  other  set  of  articles, 
whether  at  Eome  or  at  Augsburg.  But  if  the  good  Eather 
meant  that  Esmond  should  join  the  Eoman  communion 
for  fear  of  consequences,  and  that  all  England  ran  the  risk 
of  being  damned  for  heresy,  Esmond,  for  one,  was  per- 
fectly willing  to  take  his  chance  of  the  penalty  along  with 
the  countless  millions  of  his  fellow-countrymen,  who  were 
bred  in  the  same  faith,  and  along  with  some  of  the  noblest, 
the  truest,  the  purest,  the  wisest,  the  most  pious  and 
learned  men  and  women  in  the  world. 

As  for  the  political  question,  in  that  Mr.  Esmond  could 
agree  with  the  Eather  much  more  readily,  and  had  come  to 
the  same  conclusion,  though,- perhaps,  by  a  different  way. 
The  right  divine,  about  which  Dr.  Sacheverel  and  the  High 
Church  party  in  England  were  just  now  making  a  pother, 
they  were  welcome  to  hold  as  they  chose.  If  Richard 
Cromwell  and  his  father  before  him  had  been  crowned  and 
anointed  (and  bishops  enough  would  have  been  found  to 
do  it),  it  seemed  to  Mr.  Esmond  that  they  would  have 
had  the  right  divine  just  as  much  as  any  Plantagenet,  or 
Tudor,  or  Stuart.  But  the  desire  of  the  country  being  un- 
questionably for  an  hereditary  monarchy,  Esmond  thought 
an  English  king  out  of  St.  Germains  was  better  and  fitter 
than  a  German  prince  from  Herrenhausen,  and  that  if  he 
failed  to  satisfy  the  nation,  some  other  Englishman  might 
be  found  to  take  his  place ;  and  so,  though  with  no  frantick 
enthusiasm,  or  worship  of  that  monstrous  pedigree  which 
the  Tories  chose  to  consider  divine,  he  was  ready  to  say, 
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"  God  save  King  James !  "  when  Queen  Anne  went  the  way 
of  kings  and  commoners. 

"  I  fear,  Colonel,  you  are  no  better  than  a  republican  at 
heart,"  says  the  priest  with  a  sigh. 

"I  am  an  Englishman,"  says  Harry,  "and  take  my 
country  as  I  find  her.  The  will  of  the  nation  being  for 
church  and  king,  I  am  for  church  and  king  too ;  but  Eng- 
lish church  and  English  king ;  and  that  is  why  your  church 
isn't  mine,  thoilgh  your  king  is." 

Though  they  lost  the  day  at  Malplaquet,  it  was  the 
French  who  were  elated  by  that  action,  whilst  the  con- 
querors were  dispirited  by  it ;  and  the  enemy  gathered  to- 
gether a  larger  army  than  ever,  and  made  prodigious  efforts 
for  the  next  campaign.  Marshal  Berwick  was  with  the 
French  this  year;  and  we  heard  that  Mareschal  Villars 
was  still  suffering  of  his  wound,  was  eager  to  bring  our 
Duke  to  action,  and  vowed  he  would  fight  us  in  his  coach. 
Young  Castlewood  came  flying  back  from  Bruxelles,  as 
soon  as  he  heard  that  fighting  was  to  begin ;  and  the  ar- 
rival of  the  Chevalier  de  St.  George  was  announced  about 
May.  "It's  the  King's  third  campaign,  and  it's  mine," 
Frank  liked  saying.  He  was  come  back  a  greater  Jacobite 
than  ever,  and  Esmond  suspected  that  some  fair  conspira- 
tors at  Bruxelles  had  been  inflaming  the  young  man's  ar- 
dour. Indeed,  he  owned  that  he  had  a  message  from  the 
Queen,  Beatrix's  godmother,  who  had  given  her  name  to 
Frank's  sister  the  year  before  he  and  his  sovereign  were 
born. 

However  desirous  Marshal  Villars  might  be  to  fight,  my 
Lord  Duke  did  not  seem  disposed  to  indulge  him  this  cam- 
paign. Last  year  his  Grace  had  been  all  for  the  Whigs  > 
and  Hanoverians;  but  finding,  on  going  to  England,  his 
country  cold  towards  himself,  and  the  people  in  a  ferment 
of  High  Church  loyalty,  the  Duke  comes  back  to  his  army 
cooled  towards  the  Hanoverians,  cautious  with  the  Impe- 
rialists, and  particularly  civil  and  polite  towards  the 
Chevalier  de  St.  George.  'Tis  certain  that  messengers 
and  letters  were  continually  passing  between  his  Grace 
and  his  brave  nephew,  the  Duke  of  Berwick,  in  the  oppo- 
site camp.  No  man's  caresses  were  more  opportune  than 
his  Grace's,  and  no  man  ever  uttered  expressions  of  regard 
and  affection  more  generously.  He  professed  to  Monsieur 
de  Torcy,  so  Mr.  St.  John  told  the  writer,  quite  an  eager- 
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ness  to  be  cut  in  pieces  for  the  exiled  Queen  and  her  family ; 
nay  more,  I  believe,  this  year  he  parted  with  a  portion  of 
the  most  precious  part  of  himself — his  money — which  he 
sent  over  to  the  royal  exiles.  Mr.  Tunstal,  who  was  in 
the  Prince's  service,  was  twice  or  thrice  in  and  out  of  our 
camp ;  the  French,  in  theirs  of  Arlieu  and  about  Arras. 
A  little  river,  the  Canihe  I  think  'twas  called,  (but  this  is 
writ  away  from  books  and  Europe ;  and  the  only  map  the 
writer  hath  of  these  scenes  of  his  youth,  bears  no  mark  of 
this  little  stream,)  divided  our  picquets  from  the  enemy's. 
Our  sentries  talked  across  the  stream,  when  they  could 
make  themselves  understood  to  each  other,  and  when  they 
could  not,  grinned,  and  handed  each  other  their  brandy- 
flasks  or  their  pouches  of  tobacco.  And  one  fine  day  of 
June,  riding  thither  with  the  officer  who  visited  the  out- 
posts, (Colonel  Esmond  was  taking  an  airing  on  horseback, 
being  too  weak  for  military  duty,)  they  came  to  this  river, 
where  a  number  of  English  and  Scots  were  assembled,  talk- 
ing to  the  good-natured  enemy  ou  the  other  side. 

Esmond  was  especially  amused  with  the  talk  of  one  long 
fellow,  with  a  great  curling  red  moustache,  and  blue  eyes, 
that  was  half  a  dozen  inches  taller  than  his  swarthy  lit- 
tle comrades  on  the  French  side  of  the  stream,  and  being 
asked  by  the  Colonel,  saluted  him,  and  said  that  he  be- 
longed to  the  Royal  Cravats. 

Erom  his  way  of  saying  "Royal  Cravat,"  Esmond  at 
once  knew  that  the  fellow's  tongue  had  first  wagged  on  the 
banks  of  the  Liffey,  and  not  the  Loire ;  and  the  poor  sol- 
dier— a  deserter  probably — did  not  like  to  venture  very 
deep  into  French  conversation,  lest  his  unlucky  brogue 
Should  peep  out.  He  chose  to  restrict  himself  to  such  few 
expressions  in  the  French  language  as  he  thought  he  had 
mastered  easily ;  and  his  attempt  at  disguise  was  infinitely 
amusing.  Mr.  Esmond  whistled  LillibuUero,  at  which 
Teague's  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and  then  flung  him  a  dol- 
lar, when  the  poor  boy  broke  out  with  a  "God  bless — that 
is,  Dieu  benisse  votre  honor,"  that  would  infallibly  have 
sent  him  to  the  provost-marshal  had  he  been  on  our  side  of 
the  river. 

Whilst  this  parley  was  going  on,  three  officers  on  horse- 
back, on  the  French  side,  appeared  at  some  little  distance, 
and  stopped  as  if  eyeing  us,  when  one  of  them  left  the 
other  two,  and  rode  close  up  to  us  who  were  by  the  stream. 
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"  Look,  look ! "  says  the  Eoyal  Cravat,  with  great  agita- 
tion, "pas  lui,  that's  he;  not  him,  1' autre,"  and  pointed  to 
the  distant  officer  on  a  chestnut  horse,  with  a  cuirass  shin- 
ing in  the  sun,  and  over  it  a  broad  blue  ribbon. 

"Please  to  take  Mr.  Hamilton's  services  to  my  Lord 
Marlborough — ^my  Lord  Duke,"  says  the  gentleman  in  Eng- 
lish ;  and,  looking  to  see  that  the  party  were  not  hostilely 
disposed,  he  added,  with  a  smile,  "  There's  a  friend  of  ours, 
gentlemen,  yonder;  he  bids  me  to  say  that  he  saw  some -of 
your  faces  on  the  11th  of  September  last  year." 

As  the  gentleman  spoke,  the  other  two  officers  rode  up, 
and  came  quite  close.  We  knew  at  once  who  it  was.  It 
was  the  King,  then  two-and-twenty  years  old,  tall  and 
slim,  with  deep  brown  eyes,  that  looked  melancholy, 
though  his  lips  wore  a  smile.  We  took  off  our  hats  and 
saluted  him.  Ko  man,  sure,  could  see  for  the  first  time, 
without  emotion,  the  youthful  inheritor  of  so  much  f a,me 
and  misfortune.  It  seemed  to  Mr.  Esmond  that  the 
Prince  was  not  unlike  young  Castlewood,  whose  age  and 
figure  he  resembled.  The  Chevalier  de  St.  George  ac- 
knowledged the  salute,  and  looked  at  us  hard.  Even  the 
idlers  on  our  side  of  the  river  set  up  a  hurrah.  As  for  the 
Eoyal  Cravat,  he  ran  to  the  Prince's  stirrup,  knelt  down 
and  kissed  his  boot,  and  bawled  and  looked  a  hundred 
ejaculations  and  blessings.  The  Prince  bade  the  aide-de- 
camp give  him  a  piece  of  money ;  and  when  the  party 
saluting  us  had  ridden  away.  Cravat  spat  upon  the  piece  of 
gold  by  way  of  benediction,  and  swaggered  away,  pouching 
his  coin  and  twirling  his  honest  carroty  moustache. 

The  officer  in  whose  company  Esmond  was,  the  same  lit- 
tle captain  of  Handyside's  regiment,  Mr.  Sterne,  who  had 
proposed  the  garden  at  Lille,  when  my  Lord  Mohun  and 
Esmond  had  their  affair,  was  an  Irishman  too,  and  as 
brave  a  little  soul  as  ever  wore  a  sword.  "Bedad,"  says 
Eoger  Sterne,  "  that  long  fellow  spoke  French  so  beautiful 
that  I  shouldn't  have  known  he  wasn't  a  foreigner,  till  he 
broke  out  with  his  huUa-ballooing,  and  only  an  Irish  calf 
can  bellow  like  that."  And  Eoger  made  another  remark 
in  his  wild  way,  in  which  there  was  sense  as  well  as  ab- 
surdity— "If  that  young  gentleman,"  says  he,  "would 
but  ride  over  to  our  camp,  instead  of  Villars's,  toss  up  his 
hat  and  say,  '  Here  am  I,  the  King,  who'll  follow  me? '  by 
the  Lord,  Esmond,  the  whole  army  would  rise  and  carry 


326  HENRY  ESMOND. 

him  home  again,  and  beat  Villars,  and  take  Paris  by  the 
way." 

The  news  of  the  Prince's  visit  was  all  through  the  camp 
quickly,  and  scores  of  ours  went  down  in  hopes  to  see  him. 
Major  Hamilton,  whom  we  had  talked  with,  sent  back  by 
a  trumpet  several  silver  pieces  for  officers  with  us.  Mr. 
Esmond  received  one  of  these;  and  that  medal,  and  a 
recompence  not  uncommon  amongst  Princes,  were  the  only 
rewards  he  ever  had  from  a  Eoyal  person,  whom  he  en- 
deavoured not  very  long  after  to  serve. 

Esmond  quitted  the  army  almost  immediately  after  this, 
following  his  General  home ;  and,  indeed,  being  advised  to 
travel  in  the  fine  weather  and  attempt  to  take  no  further 
part  in  the  campaign.  But  he  heard  from  the  army, 
that  of  the  many  who  crowded  to  see  the  Chevalier  de 
St.  George,  Frank  Castlewood  had  made  himself  most  con- 
spicuous :  my  Lord  Viscount  riding  across  the  little  stream 
bareheaded  to  where  the  Prince  was,  and  dismounting  and 
kneeling  before  him  to  do  him  homage.  Some  said  that 
the  Prince  had  actually  knighted  him,  but  my  lord  denied 
that  statement,  though  he  acknowledged  the  rest  of  the 
story,  and  said : — "  From  having  been  out  of  favour  with 
Corporal  John,"  as  he  called  the  Duke,  "before  his  Grace 
warned  him  not  to  commit  those  follies,  and  smiled  on 
him  cordially  ever  after." 

"And  he  was  so  kind  to  me,"  Frank  writ,  "that  I 
thought  I  would  put  in  a  good  word  for  Master  Harry,  but 
when  I  mentioned  your  name  he  looked  as  black  as  thun- 
der, and  said  he  had  never  heard  of  you." 
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CHAPTER    II. 

I  GO   HOME,    AND  HARP   ON  THE   OLD   STRING. 

After  quitting  Mons  and  the  army,  and  as  he  was  wait- 
ing for  a  packet  at  Ostend,  Esmond  had  a  letter  from  his 
young  kinsman  Castlewood  at  Bruxelles,  conveying  intelli- 
gence whereof  Frank  besought  him  to  be  the  bearer  to  Lon- 
don, and  which  caused  Colonel  Esmond  no  small  anxiety. 

The  young  scapegrace,  being  one-and-twenty  years  old, 
and  being  anxious  to  sow  his  "  wild  otes,"  as  he  wrote,  had 
married  Mademoiselle  de  Wertheim,  daughter  of  Count  de 
Wertheim,  Chamberlaiu  to  the  Emperor,  and  having  a  post 
in  the  Household  of  the  Governor  of  the  Netherlands. 
"P.S.,"  the  young  gentleman  wrote:  "Clotilda  is  old&r 
than  me,  which  perhaps  may  be  objected  to  her :  but  I  am 
so  old  a  raik  that  the  age  makes  no  difference,  and  I  am 
determined  to  reform.  We  were  married  at  St.  Gudule,  by 
Father  Holt.  She  is  heart  and  soul  for  the  good  cause. 
And  here  the  cry  is  Vif-le-Roy,  which  my  mother  -wiWjoin 
in,  and  'Trix  too.  Break  this  news  to  'em  gently:  and 
tell  Mr.  Finch,  my  agent,  to  press  the  people  for  their 
rents,  and  send  me  the  ryno  anyhow.  Clotilda  sings,  and 
plays  on  the  spinet  beautifully.  She  is  a  fair  beauty.  And 
if  it's  a  son,  you  shall  stand  Godfather.  I'm  going  to  leave 
the  army,  having  had  enuf  of  soldering ;  and  my  Lord 
Duke  recoviviends  me.  I  shall  pass  the  winter  here :  and 
stop  at  least  until  Clo's  lying-in.  I  call  her  old  Clo,  but 
nobody  else  shall.  She  is  the  cleverest  woman  in  all 
Bruxelles :  understanding  painting,  musick,  poetry,  and  per- 
fect at  cookery  and  puddens.  I  horded  with  the  Count, 
that's  how  I  came  to  know  her.  There  are  four  Counts  her 
brothers.  One  an  Abbey— three  with  the  Prince's  army. 
They  have  a  lawsuit  for  an  iimnence  fortune :  but  are  now 
in  a  pore  way.  Break  this  to  mother,  who'll  take  anything 
from  you.  And  write,,  and  bid  Finch  write  amediately. 
Hostel  de  I'Aigle  Noire,  Bruxelles,  Flanders." 

So  Frank  had  married  a  Roman  Catholick  lady,  and  an 
heir  was  expected,  and  Mr.  Esmond  was  to  carry  this  in- 
telligence to  his  mistress  at  Loudon.     'Twas  a  difficult  em- 
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bassy ;  and  the  Colonel  felt  not  a  little  tremor  as  he  neared 
the  capital. 

He  reached  his  inn  late,  and  sent  a  messenger  to  Ken- 
sington to  announce  his  arrival  and  visit  the  next  morning. 
The  messenger  brought  back  news  that  the  Court  was  at 
Windsor,  and  the  fair  Beatrix  absent  and  engaged  in  her 
duties  there.  Only  Esmond's  mistress  remained  in  her 
house  at  Kensington.  She  appeared  in  Court  but  once  in 
the  year ;  Beatrix  was  quite  the  mistress  and  ruler  of  the 
little  mansion,  inviting  the  company  thither,  and  engaging 
ill  every  conceivable  frolick  of  town  pleasure.  Whilst  her 
mother,  acting  as  the  young  lady's  protectress  and  elder 
sister,  pursued  her  own  path,  which  was  quite  modest  and 
secluded. 

As  soon  as  ever  Esmond  was  dressed  (and  he  had  been 
awake  long  before  the  town),  he  took  a  coach  for  Kensing- 
ton, and  reached  it  so  early  that  he  met  his  dear  mistress 
coming  home  from  morning  prayers.  She  carried  her 
prayer-book,  never  allowing  a  footman  to  bear  it,  as  every- 
body else  did :  and  it  was  by  this  simple  sign  Esmond  knew 
what  her  occupation  had  been.  He  called  to  the  coachman 
to  stop,  and  jumped  out  as  she  looked  towards  him.  She 
wore  her  hood  as  usual,  and  she  turned  quite  pale  when 
she  saw  him.  To  feel  that  kind  little  hand  near  to  his 
heart  seemed  to  give  him  strength.  They  soon  were  at  the 
door  of  her  ladyship's  house — and  within  it. 

With  a  sweet  sad  smile  she  took  his  hand  and  kissed  it. 

"  How  ill  you  have  been :  how  weak  you  look,  my  dear 
Henry !  "  she  said. 

'Tis  certain  the  Colonel  did  look  like  a  ghost,  except 
that  ghosts  do  not  look  very  happy,  'tis  said.  Esmond  al- 
ways felt  so  on  returning  to  her  after  absence,  indeed  when- 
ever he  looked  in  her  sweet  kind  face. 

"  I  am  come  back  to  be  nursed  by  my  family,"  says  he. 
"  If  Frank  had  not  taken  care  of  me  after  my  wound,  very 
likely  I  should  have  gone  altogether." 

"Poor  Erank,  good  Frank,"  says  his  mother.  "You'll 
always  be  kind  to  him,  my  lord,"  she  went  on.  "The  poor 
child  never  knew  he  was  doing  you  a  wrong." 

"  My  lord !  "  cries  out  Colonel  Esmond.  "  What  do  you 
mean,  dear  lady?  " 

"  I  am  no  lady,"  says  she ;  "  I  am  Eachel  Esmond,  Fran- 
cis Esmond's  widow,  my  lord.     I  cannot  bear  that  title. 
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Would  we  never  had  taken  it  from  him  who  has  it  now. 
But  we  did  all  in  our  power,  Henry :  we  did  all  in  our 
power ;  and  my  lord  and  I — that  is " 

"  Who  told  you  this  tale,  dearest  lady?  "  asked  the  Colo- 
nel. 

"  Have  you  not  had  the  letter  I  writ  you?  I  writ  to  you 
at  Mons  directly  I  heard  it,"  says  Lady  Esmond. 

"  And  from  whom?  "  again  asked  Colonel  Esmond — and 
his  mistress  then  told  him  that  on  her  deathbed  the  Dow- 
ager Countess,  sending  for  her,  had  presented  her  with 
this  dismal  secret  as  a  legacy.  "  'Twas  very  malicious  of 
the  Dowager,"  Lady  Esmond  said,  "  to  have  had  it  so  long, 
and  to  have  kept  the  truth  from  me."  " Cousin  Eachel," 
she  said, — and  Esmond's  mistress  could  not  forbear  smiling 
as  she  told  the  story — "  Cousin  Rachel,"  cries  the  Dowager, 
"  I  have  sent  for  you,  as  the  doctors  say  I  may  go  off  any 
day  in  this  dysentery ;  and  to  ease  my  conscience  of  a  great 
load  that  has  been  on  it.  You  always  have  been  a  poor 
creature  and  unfit  for  great  honour,  and  what  I  have  to  say 
won't,  therefore,  aifect  you  so  much.  You  must  know, 
Cousin  Eachel,  that  I  have  left  my  house,  plate,  and  fur- 
niture, three  thousand  pounds  in  money,  and  my  diamonds 
that  my  late  revered  Saint  and  Sovereign,  King  James, 
presented  me  with,  to  my  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood." 

•'  To  my  Frank?  "  says  Lady  Castlewood :  "  I  was  in 
hopes " 

"To  Viscount  Castlewood,  my  dear;  Viscount  Castle- 
wood and  Baron  Esmond  of  Shandon  in  the  Kingdom  of 
Ireland,  Earl  and  Marquis  of  Esmond  under  patent  of  his 
Majesty  King  James  the  Second,  conferred  upon  my  hus- 
band the  late  Marquis — for  I  am  Marchioness  of  Esmond 
before  God  and  man." 

"And  have  you  left  poor  Harry  nothing,  dear  Mar- 
chioness? "  asks  Lady  Castlewood  (she  hath  told  me  the 
story  completely  since  with  her  quiet  arch  way;  the  most 
charming  any  woman  ever  had :  and  I  set  down  the  narra- 
tive here  at  length,  so  as  to  have  done  with  it).  "And 
have  you  left  poor  Harry  nothing?  "  asks  my  dear  lady: 
"for  you  know,  Henry,"  she  says  with  her  sweet  smile,  "I 
used  always  to  pity  Esau — and  I  think  I  am  on  his  side — 
though  papa  tried  very  hard  to  convince  me  the  other  way." 

"  Poor  Harry !  "  says  the  old  lady.  "  So  you  want  some- 
thing left  to  poor  Harry:  he,— he!  (reach  me  the  drops, 
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cousin).  Well,  then,  my  dear,  since  you  want  poor  Harry 
to  have  a  fortune,  you  must  understand  that  ever  since  the 
year  1691,  a  week  after  the  battle  of  the  Boyne,  where  the 
Prince  of  Orange  defeated  his  royal  sovereign  and  father, 
for  which  crime  he  is  now  suffering  iu  flames  (ugh !  ugh !) 
Harry  Esmond  hath  been  Marquis  of  Esmond  and  Earl  of . 
Castlewood  in  the  United  Kingdom,  and  Baron  and  Vis- 
count Castlewood  of  Shandon  in  Ireland,  and  a  Baronet — 
and  his  eldest  son  will  be,  by  courtesy,  styled  Earl  of  Cas- 
tlewood— he !  he !    What  do  you  think  of  that,  my  dear?  " 

"Gracious  mercy!  how  long  have  you  known  this?" 
cries  the  other  lady  (thinking  perhaps  that  the  old  Mar- 
chioness was  wandering  in  her  wits). 

"  My  husband,  before  he  was  converted,  was  a  wicked 
wretch,"  the  sick  sinner  continued.  "  When  ie  was  in_the 
Low  Countries  he  seduced  a  weaver's  daughter;  and  added 
to  his  wickedness  by  marrying  her.  And  then  he  came  to 
this  country  and  married  me — a  poor  girl — a  poor  innocent 
young  thing — I  say," — "though  she  was  past  forty,  you 
know,  Harry,  when  she  married :  and  as  for  being  inno- 
cent"  "Well,"  she  went  on,  "I  knew  nothing  of  my 

lord's  wickedness  for  three  years  after  our  marriage,  and 
after  the  burial  of  our  poor  little  boy  I  had  it  done  over 
again,  my  dear :  I  had  myself  married  by  Father  Holt  in 
Castlewood  chapel,  as  soon  as  ever  I  heard  the  creature 
was  dead — and  having  a  great  illness  then,  arising  from 
another  sad  disappointment  I  had,  the  priest  came  and  told 
me  that  my  lord  had  a  son  before  our  marriage,  and  that 
the  child  was  at  nurse  in  England ;  and  I  consented  to  let 
the  brat  be  brought  home,  and  a  queer  little  melancholy 
child  it  was  when  it  came. 

"  Our  intention  was  to  make  a  priest  of  him :  and  he  was 
bred  for  this,  until  you  perverted  him  from  it,  you  wicked 
woman.  And  I  had  again  hopes  of  giving  an  heir  to  my 
lord,  when  he  was  called  away  upon  the  King's  business, 
and  died  fighting  gloriously  at  the  Boyne  water. 

"Should  I  be  disappointed — I  owed  your  husband  no 
love,  my  dear,  for  he  had  jilted  me  in  the  most  scandalous 
way — and  I  thought  there  would  be  time  to  declare  the 
little  weaver's  son  for  the  true  heir.  But  I  was  carried  off 
to  prison,  where  your  husband  was  so  kind  to  me — urging 
all  his  friends  to  obtain  my  release,  and  using  all  his  credit 
in  my  favour — that  I  relented  towards  him,  especially  as 
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my  director  counselled  me  to  be  silent ;  and  that  it  was 
for  the  good  of  the  King's  service  that  the  title  of  our  fam- 
ily should  continue  with  your  husband  the  late  viscount, 
whereby  his  fidelity  would  be  always  secured  to  the  King. 
And  a  proof  of  this  is,  that  a  year  before  your  husband's 
death,  when  he  thought  of  taking  a  place  under  the  Prince 
of  Orange,  Mr.  Holt  went  to  him,  and  told  him  what  the 
state  of  the  matter  was,  and  obliged  him  to  raise  a  large 
sum  for  his  Majesty,  and  engaged  him  in  the  true  cause  so 
heartily,  that  we  were  sure  of  his  support  on  any  day  when 
it  should  be  considered  advisable  to  attack  the  usurper. 
Then  his  sudden  death  came ;  and  there  was  a  thought  of 
declaring  the  truth.  But  'twas  determined  to  be  best  for 
the  King's  service  to  let  the  title  still  go  with  the  younger 
branch;  and  there's  no  sacrifice  a  Castlewood  wouldn't 
make  for  that  cause,  my  dear. 

"  As  for  Colonel  Esmond,  he  knew  the  truth  already." 
("And  then,  Harry,"  my  mistress  said,  "she  told  me  of 
what  had  happened  at  my  dear  husband's  death-bed.") 
"  He  doth  not  intend  to  take  the  title,  though  it  belongs  to 
him.  But  it  eases  my  conscience  that  you  should  know  the 
truth,  my  dear.  And  your  son  is  lawfully  Viscount  Castle- 
wood so  long  as  his  cousin  doth  not  claim  the  rank." 

This  was  the  substance  of  the  Dowager's  revelation. 
Dean  Atterbury  had  knowledge  of  it,  Lady  Castlewood 
said,  and  Esmond  very  well  knows  how :  that  divine  being 
the  clergyman  for  whom  the  late  lord  had  sent  on  his  death- 
bed: and  when  Lady  Castlewood  would  instantly  have 
written  to  her  son,  and  conveyed  the  truth  to  him,  the 
Dean's  advice  was  that  a  letter  should  be  writ  to  Colonel 
Esmond  rather ;  that  the  matter  should  be  submitted  to  his 
decision,  by  which  alone  the  rest  of  the  family  were  bound 
to  abide. 

"And  can  my  dearest  lady  doubt  what  that  will  be?  " 
says  the  Colonel. 

"It  rests  with  you,  Harry,  as  the  head  of  our  house." 

"It  was  settled  twelve  years  since,  by  my  dear  lord's 
bed-side,"  says  Colonel  Esmond.  "The  children  must 
know  nothing  of  this.  Erank  and  his  heirs  after  him  must 
bear  our  name.  'Tis  his  rightfully;  I  have  not  even  a 
proof  of  that  marriage  of  my  father  and  mother,  though 
my  poor  lord,  on  his  death-bed,  told  me  that  Father  Holt 
had  brought  such  a  proof  to  Castlewood.    I  would  not  seek 
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it  when  I  was  abroad.  I  went  and  looked  at  my  poor 
mother's  grave  in  her  convent.  What  matter  to  her  now? 
No  court  of  law  on  earth,  upon  my  mere  word,  would  de- 
prive my  Lord  Viscount  and  set  me  up.  I  am  the  head  of, 
the  house,  dear  lady;  but  Frank  is  Viscount  of  Castlewood 
still.  And  rather  than  disturb  him,  I  would  turn  monk, 
or  disappear  in  America." 

As  he  spoke  so  to  his  dearest  mistress,  for  whom  he 
would  have  been  willing  to  give  up  his  life,  or  to  make  anj 
sacrifice  any  day,  the  fond  creature  flung  herself  down  on 
her  knees  before  him,  and  kissed  both  his  hands  in  an  out- 
break of  passionate  love  and  gratitude,  such  as  could  not 
but  melt  his  heart,  and  make  him  feel  very  proud  and 
thankful  that  God  had  given  him  the  power  to  show  his 
love  for  her,  and  to  prove  it  by  some  little  sacrifice  on  his 
own  part.  To  be  able  to  bestow  benefits  or  happiness  on 
those  one  loves  is  sure  the  greatest  blessing  conferred 
upon  a  man — and  what  wealth  or  name,  or  gratification  of 
ambition  or  vanity,  could  compare  with  the  pleasure  Es- 
mond now  had  of  being  able  to  confer  some  kmdness  upon 
his  best  and  dearest  friends? 

"Dearest  saint,"  says  he — "purest  soul,  that  has  had  so 
much  to  suffer,  that  has  blest  the  poor  lonely  orphan  with 
such  a  treasure  of  love!  'Tis  for  me  to  kneel,  not  for 
you :  'tis  for  me  to  be  thankful  that  I  can  make  you  happy. 
Hath  my  life  any  other  aim?  Blessed  be  God  that  I  can 
serve  you !  What  pleasure,  think  you,  could  all  the  world 
give  me  compared  to  that?  " 

"Don't  raise  me,"  she  said,  in  a  wild  way,  to  Esmond, 
who  would  have  lifted  her.  "  Let  me  kneel — ^let  me  kneel, 
and — and — worship  you. " 

Before  such  a  partial  judge  as  Esmond's  dear  mistress 
owned  herself  to  be,  any  cause  which  he  might  plead  was 
sure  to  be  given  in  his  favour ;  and  accordingly  he  found 
little  difficulty  in  reconciling  her  to  the  news  whereof  he 
was  bearer,  of  her  son's  marriage  to  a  foreign  lady.  Papist 
though  she  was.  Lady  Castlewood  never  could  be  brought 
to  think  so  ill  of  that  religion  as  other  people  in  England 
thought  of  it :  she  held  that  ours  was  undoubtedly  a  branch 
of  the  Church  Catholick,  but  that  the  Eoman  was  one  of 
the  main  stems  on  which,  no  doubt,  many  errors  had  been 
grafted  (she  was,  for  a  woman,  extraordinarily  well  versed 
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in  this  controversy,  having  acted,  as  a  girl,  as  secretary  to 
her  father,  the  late  dean,  and  written  many  of  his  sermons, 
tinder  his  dictation) ;  and  if  Prank  had  chosen  to  marry  a 
lady  of  the  church  of  south  Europe,  as  she  would  call  the 
Roman  communion,  that  was  no  need  whjr  she  should  not 
welcome- her  as  a  daughter-iu-law :  and  accordingly  slie 
writ  to  her  new  daughter  a  very  pretty,  touching  letter 
(as  Esmond  thought,  who  had  cognizance  of  it  before  it 
went),  in  which  the  only  hint  of  reproof  was  a  gentle  re- 
monstrance that  her  son  had  not  written  to  herself,  to  ask 
a  fond  mother's  blessing  for  that  step  which  he  was  about 
taking.  "  Castlewood  knew  very  well,"  so  she  wrote  to 
her  son,  "  that  she  never  denied  him  anything  in  her  power 
to  give,  much  less  would  she  think  of  opposing  a  marriage 
that  was  to  make  his  happiness,  as  she  trusted,  and  keep  him 
out  of  wild  courses,  which  had  alarmed  her  a  good  deal :  " 
and  she  besought  him  to  come  quickly  to  England,  to  set- 
tle down  in  his  family  house  of  Castlewood  ("  It  is  his 
family  house,"  says  she,  to  Colonel  Esmond,  "though  only 
his  own  house  by  your  forbearance  ")  and  to  receive  the  ac- 
compt  of  her  stewardship  during  his  ten  years'  minority. 
By  care  and  frugality,  she  had  got  the  estate  into  a  better 
condition  than  ever  it  had  been  since  the  Parliamentary 
wars;  and  my  lord  was  now  master  of  a  pretty,  small  in- 
come, not  encumbered  of  debts,  as  it  had  been,  during  his 
father's  ruinous  time.  "But  in  saving  my  son's  fortune," 
says  she,  "  T  fear  I  have  lost  a  great  part  of  my  hold  on 
him."  And,  indeed,  this  was  the  case:  her  ladyship's 
daughter  complaining  that  their  mother  did  all  for  Frank, 
and  nothing  for  her ;  and  Frank  himself  being  dissatisfied 
at  the  narrow,  simple  way  of  his  mother's  living  at  Wal- 
cote,  where  he  had  been  brought  up  more  like  a  poor  par- 
son' s  son  than  a  young  nobleman  that  was  to  make  a  ligure 
in  the  world.  'Twas  this  mistake  in  his  early  training, 
very  likely,  that  set  him  so  eager  upon  pleasure  when  he 
had  it  in  his  power ;  nor  is  he  the  first  lad  that  has  been 
spoiled  by  the  over-careful  fondness  of  women.  No  train- 
ing is  so  useful  for  children,  great  or  small,  as  the  com- 
pany of  their  betters  in  rank  or  natural  parts;  in  whose 
society  they  lose  the  overweening  sense  of  their  own  im- 
portance, which  stay-at-home  people  very  commonly  learn. 
But,  as  a  prodigal  that's  sending  in  a  schedule  of  his 
debts  to  his  friends,  never  puts  all  down,  and,  yoa  may  be 
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sure,  the  rogue  keeps  back  some  immense  swingeing  bill, 
that  he  doesn't  dare  to  own;  so  the  poor  Frank  had  a  very- 
heavy  piece  of  news  to  break  to  his  mother,  and  which  he 
hadn't  the  courage  to  introduce  into  his  first  confession. 
Some  misgivings  Esmond  might  have,  upon  receiving 
Frank's  letter,  and  knowing  into  what  hands  the  boy  had 
fallen ;  but  whatever  these  misgivings  were,  he  kept  them 
to  himself,  not  caring  to  trouble  his  mistress  with  any 
fears  that  might  be  groundless. 

However,  the  next  mail  which  came  from  Bruxelles, 
after  Frank  had  received  his  mother's  letters  there,  brought 
back  a  joint  composition  from  himself  and  his  wife,  who 
could  spell  no  better  than  her  young  scapegrace  of  a  hus- 
band, full  of  expressions  of  thanks,  love,  and  duty  to  the 
Dowager  Viscountess,  as  my  poor  lady  now  was  styled; 
and  along  with  this  letter  (which  was  read  in  a  family 
council,  namely,  the  Viscountess,  Mistress  Beatrix,  and  the 
writer  of  this  memoir,  and  which  was  pronounced  to  be 
vulgar  by  the  maid  of  honour,  and  felt  to  be  so  by  the 
other  two),  there  came  a  private  letter  for  Colonel  Esmond 
from  poor  Frank,  with  another  dismal  commission  for  the 
Colonel  to  execute,  at  his  best  opportunity ;  and  this  was  to 
announce  that  Frank  had  seen  fit,  "  by  the  exhortation  of 
Mr.  Holt,  the  influence  of  his  Clotilda,  and  the  blessing  of 
heaven  and  the  saints,"  says  my  lord  demurely,  "to  change 
his  religion,  and  be  received  into  the  bosom  of  that  church 
of  which  his  sovereign,  many  of  his  family,  and  the  greater 
part  of  the  civilized  world,  were  members. "  And  his  lord- 
ship added  a  postscript,  of  which  Esmond  knew  the  inspir- 
ing genius  very  well,  for  it  had  the  genuine  twang  of  the 
Seminary,  and  was  quite  unlike  poor  Frank's  ordinary  style 
of  writing  and  thinking ;  in  which  he  reminded  Colonel  Es- 
mond that  he  too  was,  by  birth,  of  that  church ;  and  that 
his  mother  and  sister  should  have  his  lordship's  prayers 
to  the  saints  (an  inestimable  benefit,  truly !)  for  their  con- 
version. 

If  Esmond  had  wanted  to  keep  this  secret,  he  could  not ; 
for  a  day  or  two  after  receiving  this  letter,  a  notice  from 
Bruxelles  appeared  in  the  Post-Boy  and  other  prints,  an- 
nouncing that  "  a  young  Irish  lord,  the  Viscount  C-stle- 
w — d,  just  come  to  his  majority,  and  who  had  served  the 
last  campaigns  with  great  credit,  as  aide-de-camp  to  his 
Grace   the  Duke  of   Marlborough,  had   declared  for  the 
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popish  religion  at  Bruxelles,  and  had  walked  in  a  proces- 
sion barefoot,  with  a  wax-taper  in  his  hand."  The  notori- 
ous Mr.  Holt,  who  had  been  employed  as  a  Jacobite  agent 
during  the  last  reign,  and  many  times  pardoned  by  King 
William,  had  been,  the  Post-Boy  said,  the  agent  of  this 
conversion. 

The  Lady  Castlewood  was  as  much  cast  down  by  this 
news  as  Miss  Beatrix  was  iadignant  at  it.  "  So,"  says  she, 
"  Castlewood  is  no  longer  a  home  for  us,  mother.  Frank's 
foreign  wife  will  bring  her  confessor,  and  there  will  be 
frogs  for  dinner;  and  all  Tusher's  and  my  grandfather's 
sermons  are  flung  away  upon  my  brother.  I  used  to  tell 
you  that  you  killed  him  with  the  catechism,  and  that  he 
would  turn  wicked  as  soon  as  he  broke  from  his  mammy's 
leading-strings.  Oh,  mother,  you  would  not  believe  that 
the  young  scapegrace  was  playing  you  tricks,  and  that 
sneak  of  a  Tusher  was  not  a  fit  guide  for  him.  Oh,  those 
parsons,  I  hate  'em  all !  "  says  Mistress  Beatrix,  clapping 
her  hands  together;  "yes,  whether  they  wear  cassocks 
and  buckles,  or  beards  and  bare  feet.  There's  a  horrid 
Irish  wretch  who  never  misses  a  Sunday  at  Court,  and  who 
pays  me  compliments  there,  the  horrible  man ;  and  if  you 
want  to  know  what  parsons  are,  you  should  see  his  be- 
haviour, and  hear  him  talk  of  his  own  cloth.  They're  all 
the  same,  whether  they're  bishops,  or  bonzes,  or  Indian 
fakirs.  They  try  to  domineer,  and  they  frighten  us  with 
kingdom  come ;  and  they  wear  a  sanctified  air  in  publick, 
and  expect  us  to  go  down  on  our  knees  and  ask  their  bless- 
ing; and  they  intrigue,  and  they  grasp,  and  they  backbite, 
and  they  slander  worse  than  the  worst  courtier  or  the 
wickedest  old  woman.  •  I  heard  this  Mr.  S-^ift  sneering  at 
my  Lord  Duke  of  Marlborough's  courage  the  other  day. 
He !  that  Teague  from  Dublin !  because  his  Grace  is  not  in 
favour,  dares  to  say  this  of  him ;  and  he  says  this  that  it 
may  get  to  her  Majesty's  ear,  and  to  coax  and  wheedle 
Mrs.  Masham.  They  say  the  Elector  of  Hanover  has  a 
dozen  of  mistresses  in  his  court  at  Herrenhausen,  and  if  he 
comes  to  be  king  over  us,  I  wager  that  the  bishops  and 
Mr.  Swift,  that  wants  to  be  one,  will  coax  and  wheedle 
them.  Oh,  those  priests  and  their  grave  airs!  I'm  sick  of 
their  square  toes  and  their  rustling  cassocks.  I  should 
like  to  go  to  a  country  where  there  was  not  one,  or  to  turn 
Quaker,  and  get  rid  of  'em  ;  and  I  would,  only  the  dress  is 
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not  becoming,  and  I've  much  too  pretty  a  figure  to  hide  it. 
Haven't  I,  cousin?  "  and  here  she  glanced  at  her  person  and 
the  looking-glass,  which  told  her  rightly  that  a  more  beau- 
tiful shape  and  face  never  were  seen. 

"I  made  that  onslaught  on  the  priests,"  says  Miss  Bea- 
trix, afterwards,  "  in  order  to  divert  my  poor  dear  mother's 
anguish  about  Frank.  Frank  is  as  vain  as  a  girl,  cousin. 
Talk  of  us  girls  being  vain,  what  are  we  to  you?  It  was 
easy  to  see  that  the  first  woman  who  chose  would  make  a 
fool  of  him,  or  the  first  robe — I  count  a  priest  and  a  woman 
all  the  same.  We  are  always  caballing;  we  are  not  an- 
swerable for  the  fibs  we  tell;  we  are  always  cajoling  and 
coaxing,  or  threatening ;  and  we  are  always  making  mis- 
chief. Colonel  Esmond — mark  my  word  for  that,  who  know 
the  world,  sir,  and  have  to  make  my  way  in  it.  I  see  as 
well  as  possible  how  Frank's  marriage  hath  been  managed. 
The  Count,  our  papa-in-law,  is  always  away  at  the  coffee- 
house. The  Countess,  our  mother,  is  always  in  the  kitchen 
looking  after  the  dinner.  The  Countess,  our  sister,  is  at 
the  spinet.  When  my  lord  comes  to  say  he  is  going  on  the 
campaign,  the  lovely  Clotilda  bursts  mto  tears,  and  faints 
— so ;  he  catches  her  in  his  arms — no,  sir,  keep  your  dis- 
tance, cousin,  if  you  please — she  cries  on  his  shoulder, 
and  he  says,  '  Oh,  my  divine,  my  adored,  my  beloved  Clo- 
tilda, are  you  sorry  to  part  with  me? '  '  Oh,  my  Francisco,' 
says  she,  '  oh,  my  lord ! '  and  at  this  very  instant  mamma 
and  a  couple  of  young  brothers,  with  mustachios  and  long 
rapiers,  come  in  from  the  kitchen,  where  they  have  been 
eating  bread  and  onions.  Mark  my  word,  you  will  have 
all  this  woman's  relations  at  Castlewood  three  months 
after  she  has  arrived  there.  The  old  count  and  countess, 
and  the  young  counts  and  all  the  little  countesses  her  sis- 
ters. Counts !  every  one  of  these  wretches  says  he  is  a 
count.  Guiscard,  that  stabbed  Mr.  Harvey,  said  he  was  a 
count ;  and  I  believe  he  was  a  barber.  All  Frenchmen  are 
barbers — Fiddledee !  don't  contradict  me — or  else  dancing- 
masters,  or  else  priests."     And  so  she  rattled  on. 

"  Who  was  it  taught  you  to  dance.  Cousin  Beatrix?  "  says 
the  Colonel. 

She  laughed  out  the  air  of  a  minuet,  and  swept  a  low 
curtsey,  coming  up  to  the  recover  with  the  prettiest  little 
foot  in- the  world  pointed  out.  Her  mother  came  in  as  she 
was  in  this  attitude ;  my  lady  had  been  in  her  closet,  hav- 
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in g  taken  poor  Frank's  conversion  in  a  very  serious  way ; 
the  madcap  girl  ran  up  to  her  mother,  put  her  arms  round 
her  waist,  kissed  her,  tried  to  make  her  dance,  and  said: 
"Don't  be  silly,  you  kind  little  mamma,  and  cry  about 
Frank  turning  Papist.  What  a  figure  he  must  be,  with  a 
white  sheet  and  a  candle,  walking  in  a  procession  bare- 
foot !  "  And  she  kicked  off  her  little  slippers  (the  wonder- 
fullest  little  shoes  with  wonderful  tall  red  heels :  Esmond 
pounced  upon  one  as  it  fell  close  beside  him),  and  she  put 
on  the  drollest  little  moue,  and  marched  up  and  down  the 
room  holding  Esmond's  cane  by  way  of  taper.  Serious  as 
her  mood  was,  Lady  Castlewood  could  not  refrain  from 
laughing ;  and  as  for  Esmond  he  looked  on  with  that  de- 
light with  which  the  sight  of  this  fair  creature  always  in- 
spired him :  never  had  he  seen  any  woman  so  arch,  so  bril- 
liant, and  so  beautiful. 

Having  finished  her  march,  she  put  out  her  foot  for  her 
slipper.  The  Colonel  knelt  down :  "  If  you  will  be  Pope 
I  will  turn  Papist,"  says  he ;  and  her  Holiness  gave  him 
gracious  leave  to  kiss  the  little  stockinged  foot  before  he 
put  the  slipper  on. 

Mamma' s  feet  began  to  pat  on  the  iioor  during  this  oper- 
ation, and  Beatrix,  whose  bright  eyes  nothing  escaped,  saw 
that  little  mark  of  impatience.  She  ran  up  and  embraced 
her  mother,  with  her  usual  cry  of,  "  Oh,  you  silly  little 
mamma :  your  feet  are  quite  as  pretty  as  mine,"  says  she : 
"they  are,  cousin,  though  she  hides  'em;  but  the  shoe- 
maker will  tell  you  that  he  makes  for  both  off  the  same 
last." 

"You  are  taller  than  I  am,  dearest,"  says  her  mother, 
blushing  over  her  whole  sweet  face — "  and — and  it  is  your 
hand,  my  dear,  and  not  your  foot  he  wants  you  to  give 
him  ;  "  and  she  said  it  with  a  hysterick  laugh,  that  had  more 
of  tears  than  laughter  in  it ;  laying  her  head  on  her  daugh- 
ter's fair  shoulder,  and  hiding  it  there.  They  made  a 
very  pretty  picture  together,  and  looked  like  a  pair  of  sis- 
ters— the  sweet  simple  matron  seeming  younger  than  her 
years,  and  her  daughter,  if  not  older,  yet  somehow,  from  a 
commanding  manner  and  grace  which  she  possessed  above 
most  women,  her  mother's  superior  and  protectress. 

"  But  oh ! "  cries  my  mistress,  recovering  herself  after 
this  scene,  and  returning  to  her  usual  sad  tone,  "  'tis  a 
shame  that  we  should  laugh  and  be  making  merry  on  a  day 
22 
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when  we  ought  to  be  down  on  our  knees  and  asking  par- 
don." 

"  Asking  pardon  for  what?  "  says  saucy  Mrs.  Beatrix — 
"  because  Frank  takes  it  into  his  head  to  fast  on  Fridays 
and  worship  images?  You  know  if  you  had  been  born  a 
Papist,  mother,  a  Papist  you  would  have  remained  to  the 
end  of  your  days.  'Tis  the  religion  of  the  King  and  of 
some  of  the  best  quality.  For  my  part,  I'm  no  enemy  to 
it,  and  think  Queen  Bess  was  not  a  penny  better  than 
Queen  Mary. " 

"Hush,  Beatrix!  Do  not  jest  with  sacred  things,  and 
remember  of  what  parentage  you  come,"  cries  my  lady. 
Beatrix  was  ordering  her  ribbons,  and  adjusting  her  tucker, 
and  performing  a  dozen  provokingly  pretty  ceremonies, 
before  the  glass.  The  girl  was  no  hypocrite  at  least.  She 
never  at  that  time  could  be  brought  to  think  but  of  the 
world  and  her  beauty ;  and  seemed  to  have  no  more  sense 
of  devotion  than  some  people  have  of  musick,  that  cannot 
distinguish  one  air  from  another.  Esmond  saw  this  fault 
in  her,  as  he  saw  many  others — a  bad  wife  would  Beatrix 
Esmond  make,  he  thought,  for  any  man  under  the  degree 
of  a  Priiiee.  She  Was  born  to  shine  in  great  assemblies, 
and  to  adorn  palaces,  and  to  command  everywhere- — to 
conduct  an  intrigue  of  politicks,  or  to  glitter  in  a  queen's 
train.  But  to  sit  at  a  homely  table,  and  mend  the  stock- 
ings of  a  poor  man's  children!  that  was  no  fitting  duty 
for  her,  or  at  least  one  that  she  wouldn't  have  broke  her 
heart  in  trying  to  do.  She  was  a  princess,  though  she  had 
scarce  a  shilling  to  her  fortune;  and  one  of  her  subjects — 
the  most  abject  and  devoted  wretch,  sure,  that  ever  driv- 
elled at  a  woman's  knees — was  this  unlucky  gentleman; 
who  bound  his  good  sense,  and  reason,  and  independence, 
hand  and  foot,  and  submitted  them  to  her. 

And  who  does  not  know  how  ruthlessly  women  will 
tyrannize  when  they  are  let  to  domineer?  and  who  does 
not  know  how  useless  advice  is?  I  could  give  good  counsel 
to  my  descendants,  but  I  know  they'll  follow  their  own 
way,  for  all  their  grandfather's  sermon.  A  man  gets  his 
own  experience  about  women,  and  will  take  nobody's  hear- 
say; nor,  indeed,  is  the  young  fellow  worth  a  fig  that 
would.  'Tis  I  that  am  in  love  with  my  mistress,  not  my 
old  grandmother  that  counsels  me :  'tis  I  that  have  fixed 
the  value  of  the  thing  I  would  have,  and  know  the  price  I 
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would  pay  for  it.  It  may  be  worthless  to  you,  but  'tis  all 
my  life  to  me.  Had  Esmond  possessed  the  Great  Mogul's 
crown  and  all  his  diamonds,  or  all  the  Duke  of  Marlbor- 
ough's money,  or  all  the  ingots  sunk  at  Vigo,  he  would 
have  given  them  all  for  this  woman.  A  fool  he  was,  if 
you  will ;  but  so  is  a  sovereign  a  fool,  that  will  give  half  a 
principality  for  a  little  crystal  as  big  as  a  pigeon's  egg,  and 
called  a  diamond :  so  is  a  wealthy  nobleman  a  fool,  that 
will  face  danger  or  death,  and  spend  half  his  life,  and  all 
his  tranquillity,  caballing  for  a  blue  riband;  so  is  a  Dutch 
merchant  a  fool,  that  hath  been  known  to  pay  ten  thousand 
crowns  for  a  tulip.  There's  some  particular_prize_we  all 
of  us  value,  and  that  every  man  of  spirit  will  venture  his 
life  for.  With  this,  it  may  be  to  achieve  a  great  reputa- 
tion for  learning;  with  that,  to  be  a  man  of  fashion,  and 
the  admiration  of  the  town ;  with  another,  to  consummate 
a  great  work  of  art  or  poetry,  and  go  to  immortality  that 
way ;  and  with  another,  for  a  certain  time  of  his  life,  the 
sole  object  and  aim  is  a  woman. 

Whilst  Esmond  was  under  the  domination  of  this  pas- 
sion, he  remembers  many  a  talk  he  had  with  his  intimates, 
who  used  to  rally  Our  Knight  of  the  Rueful  Countenance  at 
his  devotion,  whereof  he  made  no  disguise,  to  Beatrix ;  and 
it  was  with  replies  such  as  the  above  he  met  his  friends' 
satire.  "Granted,  I  am  a  fool,"  says  he,  "and  no  better 
than  you ;  but  you  are  no  better  than  I.  You  have  your 
folly  you  labour  for;  give  me  the  charity  of  mine.  What 
flatteries  do  you,  Mr.  St.  John,  stoop  to  whisper  in  the 
ears  of  a  queen's  favourite?  What  nights  of  labour  doth 
not  the  laziest  man  in  the  world  endure,  foregoing  his  bot- 
tle, and  his  boon  companions,  foregoing  Lais,  in  whose  lap 
he  would  like  to  be  yawning,  that  he  may  prepare  a  speech 
full  of  lies,  to  cajole  three  hundred  stupid  country-gentle- 
men in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  get  the  hiccupping 
cheers  of  the  October  Club !  What  days  will  you  spend  in 
your  jolting  chariot,"  (Mr.  Esmond  often  rode  to  Windsor, 
and  especially,  of  later  days,  with  the  Secretary.)  "What 
hours  will  you  pass  on  your  gouty  feet — and  how  humbly 
will  you  kneel  down  to  present  a  despatch — you,  the 
proudest  man  in  the  world,  that  has  not  knelt  to  God  since 
you  were  a  boy,  and  in  that  posture  whisper,  flatter,  adore 
almost,  a  stupid  woman,  that's  often  boozy  with  too  much 
meat  and  drink,  when  Mr.  Secretary  goes  for  his  audience ! 
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If  iny  pursuit  is  vanity,  sure  yours  is  too."  And  then  the 
Secretary  would  fly  out  in  such  a  rich  flow  of  eloquence, 
as  this  pen  cannot  pretend  to  recall ;  advocating  his  scheme 
of  ambition,  showing  the  great  good  he  would  do  for  his 
country  when  he  was  the  undisputed  chief  of  it ;  backing 
his  opinion  with  a  score  of  pat  sentences  from  Greek  and 
Roman  authorities  (of  which  kind  of  learning  he  made 
rather  an  ostentatious  display),  and  scornfully  vaunting 
the  very  arts  and  meannesses  by  which  fools  were  to  be 
made  to  follow  him,  opponents  to  be  bribed  or  silenced, 
doubters  converted,  and  enemies  overawed. 

"I  am  Diogenes,"  says  Esmond,  laughing,  "that  is 
taken  up  for  a  ride  in  Alexander's  chariot.  I  have  no  de- 
sire to  vanquish  Darius  or  to  tame  Bucephalus.  I  do  not 
want  what  you  want,  a  great  name  or  a  high  place :  to  have 
them  would  bring  me  no  pleasure.  But  my  moderation  is 
taste,  not  virtue ;  and  I  know  that  what  I  do  want  is  as 
vain  as  that  which  you  long  after.  Do  not  grudge  me  my 
vanity,  if  I  allow  yours ;  or  rather,  let  us  laugh  at  both  in- 
differently, and  at  ourselves,  and  at  each  other." 

"If  your  charmer  holds  out,"  says  St.  John,  "at  this 
rate  she  may  keep  you  twenty  years  besieging  her,  and 
surrender  by  the  time  you  are  seventy,  and  she  is  old 
enough  to  be  a  grandmother.  I  do  not  say  the  pursuit  of 
a  particular  woman  is  not  as  pleasant  a  pastime  as  any 
other  kiud  of  hunting,"  he  added ;  "  only,  for  my  part,  I 
find  the  game  won't  run  long  enough.  They  knock  uuder 
too  soon — that's  the  fault  I  find  with  'em." 

"  The  game  which  you  pursue  is  in  the  habit  of  being 
caught,  and  used  to  being  pulled  down,"  says  Mr.  Esmond. 

"  But  Dulcinea  del  Toboso  is  peerless,  eh?  "  says  the 
other.  "  Well,  honest  Harry,  go  and  attack  wiudmills — 
perhaps  thou  art  not  more  mad  than  other  people,"  St. 
John  added,  with  a  sigh. 
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CHAPTEE    III. 

A  PAPER  OUT  OP  THE  "SPECTATOR." 

Doth  any  young  gentleman  of  my  progeny,  who  may 
read  his  old  grandfather's  papers,  chance  to  be  presently 
suffering  under  the  passion  of  Love?  There  is  a  humiliat- 
ing cure,  but  one  that  is  easy  and  almost  speciiick  for  the 
malady — which  is,  to  try  an  alibi.  Esmond  went  away 
from  his  mistress  and  was  cured  a  half-dozen  times ;  he 
came  back  to  her  side,  and  instantly  fell  ill  again  of  the 
fever.  He  vowed  that  he  could  leave  her  and  think  no 
more  of  her,  and  so  he  could  pretty  well,  at  least,  suc- 
ceed in  quelling  that  rage  and  longing  he  had  whenever  he 
was  with  her ;  but  as  soon  as  he  returned  he  was  as  bad  as 
ever  again.  Truly  a  ludicrous  and  pitiable  object,  at  least 
exhausting  everybody's  pity  but  his  dearest  mistress's. 
Lady  Castlewood's,  in  whose  tender  breast  he  reposed  all 
his  dreary  confessions,  and  who  never  tired  of  hearing  him 
and  pleading  for  him. 

Sometimes  Esmond  would  think  there  was  hope.  Then 
again  he  would  be  plagued  with  despair,  at  some  imperti- 
nence or  coquetry  of  his  mistress.  For  days  they  would  be 
like  brother  and  sister,  or  the  dearest  friends — she,  simple, 
fond,  and  charming — he,  happy  beyond  measure  at  her 
good  behaviour.  But  this  would  all  vanish  on  a  sudden. 
Either  he  would  be  too  pressing,  and  hint  his  love,  when 
she  would  rebuff  him  instantly,  and  give  his  vanity  a  box 
on  the  ear ;  or  he  would  be  jealous,  and  with  perfect  good 
reason,  of  some  new  admirer  that  had  sprung  up,  or  some 
rich  young  gentleman  newly  arrived  in  the  town,  that  this 
incorrigible  flirt  would  set  her  nets  and  baits  to  draw 
in.  If  Esmond  remonstrated,  the  little  rebel  would  say — 
"  Who  are  you?  I  shall  go  my  own  way,  sirrah,  and  that 
way  is  towards  a  husband,  and  I  don't  want  you  on  the 
way.  I  am  for  your  betters.  Colonel,  for  your  betters :  do 
your  hear  that?  You  might  do  if  you  had  aia  estate  and 
were  younger ;  only  eight  years  older  than  I,  you  say !  pish, 
you  are  a  hundred  years  older.  You  are  an  old,  old  Grave- 
airs,  and  I  should  make  you  miserable,  that  would  be  the 
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ouly  comfort  I  should  have  in  marrying  you.  But  you 
have  not  money  enough  to  keep  a  cat  decently  after  you 
have  paid  your  man  his  wages,  and  your  landlady  her  bill. 
Do  you  think  I  am  going  to  live  in  a  lodging,  and  turn  the 
mutton  at  a  string  whilst  your  honour  nurses  the  baby? 
Fiddlestick,  and  why  did  you  not  get  this  nonsense  knocked 
out  of  your  head  when  you  were  in  the  wars?  You  are 
come  back  more  dismal  and  dreary  than  ever.  You  and 
mamma  are  fit  for  each  other.  You  might  be  Darby  and 
Joan,  and  play  cribbage  to  the  end  of  your  lives." 

"At  least  you  own  to  your  worldliness,  my  poor  'Trix," 
says  her  mother. 

"  Worldliness !  Oh,  my  pretty  lady !  Do  you  think  that 
I  am  a  child  in  the  nursery,  and  to  be  frightened  by 
Bogey?  Worldliness,  to  be  sure;  and  pray,  madam,  where 
is  the  harm  of  wishing  to  be  comfortable?  When  you  are 
gone,  you  dearest  old  woman,  or  when  I  am  tired  of  you 
and  have  run  away  from  you,  where  shall  I  go?  Shall  I 
go  and  be  head  nurse  to  my  Popish  sister-in-law,  take  the 
children  their  physick,  and  whip  'em,  and  put  'em  to  bed 
wlien  they  are  naughty?  Shall  I  be  Castlewood's  upper 
servant,  and  perhaps  marry  Tom  Tusher?  Merci!  I  have 
been  long  enough  Frank's  humble  servant.  Why  am  I  not 
_a_man?  I  have  ten  times  his  brains,  and  had  I  worn  the 
— well,  don't  let  your  ladyship  be  frightened — had  I  worn  a 
sword  and  periwig  instead  of  this  mantle  and  commode  to 
which  nature  has  condemned  me — (though  'tis  a  pretty 
stuff,  too^ — Cousin.  Esmond !  you  will  go  to  the  Exchange 
to-morrow,  and  get  the  exact  counterpart  of  this  ribbon, 
sir;  do  you  hear?) — I  would  have  made  our  name  talked 
about.  So  would  Graveairs  here  have  made  something  out 
"of  bur  name  if  he  had  represented  it.  My  Lord  Graveairs 
would  have  done  very  well.  Yes,  you  have  a  very  pretty 
way,  and  would  have  made  a  very  decent,  grave  speaker." 
And  here  she  began  to  imitate  Esmond's  way  of  carrying 
himself  and  speaking  to  his  face,  and  so  ludicrously  that 
his  mistress  burst  out  a-laughing,  and  even  he  himself 
could  see  there  was  some  likeness  in  the  fantastical  mali- 
cious caricature. 

"Yes,"  says  she,  "I  solemnly  vow,  own,  and  confess, 
that  I  want  a  good  husband.  Where's  the  harm  of  one? 
My  face  is  my  fortune.  Who'll  come? — buy,  buy,  buy! 
I  cannot  toil,  neither  can  I  spin,  but  I  can  play  twenty- 


HENRY  ESMOND.  343 

three  games  on  the  cards.  I  can  dance  the  last  dance,  I 
can  hunt  the  stag,  and  I  think  I  could  shoot  flying.  I  can 
talk  as  wicked  as  any  woman  of  my  years,  and  know 
enough  stories  to  amuse  a  sulky  husband  for  at  least  one 
thousand  and  one  nights.  I  have  a  pretty  taste  for  dress, 
diamonds,  gambling,  and  old  China.  I  love  sugar-plums, 
Malines  lace  (that  you  brought  me,  cousin,  is  very  pretty), 
the  opera,  and  everything  that  is  useless  and  costly.  I 
have  got  a  monkey  and  a  little  black  boy^Pompey,  sir,  go 
and  give  a  dish  of  chocolate  to  Colonel  Graveairs, — and  a 
parrot  and  a  spaniel,  and  t  must  have  a  husband.  Cupid, 
you  hear?  " 

"  Iss,  Missis !  "  says  Pompey,  a  little  grinning  negro 
Lord  Peterborow  gave  her,  with  a  bird  of  Paradise  in  his 
turbant,  and  a  collar  with  his  mistress's  name  on  it. 

"  Iss,  Missis !  "  says  Beatrix,  imitating  the  child.  "  And 
if  husband  not  come,  Pompey  must  go  fetch  one." 

And  Pompey  went  away  grinning  with  his  chocolate  tray 
as  Miss  Beatrix  ran  up  to  her  mother  and  ended  her  sally 
of  mischief  in  her  common  way,  with  a  kiss — no  wonder 
that  upon  paying  such  a  penalty  her  fond  judge  pardoned 
her. 

When  Mr.  Esmond  came  home,  his  health  was  still 
shattered ;  and  he  took  a  lodging  near  to  his  mistresses,  at 
Kensington,  glad  enough  to  be  served  by  them,  and  to  see 
them  day  after  day.  He  was  enabled  to  see  a  little  com- 
pany— and  of  the  sort  he  liked  best.  Mr.  Steele  and  Mr. 
Addison  both  did  him  the  honour  to  visit  him ;  and  drank 
many  a  glass  of  good  claret  at  his  lodging,  whilst  their 
entertainer,  through  his  wound,  was  kept  to  diet  drink  and 
gruel.  These  gentlemen  were  Whigs,  and  great  admirers 
of  my  Lord  Duke  of  Marlborough ;  and  Esmond  was  en- 
tirely of  the  other  party.  But  their  different  views  of  poli- 
ticks did  not  prevent  the  gentlemen  from  agreeing  in  pri- 
vate, nor  from  allowing,  on  one  evening  when  Esmond's 
kind  old  patron,  Lieutenant-G-eneral  Webb,  with  a  stick 
and  a  crutch,  hobbled  up  to  the  Colonel's  lodging  (which 
was  prettily  situate  at  Knightsbridge,  between  London  and 
Kensington,  and  looking  over  the  Gardens),  that  the  Lieu- 
tenant-General  was  a  noble  and  gallant  soldier — and  even 
that  he  had  been  hardly  used  in  the  Wynendael  affair. 
He  took  his  revenge  in  talk,  that  must  be  confessed ;  and 


■344  HENRY  ESMOND. 

if  Mr.  Addison  had  had  a  mind  to  write  a  poem  about 
Wynendael,  he  might  have  heard  from  the  commander's 
•own  lips  the  story  a  hundred  times  over. 

Mr.  Esmond,  forced  to  be  quiet,  betook  himself  to  liter- 
■ature  for  a  relaxation,  and  composed  his  comedy,  whereof 
the  prompter's  copy  lieth  in  my  walnut  eserutoire,  sealed 
^ip  and  docketed,  "  The  Faithful  Fool,  a  Comedy,  as  it  was 
performed  by  her  Majesty's  Servants."  'Twas  a  very  sen- 
timental piece ;  and  Mr.  Steele,  who  had  more  of  that  kind 
of  sentiment  than  Mr.  Addison,  admired  it,  whilst  the  other 
rather  sneered  at  the  performance ;  though  he  owned  that, 
here  and  there,  it  contained  some  pretty  strokes.  He  was 
bringing  out  his  own  play  of  Cato  at  the  time,  the  blaze  of 
which  quite  extinguished  Esmond's  farthing  candle;  and 
his  name  was  never  put  to  the  piece,  which  was  printed  as 
by  a  Person  of  Quality.  Only  nine  copies  were  sold, 
though  Mr.  Dennis,  the  great  critick,  praised  it,  and  said 
'twas  a  work  of  great  merit;  and  Colonel  Esmond  had  the 
whole  impression  burned  one  day  in  a  rage,  by  Jack  Lock- 
wood,  his  man. 

All  this  comedy  was  full  of  bitter  satirick  strokes  against 
a  certain  young  lady.  The  plot  of  the  piece  was  quite  a 
new  one.  A  young  woman  was  represented  with  a  great 
number  of  suitors,  selecting  a  pert  fribble  of  a  peer,  in 
place  of  the  hero  (but  ill-acted,  I  think,  by  Mr.  Wilks,  the 
Faithful  Fool,)  who  persisted  in  admiring  her.  In  the 
fifth  act,  Teraminta  was  made  to  discover  the  merits  of 
Eugenio  (the  F.  F.),  and  to  feel  a  partiality  for  him  too 
late ;  for  he  announced  that  he  had  bestowed  his  hand  and 
estate  upon  Rosaria,  a  country  lass,  endowed  with  every 
virtue.  But  it  must  be  owned  that  the  audience  yawned 
through  the  play ;  and  that  it  perished  on  the  third  night, 
with  only  half  a  dozen  persons  to  behold  its  agonies. 
Esmond  and  his  two  mistresses  came  to  the  first  night,  and 
Miss  Beatrix  fell  asleep ;  whilst  her  mother,  who  had  not 
been  to  a  play  since  King  James  the  Second's  time,  thought 
the  piece,  though  not  brilliant,  had  a  very  pretty  moral. 

Mr.  Esmond  dabbled  in  letters,  and  wrote  a  deal  of 
prose  and  verse  at  this  time  of  leisure.  When  displeased 
with  the  conduct,  of  Miss  Beatrix,  he  would  compose  a 
satyre,  in  which  he   relieved  his   mind.  _  When  smarting' 


under  the  faithlessness  of  women,  he  dashed  off  a  copy  of 
verses,  in  which  he  held  the  whole  sex  up  to  scorn.     One 
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day,  in  one  of  these  moods,  he  made  a  little  joke,  in  which 
(swearing  him  to  secrecy)  he  got  his  friend  Dick  Steele  to 
help  him ;  and,  composing  a  paper,  he  had  it  printed  ex- 
actly like  Steele's  paper,  and  by  his  printer,  and  laid  on 
his  mistress's  breakfast-table  the  following — 

"  Spectator. 

"No.  341.  "  Tuesday,  April  1,  1712. 

Mutato  nomine  de  te  Pabula  narratur. — Hobacb. 
Thyself  the  moral  of  the  Fable  see. — Crbbch. 

"  Jocasta  is  known  as  a  woman  of  learning  and  fashion, 
and  as  one  of  the  most  amiable  persons  of  this  court  and 
country.  She  is  at  home  two  mornings  of  the  week,  and 
all  the  wits  and  a  few  of  the  beauties  of  London  flock  to 
her  assemblies.  When  she  goes  abroad  to  Tunbridge  or 
the  Bath,  a  retinue  of  adorers  rides  the  journey  with  her; 
and  besides  the  London  beaux,  she  has  a  crowd  of  admir- 
ers at  the  Wells,  the  polite  amongst  the  natives  of  Sussex 
and  Somerset  pressing  round  her  tea-tables,  and  being 
anxious  for  a  nod  from  her  chair.  Jocasta' s  acquaintance 
is  thus  very  numerous.  Indeed,  'tis  one  smart  writer's 
work  to  keep  her  visiting-book — a  strong  footman  is  engaged 
to  carry  it ;  and  it  would  require  a  much  stronger  head  even 
than  Jocasta' s  own  to  remember  the  names  of  all  her  dear 
friends. 

"  Either  at  Epsom  Wells  or  at  Tunbridge  (for  of  this 
important  matter  Jocasta  cannot  be  certain)  it  was  her 
ladyship's  fortune  to  become  acquainted  with  a  young  gen- 
tleman, whose  conversation  was  so  sprightly,  and  manners 
amiable,  that  she  invited  the  agreeable  young  spark  to  visit 
her  if  ever  he  came  to  London,  where  her  house  in  Spring 
Garden  should  be  open  to  him.  Charming  as  he  was,  and 
without  any  manner  of  doubt  a  pretty  fellow,  Jocasta  hath 
such  a  regiment  of  the  like  contiuually  marching  round  her 
standard,  that  'tis  no  wonder  her  attention  is  distracted 
amongst  them.  And  so,  though  this  gentleman  made  a 
considerable  impression  upon  her,  and  touched  her  heart 
for  at  least  three-and-twenty  minutes,  it  must  be  owned 
that  she  has  forgotten  his  name.  He  is  a  dark  man,  and 
may  be  eight-and-twenty  years  old.  His  dress  is  sober, 
though  of  rich  materials.     He  has  a  mole  on  his  forehead 
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over  his  left  eye ;  has  a  blue  ribbon  to  his  cane  and  sword, 
and  wears  his  own  hair. 

"  Joeasta  was  much  flattered  by  beholding  her  admirer 
(for  that  everybody  admires  who  sees  her  is  a  point  which 
she  never  can  for  a  moment  doubt)  in  the  next  pew  to  her 
at  St.  James's  Church  last  Sunday;  and  the  manner  in 
which  he  appeared  to  go  to  sleep  during  the  sermon — 
though  from  under  his  fringed  eyelids  it  was  evident  he 
was  casting  glances  of  respectful  rapture  towards  Joeasta 
— deeply  moved  and  interested  her.  On  coming  out  of 
church,  he  found  his  way  to  her  chair,  and  made  her  an 
elegant  bow  as  she  stepped  into  it.  She  saw  him  at  Court 
afterwards,  where  he  carried  himself  with  a  most  distin- 
guished air,  though  none  of  her  acquaintances  knew  his 
name ;  and  the  iiext  night  he  was  at  the  play,  where  her 
ladyship  was  pleased  to  acknowledge  him  from  the  side- 
box. 

During  the  whole  of  the  comedy  she  racked  her  brains 
so  to  remember  his  name  that  she  did  not  hear  a  word  of 
the  piece:  and  having  the  happiness  to  meet  him  once 
more  in  the  lobby  of  the  playhouse,  she  went  up  to  him 
in  a  flutter,  and  bade  him  remember  that  she  kept  two 
nights  in  the  week,  and  that  she  longed  to  see  him  at 
Spring  Garden. 

"  He  appeared  on  Tuesday,  in  a  rich  suit,  showing  a  very 
fine  taste  both  in  the  tailor  and  wearer ;  and  though  a  knot 
of  us  were  gathered  round  the  charming  Joeasta,  fellows 
who  pretended  to  know  every  face  upon  the  town,  not  one 
could  tell  the  gentleman's  name  in  reply  to  Joeasta' s  eager 
inquiries,  flung  to  the  right  and  left  of  her  as  he  advanced 
up  the  room  with  a  bow  that  would  become  a  duke. 

"Joeasta  acknowledged  this  salute  with  one  of  those 
smiles  and  curtsies  of  which  that  lady  hath  the  secret. 
She  curtsies  with  a  languishing  air,  as  if  to  say,  '  You  are 
come  at  last.  I  have  been  pining  for  you : '  and  then  she 
finishes  her  victim  with  a  killing  look,  which  declares :  '  O 
Philander!  I  have  no  eyes  but  for  you.'  Camilla  hath  as 
good  a  curtsey  perhaps,  and  Tlialestris  much  such  another 
look;  but  the  glance  and  the  curtsey  together  belong  to 
Joeasta  of  all  the  English  beauties  alone. 

'"Welcome  to  London,  sir,'  says  she.  'One  can  see 
you  are  from  the  country  by  your  looks.'  She  would  have 
said  '  Epsom,'  or  '  Tunbridge,'  had  she  remembered  rightly 
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at  which  place  she  had  met  the  stranger ;  but,  alas !  she 
had  forgotten. 

"  The  gentleman  said,  '  he  had  been  in  town  but  three 
days ;  and  one  of  his  reasons  for  coming  hither  was  to  have 
the  honour  of  paying  his  court  to  Jocasta.' 

"  She  said, '  the  waters  had  agreed  with  her  but  indiffer- 
ently. ' 

'"The  waters  were  for  the  sick,'  the  gentleman  said: 
'  the  young  and  beautiful  came  but  to  make  them  sparkle. 
And  as  the  clergyman  read  the  service  on  Sunday,'  he 
added,  '  your  ladyship  reminded  me  of  the  angel  that  vis- 
ited the  pool.'  A  murmur  of  approbation  saluted  this 
sally.  Manilio,  who  is  a  wit  when  he  is  not  at  cards,  was 
in  such  a  rage  that  he  revoked  when  he  heard  it. 

"  Jocasta  was  an  angel  visiting  the  waters ;  but  at  which 
of  the  Bethesdas?  She  was  puzzled  more  and  more ;  and, 
as  her  way  always  is,  looked  the  more  innocent  and  simple, 
the  more  artful  her  intentions  were. 

"'We  were  discoursing,'  says  she,  'about  spelling  of 
names  and  words  when  you  came.  Why  should  we  say 
goold  and  write  gold,  and  call  china  chayney,  and  Caven- 
dish Candish,  and  Cholmondeley  Chumley?  If  we  call 
Pulteney  Poltney,  why  shouldn't  we  call  poultry  pultry — 
and ' 

"'  Such  an  enchantress  as  your  ladyship,'  says  he,  '  is 
mistress  of  all  sorts  of  spells.'  But  this  was  Dr.  Swift'  s 
pun,  and  we  all  knew  it. 

"  '  And — and  how  do  you  spell  your  name?  '  says  she, 
coming  to  the  point  at  length ;  for  this  sprightly  conversa- 
tion had  lasted  much  longer  than  is  here  set  down,  and 
been  carried  on  through  at  least  three  dishes  of  tea. 

"'  Oh,  madam,'  says  he,  '1  spell  m/y  name  with  the  y.' 
And  laying  down  his  dish,  my  gentleman  made  another 
elegant  bow,  and  was  gone  in  a  moment. 

"  Jocasta  hath  had  no  sleep  since  this  mortification,  and 
the  stranger's  disappearance.  If  baulked  in  anything,  she 
is  sure  to  lose  her  health  and  temper;  and  we,  her  ser- 
vants, suffer,  as  usual,  during  the  angry  fits  of  our  Queen. 
Can  you  help  us,  Mr.  Spectator,  Avho  know  everything, 
to  read  this  riddle  for  her,  and  set  at  rest  all  our  minds? 
We  find  in  her  list,  Mr.  Berty,  Mr.  Smith,  Mr.  Pike,  Mr. 
Tyler — who  may  be  Mr.  Bertie,  Mr.  Smyth,  Mr.  Pyke, 
Mr.  Tiler,  for  what  we  know.     She  hath  turned  away  the 
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clerk  of  her  visiting-book,  a  poor  fellow  with  a  great  fam- 
ily of  children.  Eead  me  this  riddle,  good  Mr.  Shortface, 
and  oblige  your  admirer — CEdipus." 

"  The  Trumpet  Coffee-house,  Whitehall. 

"Mb.  Spbctatok, — I  am  a  gentleman  but  little  ac- 
quainted with  the  town,  though  I  have  had  a  university 
education,  and  passed  some  years  serving  my  country 
abroad,  where  my  name  is  better  known  than  in  the  coffee- 
houses and  St.  James's. 

"  Two  years  since  my  uncle  died,  leaving  me  a  pretty 
estate  in  the  county  of  Kent;  and  being  at  Tunbridge 
Wells  last  summer,  after  my  mourning  was  over,  and  on 
the  look  out,  if  truth  must  be  told,  for  some  young  lady 
who  would  share  with  me  the  solitude  of  my  great  Kentish 
house,  and  be  kind  to  my  tenantry  (for  whom  a  woman 
can  do  a  great  deal  more  good  than  the  best-intentioned 
man  can),  I  was  greatly  fascinated  by  a  young  lady  of 
London,  who  was  the  toast  of  all  the  company  at  the 
Wells.  Every  one  knows  Saccharissa's  beauty;  and  I 
think,  Mr.  Spectator,  no  one  better  than  herself. 

"  My  table-book  informs  me  that  I  danced  no  less  than 
seven-and-twenty  sets  with  her  at  the  Assembly.  I  treated 
her  to  the  fiddles  twice.  T  was  admitted  on  several  days 
to  her  lodging,  and  received  by  her  with  a  great  deal  of 
distinction,  and,  for  a  time,  was  entirely  her  slave.  It 
was  only  when  I  found,  from  common  talk  of  the  company 
at  the  Wells,  and  from  narrowly  watching  one,  who  I  once 
thought  of  asking  the  most  sacred  question  a  man  can  put 
to  a  woman,  that  I  became  aware  how  unfit  she  was  to  be 
a  country  gentleman's  wife ;  and  that  this  fair  creature  was 
but  a  heartless  worldly  jilt,  playing  with  affections  that 
she  never  meant  to  return,  and,  indeed,  incapable  of  re- 
turning them.  'Tis  admiration  such  women  want,  not  love 
that  touches  them ;  and  I  can  conceive,  in  her  old  age,  no 
more  wretched  creature  than  this  lady  will  be,  when  her 
beauty  hath  deserted  her,  when  her  admirers  have  left  her, 
and  she  hath  neither  friendship  nor  religion  to  console  her. 

"Business  calling  me  to  London,  I  went  to  St.  James's 
Church  last  Sunday,  and  there  opposite  me  sat  my  beauty 
of  the  Wells.  Her  behaviour  during  the  whole  service  was 
so  pert,  languishing,  and  absurd ;  she  flirted  her  fan,  and 
ogled  and  eyed  me  in  a  manner  so  indecent,  that  I  was 
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obliged  to  shut  my  eyes,  so  as  actually  not  to  see  her,  and 
whenever  I  opened  them  beheld  hers  (and  very  bright  they 
are)  still  staring  at  me.  I  fell  in  with  her  afterwards  at 
Court,  and  at  the  playhouse ;  and  here  nothing  would  sat- 
isfy her  but  she  must  elbow  through  the  crowd  and  speak 
to  me,  and  invite  me  to  the  assembly,  which  she  holds  at 
her  house,  not  very  far  from  Ch-r-ng  Cr-ss. 

"  Having  made  her  a  promise  to  attend,  of  course  I  kept 
my  promise ;  and  found  the  young  widow  in  the  midst  of 
a  half-dozen  of  card-tables,  and  a  crowd  of  wits  and  ad- 
mirers. I  made  the  best  bow  I  could,  and  advanced 
towards  her ;  and  saw  by  a  peculiar  puzzled  look  in  her 
face,  though  she  tried  to  hide  her  perplexity,  that  she  had 
forgotten  even  my  name. 

"  Her  talk,  artful  as  it  was,  convinced  me  that  I  had 
guessed  aright.  Slie  turned  the  conversation  most  ridicu- 
lously upon  the  spelling  of  names  and  words;  and  I  replied 
with  as  ridiculous  fulsome  compliments  as  I  could  pay  her : 
indeed,  one  in  which  I  compared  her  to  an  angel  visiting 
the  sick  wells,  went  a  little  too  far ;  nor  should  I  have  em- 
ployed it,  but  that  the  allusion  came  from  the  Second  Les- 
son last  Sunday,  which  we  both  had  heard,  and  I  was 
pressed  to  answer  her. 

"Then  she  came  to  the  question,  which  I  knew  was 
awaiting  me,  and  asked  how  I  spelt  my  name?  '  Madam,' 
says  I,  turning  on  my  heel,  '  I  spell  it  with  a  y. '  And  so 
I  left  her,  wondering  at  the  light-heartedness  of  the  town- 
people,  who  forget  and  make  friends  so  easily,  and  resolved 
to  look  elsewhere  for  a  partner  for  your  constant  reader, 

"Cymon  Wtldoats. 

"  You  know  my  real  name,  Mr.  Spectator,  in  which  there 
is  no  such  a  letter  as  hupsilon.  But  if  the  lady,  whom  I 
have  called  Saccharissa,  wonders  that  I  appear  no  more  at 
the  tea-tables,  she  is  hereby  respectfully  informed  the 
reason  y." 

The  above  is  a  parable,  whereof  the  writer  will  now  ex- 
pound the  '  meaiiirigT^Jocasta  was  no  other  than  Miss 
Esmond,  Maid  of  Honour  toTieFMaJestyr  She  had  told" 
Mr.  Tismond  this  little  story  of  having  met  a  gentleman 
somewhere,  and  forgetting  his  name,  when  the  gentleman, 
with  no  such  malicious  intentions  as  those  of  "Cymon  "  in 
the  above  fable,  made  the  answer  simply  as  above ;  and  we 


350  HEITRY  ESMOND. 

all  laughed  to  think  how  little  Mistress  Joeasta-Beatrix 
had  profited  by  her  artifice  aud  precautions. 

As  for  Cymon  he  was  intended  to  represent  yours  and 
her  very  humble  servant,  the  writer  of  the  apologue  and  of 
this  story,  which  we  had  printed  on  a  Spectator  paper  at 
Mr.  Steele's  office,  exactly  as  those  famous  journals  were 
printed,  and  which  was  laid  on  the  table  at  breakfast  in 
place  of  the  real  newspaper.  Mistress  Jocasta,  who  had 
plenty  of  wit,  could  not  live  without  her  Spectator  to  her 
tea ;  and  this  sham  Spectator  was  intended  to  convey  to  the 
young  woman  that  she  herself  was  a  flirt,  and  that  Cymon 
was  a  gentleman  of  honour  and  resolution,  seeing  all  her 
faults,  and  determined  to  break  the  chains  once  and  for  ever. 

For  though  enough  hath  been  said  about  this  love-busi- 
ness already — enough,  at  least,  to  prove  to  the  writer's 
heirs  what  a  silly  fond  fool  their  old  grandfather  was,  who 
would  like  them  to  consider  him  as  a  very  wise  old  gentle- 
manj  yet  not  near  all  has  been  told  jjonceming  this  mat- 
ter, which,  if  it  were  allowed  to  take  in  Esmond's  journal 
the  space  it  occupied  in  his  time,  would  wearyhis  kinsmen 
and  women  of  a  hundred  years'  time  beyond  all  endurance ; 
and  form  such  a  diary  of  folly  and  drivelling,  raptures  and 
rage,  as  no  man  of  ordinary  vauity  would  like  to  leave  be- 
Innd  him. 

The  truth  is,  that,  whether  she  laughed  at  him  or  en- 
couraged him ;  whether  she  smiled  or  was  cold,  and  turned 
her  smiles  on  another ;  worldly  and  ambitious,  as  he  knew 
her  to  be ;  hard  and  careless,  as  she  seemed  to  grow  with 
her  court  life,  and  a  hundred  admirers  that  came  to  her 
and  left  her ;  Esmond,  do  what  he  would,  never  could  get 
Beatrix  out  of  his  mind;  thought  of  her  constantly  at 
home  or  away.  If  he  read  his  naiue  in  a  Gazette,  or 
escaped  the  shot  of  a  cannon-ball  or  a  greater  danger  in 
the  campaign,  as  has  happened  to  him  more  than  once,  the 
instant  thought  after  the  honour  achieved  or  the  danger 
avoided,  was,  "  What  will  she  say  of  it? "  "  Will  this 
distinction  or  the  idea  of  this  peril  elate  her  or  touch  her, 
so  as  to  be  better  inclined  towards  me?  "  He  could  no 
more  help  this  passionate  fidelity  of  temper  than  he  could 
help  the  eyes  he  saw  with — one  or  the  other  seemed  a  part 
of  his  nature ;  and  knowing  every  one  of  her  faults  as  well 
as  the  keenest  of  her  detractors,  and  the  folly  of  an  attach- 
ment to  such  a  woman,  of  which  the  fi-uition  could  never 
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bring  him  happiness  fqr  above  a  week,  there  was  yet  a 
charm  about  this  Circe  from  which  the  poor  deluded  gen- 
tleman could  not  free  himself;  and  for  a  much  longer 
period  than  Ulysses  (another  middle-aged  officer,  who  had 
travelled  much,  and  been  in  the  foreign  wars,)  Esmond 
felt  himself  enthralled  and  besotted  by  the  wiles  of  this 
enchantress.  Quit  her!  He  could  no  more  quit  her,  as 
the  Cymon  of  this  story  was  made  to  quit  his  false  one, 
than  he  could  lose  his  consciousness  of  yesterday.  She  had 
but  to  raise  her  finger,  and  he  would  come  back  from  ever 
so  far ;  she  had  but  to  say  I  have  discarded  such  and  such 
an  adorer,  and  the  poor  infatuated  wretch  would  be  sure 
to  come  and  roder  about  her  mother's  house,  willing  to  be 
put  on  the  ranks  of  suitors,  though  he  knew  he  might  be 
cast  ofE  the  next  week.  If  he  were  like  Ulysses  in  his 
folly,  at  least  she  was  in  so  far  like  Penelope  that  she  had 
a  crowd  of  suitors,  and  undid  day  after  day  and  night  after 
night  the  handiwork  of  fascination  and  the  web  of  coquetry 
with  which  she  was  wont  to  allure  and  entertain  them. 

Part  of  her  coquetry  may  have  come  from  her  position 
about  the  Court,  where  the  beautiful  maid  of  honour  was 
the  light  about  which  a  thousand  beaux  came  and  fluttered ; 
where  she  was  sure  to  have  a  ring  of  admirers  round  her, 
crowding  to  listen  to  her  repartees  as  much  as  to  admire 
her  beauty ;  and  where  she  spoke  and  listened  to  much  free 
talk,  such  as  one  never  would  have  thought  the  lips  or  ears 
of  Eachel  Castlewood's  daughter  would  have  uttered  or 
heard.  When  in  waiting  at  Windsor  or  Hampton,  the 
Court  ladies  or  gentlemen  would  be  making  riding  parties 
together;  Mrs.  Beatrix  in  a  horseman's  coat  and  hat,  the 
foremost  after  the  stag-hounds  and  over  the  park  fences,  a 
crowd  of  young  fellows  at  her  heels.  _  If  the  Englishjjoun^ 
try  ladies  at  this  time  were  the  most  pure  and  modest  of 
any  laddies  in  the  world — ^the  English  town  and  court  ladies 
permitted  themselves  words  and  behaviour,  that  were 
_jaeither ..modest  nor  pure;  and  claimed,  some  of  them,  a 
freedom  which  those  who  love  that  sex  most  would  never 
wish  to  grant  them.  The  gentlemen  of  my  family  that 
follow  after  me  (for  I  don't  encourage  the  ladies  to  pursue 
any  such  studies)  may  read  in  the  works  of  Mr.  Congreve, 
and  Dr.  Swift  and  others,  what  was  the  conversation  and 
what  the  habits  of  our  time. 

The  most  beautiful  woman  in  England  in  1712,  when 
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Esmond  returned  to  this  country,  a  lady  of  high  birth,  and 
though  of  no  fortune  to  be  sure,  with  a  thousand  fascinations 
of  wit  and  manners,  Beatrix  Esmond  was  now  six-and- 
twenty  years  old,  and  Beatrix  Esmond  still.  Of  her  hun- 
dred adorers  she  had  not  chosen  one  for  a  husband ;  and 
those  who  had  asked  had  been  jilted  by  her;  and  more  still 
had  left  her.  A  succession  of  near  ten  years'  crops  of  beau- 
ties had  come  up  since  her  time,  and  had  been  reaped  by 
proper  hushand-'m.e.Ti,  if  we  may  make  an  agricultural  simile, 
and  had  been  housed  comfortably  long  ago.  Her  own  con- 
temporaries were  sober  mothers  by  this  time,  girls  with  not 
a  tithe  of  her  charms,  or  her  wit,  having  made  good  matches, 
and  now  claiming  precedence  over  the  spinster  who  but 
"  lately  had  derided  and  outshone  them.  The  young  beauties 
were  beginning  to  look  down  on  Beatrix  as  an  old  maid, 
and  sneer,  and  call  her  one  of  Charles  the  Second's  ladies, 
and  ask  whether  her  portrait  was  not  in  the  Hampton 
Court  Gallery?  But  still  she  reigned,  at  least  in  one  man's 
opinion,  superior  over  all  the  little  misses  that  were  the 
toasts  of  the  young  lads;  and  in  Esmond's  eyes -was  ever 
perfectly  lovely  and  young. 

Who  knows  how  many  were  nearly  made  happy  by  pos- 
sessing her,  or,  rather,  how  many  were  fortunate  in  escap- 
ing this  syren?  'Tis  a  marvel  to  think  that  her  mother 
was  the  purest  and  simplest  woman  in  the  whole  world, 
and  that  this  girl  should  have  been  born  from  her.  I  am 
inclined  to  fancy,  my  mistress,  who  never  said  a  harsh 
word  to  her  children  (and  but  twice  or  thrice  only  to  one 
person),jnust  have  been  too  fond  and  pressing  with  the 
maternal  authority ;  for  her  son  and  her  daughter  both  re- 
volted early;  nor  after  their  first  flight  from  the  nest 
could  they  ever  be  brought  back  quite  to  the  fond  mother's 
bosom.  Lady  Castlewood,  and  perhaps  it  was  as  well, 
knew  little  of  her  daughter's  life  and  real  thoughts. 
How  was  she  to  apprehend  what  passed  in  Queen's  ante- 
chambers and  at  Court  tables?  Mrs.  Beatrix  asserted  her 
own  authority  so  resolutely  that  her  mother  quickly  gave 
in.  The  maid  of  honour  had  her  own  equipage;  went 
from  home  and  came  back  at  her  own  will :  her  mother 
was  alike  powerless  to  resist  her  or  to  lead  her,  or  to  com- 
man  d  or  to  persuade  her. 

She  had  been  engaged  once,  twice,  thrice,  to  be  married, 
Esmond  believed.     When  he  quitted  home,  it  hath  been 


HENRY  ESMOND.  353 

said,  she  was  promised  to  my  Lord  Ashburnham,  and  now, 
on  his  return,  behold  his  lordship  was  just  married  to  Lady 
Mary  Butler,  the  Duke  of  Ormonde's  daughter,  and  his  fine 
houses,  and  twelve  thousand  a  year  of  fortune,  for  which 
Miss  Beatrix  had  rather  coveted  him,  was  out  of  her 
power.  To  her  Esmond  could  say  nothing  in  regard  to  the 
breaking  of  this  match ;  and,  asking  his  mistress  about  it, 
all  Lady  Castlewood  answered  was :  "  Do  not  speak  to  me 
about  it,  Harry.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  or  why  they 
parted,  and  I  fear  to  inquire.  I  have  told  you  before,  that 
with  all  her  kindness,  and  wit,  and  generosity,  and  that 
sort  of  splendour  of  nature  she  has,  I  can  say  but  little 
good  of  poor  Beatrix,  and  look  with  dread  at  the  marriage 
she  will  form.  Her  mind  is  fixed  on  ambition  only,  and 
making  a  great  figure ;  and,  this  achieved,  she  will  tire  of 
it  as  she  does  of  everything.  Heaven  help  her  husband, 
whoever  he  shall  be !  My  Lord  Ashburnham  was  a  most 
excellent  young  man,  gentle  and  yet  manly,  of  very  good 
parts,  so  they  told  me,  and  as  my  little  conversation 
would  enable  me  to  judge  :  and  a  kind  temper — kind  and 
enduring  I'm  sure  he  must  have  been,  from  all  that  he  had 
to  endure.  But  he  quitted  her  at  last,  from  some  crown- 
ing piece  of  caprice  or  tyranny  of  hers ;  and  now  he  has 
riiarried  a  young  woman  that  will  make  him  a  thousand 
times  happier  than  my  poor  girl  ever  could." 

The  rupture,  whatever  its  cause  was,  (I  heard  the  scan- 
dal, but  indeed  shall  not  take  pains  to  repeat  at  length  in 
this  diary  the  trumpery  coffee-house  story,)  caused  a  good 
deal  of  low  talk;  and  Mr.  Esmond  was  present  at  my 
lord's  appearance  at  the  Birthday  with  his  bride,  over 
whom  the  revenge  that  Beatrix  took  was  to  look  so  imperial 
and  lovely  that  the  modest  downcast  young  lady  could  not 
appear  beside  her,  and  Lord  Ashburnham,  who  had  his 
reasons  for  wishing  to  avoid  her,  slunk  away  quite  shame- 
faced, and  very  early.  This  time  his  Grace  the  Duke  of 
Hamilton,  whom  Esmond  had  seen  about  her  before,  was 
constant  at  Miss  Beatrix's  side :  he  was  one  of  the  most 
splendid  gentlemen  of  Europe,  accomplished  by  books,  by 
travel,  by  long  command  of  the  best  company,  distin- 
guished as  a  statesman,  having  been  ambassador  in  King 
William's  time,  and  a  noble  speaker  in  the  Scots'  Parlia- 
ment, where  he  had  led  the  party  that  was  against  the 
Union,  and  though  now  five  or  six  and  forty  years  of  age, 
23 
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a  gentleman  so  high  in  stature,  accomplished  in  wit,  and 
favoured  in  person,  that  he  might  pretend  to  the  hand  of 
any  Princess  in  Europe. 

"Should  you  like  the  Duke  for  a  cousin?"  says  Mr. 
Secretary  St.  John,  whispering  to  Colonel  Esmond,  in 
French ;  "  it  appears  that  the  widower  consoles  himself. " 

But  to  return  to  our  little  Sjjectator  paper  and  the  con- 
versation which  grew  out  of  it.  Miss  Beatrix  at  first  was 
quite  bit  (as  the  phrase  of  that  day  was)  and  did  not 
"  smoke"  the  authorship  of  the  story ;  indeed  Esmond  had 
tried  to  imitate  as  well  as  he  could  Mr.  Steele's  manner 
(as  for  the  other  author  of  the  Spectator,  his  prose  style  I 
think  is  altogether  inimitable) ;  and  Dick,  who  was  the 
idlest  and  best-natured  of  men,  would  have  let  the  piece 
pass  into  his  journal  and  go  to  posterity  as  one  of  his  own 
lucubrations,  but  that  Esmond  did  not  care  to  have  a  lady's 
name  whom  he  loved  sent  forth  to  the  world  in  a  light  so 
unfavourable.  Beatrix  pished  and  psha'd  over  the  paper; 
Colonel  Esmond  watching  with  no  little  interest  her  coun- 
tenance as  she  read  it. 

"  How  stupid  your  friend  Mr.  Steele  becomes ! "  cries 
Miss  Beatrix.  "Epsom  and  Tunbridge!  Will  he  never 
have  done  with  Epsom  and  Tunbridge,  and  with  beaux  at 
church,  and  Jocastas  and  Lindamiras?  Why  does  he  not 
call  women  Nelly  and  Betty,  as  their  godfathers  and  god- 
mothers did  for  them  in  their  baptism?  " 

"  Beatrix,  Beatrix !  "  says  her  mother,  "  speak  gravely  of 
grave  things." 

"  Mamma  thinks  the  Church  Catechism  came  from  heav- 
en, I  believe,"  says  Beatrix,  with  a  laugh,  "and  was 
brought  down  by  a  bishop  from  a  mountain.  Oh,  how  I 
used  to  break  my  heart  over  it !  Besides,  I  had  a  Popish 
godmother,  mamma;  why  did  you  give  me  one?  " 

"I  gave  you  the  Queen's  name,"  says  her  mother  blush- 
ing.    "And  a  very  pretty  name  it  is,"  said  somebody  else. 

Beatrix  went  on  reading — "  Spell  my  name  with  a  y — 
why,  you  wretch,"  says  she,  turning  round  to  Colonel  Es- 
mond, "  you  have  been  telling  my  story  to  Mr.  Steele — or 
stop — you  have  written  the  paper  yourself  to  turn  me  into 
ridicule.     For  shame,  sir !  " 

Poor  Mr.  Esmond  felt  rather  frightened,  and  told  a 
truth,  which  was  nevertheless  an  entire  falsehood. 
"Upon  my  honour,"  says  he,  "I  have  not  even  read  the 
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Spectator  of  this  morning. "  Nor  had  he,  for  that  was  not 
the  Spectator,  but  a  sham  newspaper  put  in  its  place. 

She  went  on  reading:  her  face  rather  flushed  as  she 
read.  "No,"  she  says,  "I  think  you  couldn't  have  writ- 
ten it.  I  think  it  must  have  been  Mr.  Steele  when  he  was 
drunk — and  afraid  of  his  horrid  vulgar  wife.  Whenever 
I  see  an  enormous  compliment  to  a  woman,  and  some  out- 
rageous paiiegyrick  about  female  virtue,  I  always  feel  sure 
that  the  Captain  and  his  better  half  have  fallen  out  over- 
night, and  that  he  has  been  brought  home  tipsy,  or  has 
been  found  out  in " 

"  Beatrix!  "  cries  the  Lady  Castlewood. 

"  Well,  mamma !  Do  not  cry  out  before  you  are  hurt.  I 
am  not  going  to  say  anything  wrong.  I  won't  give  you 
more  annoyance  than  I  can  help,  you  pretty  kind  mamma. 
Yes,  and  your  little  'Trix  is  a  naughty  little  'Trix,  and  she 
leaves  undone  those  things  which  she  ought  to  have  done, 
and  does  those  things  which  she  ought  not  to  have  done, 

and  there's well  now — I  won't  go   on.     Yes,  I   will, 

unless  you  kiss  me."  And  with  this  the  young  lady  lays 
aside  her  paper,  and  runs  up  to  her  mother  and  performs  a 
variety  of  embraces  with  her  ladyship,  saying  as  plain  as 
eyes  could  speak  to  Mr.  Esmond — "There,  sir:  would  not 
you  like  to  play  the  very  same  pleasant  game?  " 

"Indeed,  madam,  I  would,"  says  he. 

"  Would  what?  "  asked  Miss  Beatrix. 

"  What  you  meant  when  you  looked  at  me  in  that  pro- 
voking way,"  answers  Esmond. 

"  What  a  confessor !  "  cries  Beatrix,  with  a  laugh. 

"What  is  it  Henry  would  like,  my  dear?"  asks  her 
mother,  the  kind  soul,  who  was  always  thinking  what  we 
would  like,  and  how  she  could  please  us. 

The  girl  runs  up  to  her— "Oh,  you  silly  kind  mamma," 
she  says,  kissing  her  again,  "that's  what  Harry  would 
like ;  "  and  she  broke  out  into  a  great  joyful  laugh ;  and 
Lady  Castlewood  blushed  as  bashful  as  a  maid  of  sixteen. 

"Look  at  her,  Harry,"  whispers  Beatrix,  running  up, 
and  speaking  in  her  sweet  low  tones.  "  Doesn't  the  blush 
become  her?  Isn't  she  pretty?  She  looks  younger  than 
I  am,  and  I  am  sure  she  is  a  hundred  million  thousand 
times  better." 

Esmond's  kind  mistress  left  the  room,  carrying  her 
blushes  away  with  her. 
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"If  we  girls  at  Court  could  grow  such  roses  as  that," 
continues  Beatrix,  with  her  laugh,  "  what  wouldn't  we  do 
to  preserve  'em?  We'd  clip  their  stalks  and  put  'em  in 
salt  and  water.  But  those  flowers  don't  bloom  at  Hamp- 
ton Court  and  Windsor,  Henry."  She  paused  for  a  min- 
ute, and  the  smile  fading  away  from  her  April  face,  gave 
place  to  a  menacing  shower  of  tears :  "  Oh,  how  good  she 
is,  Harry !  "  Beatrix  went  on  to  say.  "  Oh,  what  a  saint 
she  is!  Her  goodness  frightens  me.  I'm  not  fit  to  live 
with  her.  I  should  be  better  I  think  if  she  were  not  so 
perfect.  She  has  had  a  great  sorrow  in  her  life,  and  a 
great  secret ;  and  repented  of  it.  ^  It  could  not  have  been 
my  father's  death.  She  talks  freely  about  that;  nor  could 
she  have  loved  him  very  much — though  who  knows  what 
we  women  do  love,  and  why?  " 

"  What,  and  why,  indeed !  "  says  Mr.  Esmond. 

"No  one  knows,"  Beatrix  went  on,  without  noticing  this 
interruption  except  by  a  look,  "what  my  mother's  life  is. 
She  hath  been  at  early  prayer  this  morning :  she  passes 
hours  in  her  closet ;  if  you  were  to  follow  her  thither,  you 
would  find  her  at  prayers  now.  She  tends  the  poor  of  the 
place — the  horrid  dirtj'  poor!  She  sits  through  the  cu- 
rate's sermons — oh,  those  dreary  sermons!  And  you  see, 
on  a  beau  dire  ;  but  good  as  they  are,  people  like  her  are 
not  fit  to  commune  with  us  of  the  world.  There  is  al- 
ways, as  it  were,  a  third  person  present,  even  when  I  and 
my  mother  are  alone.  She  can't  be  frank  with  me  quite; 
who  is  always  thinking  of  the  next  world,  and  of  her  guar- 
dian angel,  perhaps  that's  in  company.  Oh,  Harry,  I'm 
jealous  of  that  guardian  angel!"  here  broke  out  Mistress 
Beatrix.  "It's  horrid,  I  know;  but  my  mother's  life  is 
all  for  heaven,  and  mine — all  for  earth.  We  can  never  be 
friends  quite;  and  then,  she  cares  more  for  Frank's  little 
finger  than  she  does  for  me — I  know  she  does :  and  she 
loves  you,  sir,  a  great  deal  too  much;  and  I  hate  you 
for  it.  I  would  have  had  her  all  to  myself;  but  she 
wouldn't.  In  xa.j  childhood,  it  was  my  father  she  loved 
— (oh,  how  could  she?  I  remember  him  kind  and  hand- 
some, but  so  stupid,  and  not  being  able  to  speak  after 
drinking  wine).  And  then  it  was  Frank;  and  now,  it  is 
heaven  and  the  clergyman.  .  jjow  I  would  hayejxjyed  her ! 
From  a  child  I  used  to  be  iu  a  rage  that  she  loved  anybody 
but  me ;  but  she  loved  you  all  better — all,  I  know  she  did. 
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And  no"w,  she  talks  of  the  blessed,  consolation  of  religion. 
Dear  soul !  she  thinks  she  is  happier  for  believing,  as  she 
must,  that  we  are  all  of  us  wicked  and  miserable  sinners ; 
and  this  world  is  only  a  pied-a-terre  for  the  good,  where 
they  stay  for  a  night,  as  we  do,  coming  from  Walcote,  at 
that  great,  dreary,  uncomfortable.  Hounslow  Inn,  in  those 
horrid  beds — oh,  do  you  remember  those  horrid  beds? — 
and  the  chariot  comes  and  fetches  them  to  heaven  the  next 
morning." 

"  Hush,  Beatrix !  "  says  Mr.  Esmond. 

"Hush,  indeed.  You  are  a  hypocrite,  too,  Henry,  with 
your  grave  airs  and  your  glum  face.  We  are  all  hypo- 
crites. 0  dear  me !  We  are  all  alone,  alone,  alone,"  says 
poor  Beatrix,  her  fair  breast  heaving  with  a  sigh. 

"It  was  I  that  writ  every  line  of  that  paper,  my  dear," 
says  Mr.  Esmond.  "  You  are  not  so  worldly  as  you  think 
yourself,  Beatrix,  and  better  than  we  believe  you.  The 
good  we  have  in  us  we  doubt  of;  and  the  happiness  that's 
to  our  hand  we  throw  away ._  You  bend  your  ambition  on 
a  great  marriage  and  establishment — and  why?  You'll 
tire  of  them  when  you  win  them ;  and  be  no  happier  with 
a  coronet  on  your  coach " 

"Than  riding  pillion  with  Lubin  to  market,"  says  Bea- 
trix.    "Thank  you,  Lubin!" 

"I'm  a  dismal  shepherd,  to  be  sure,"  answers  Esmond, 
with  a  blush;  "and  require  a  nymph  that  can  tuck  my 
bed-clothes  up,  and  make  me  water-gruel.  Well,  Tom 
Lockwood  can  do  that.  He  took  me  out  of  the  fire  upon 
his  shoulders,  and  nursed  me  through  mj'  illness  as  love 
will  scarce  ever  do.  Only  good  wages,  and  a  hope  of  my 
clothes,  and  the  contents  of  my  portmanteau.  How  long 
was  it  that  Jacob  served  an  apprenticeship  for  Eachel?  " 

"  For  mamma?  "  says  Beatrix.  "  Is  it  mamma  your 
honour  wants,  and  that  I  should  have  the  happiness  of 
calling  you  papa?  " 

Esmond  blushed  again.  "  I  spoke  of  a  Rachel  that  a 
shepherd  courted  five  thousand  years  ago ;  when  shepherds 
were  longer  lived  than  now.  And  my  meaning  was,  that 
since  I  saw  you  first  after  our  separation — a  child  you  were 
then     ..." 

"  And  I  put  on  my  best  stockings  to  captivate  you,  I  re- 
member sir     ..." 

"  You  have  had  my  heart  ever  since  then,  such  as  it  was ; 
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and  such  as  you  were,  I  cared  for  no  other  woman.  What 
little  reputation  I  have  won,  it  was  that  you  might  be 
pleased  with  it :  and  indeed,  it  is  not  much ;  and  I  think  a 
hundred  fools  in  the  army  have  got  and  deserved  quite  as 
much.  Was  there  something  in  the  air  of  that  dismal  old 
Castlewood  that  made  us  all  gloomy,  and  dissatisfied,  and 
lonely  under  its  ruined  old  roof?  We  were  all  so,  even 
when  together  and  united,  as  it  seemed,  following  our  sep- 
arate schemes,  each  as  we  sate  round  the  table." 

"Dear,  dreary  old  place!"  cries  Beatrix.  "Mamma 
hath  never  had  the  heart  to  go  back  thither  since  we  left 
it,  when — never  mind  how  many  years  ago."  And  she 
flung  back  her  curls,  and  looked  over  her  fair  shoulder  at 
the  mirror  superbly,  as  if  she  said,  "Time,  I  defy  you." 

"  Yes,"  says  Esmond,  who  had  the  art,  as  she  owned,  of 
divining  many  of  her  thoughts.  "  You  can  afford  to  look 
in  the  glass  still ;  and  only  be  pleased  by  the  truth  it  tells 
you.  As  for  me,  do  you  know  what  my  scheme  is?  I 
think  of  asking  Frank  to  give  me  the  Virginian  estate 
Kiug  Charles  gave  our  grandfather."  (She  gave  a  superb 
curtsey,  as  much  as  to  say,  "Our  grandfather,  indeed! 
Thank  you,  Mr.  Bastard.")  "Yes,  I  know  you  are  think- 
ing of  my  bar-sinister,  and  so  am  I.  A  man  cannot  get 
over  it  in  this  country;  unless,  indeed,  he  wears  it  across  a 
king's  arms,  when  'tis  a  highly  honourable  coat;  and  I  am 
thinking  of  retiring  into  the  plantations,  and  building  my- 
self a  wigwam  in  the  woods,  and  perhaps,  if  I  want  com- 
pany, suiting  myself  with  a  squaw.'  We  will  send  your 
ladyship  furs  over  for  the  winter ;  and,  when  you  are  old, 
we'll  provide  you  with  tobacco.  I  am  not  quite  clever 
enough,  or  not  rogue  enough — I  know  not  which — for  the 
Old  World.  I  may  make  a  place  for  myself  in  the  New, 
which  is  not  so  full;  and  found  a  family  there.  When 
you  are  a  mother  yourself,  and  a  great  lady,  perhaps  I 
shall  send  you  over  from  the  plantation  some  day  a  little 
barbarian  that  is  half  Esmond  half  Mohock,  and  you  will 
be  kind  to  him  for  his  father's  salte,  who  was,  after  all, 
your  kinsman;  and  whom  you  loved  a  little." 

"  What  folly  you  are  talking,  Harry !  "  says  Miss  Bea- 
trix, looking  with  her  great  eyes. 

"  'Tis  sober  earnest,"  says  Esmond.  And,  indeed,  the 
scheme  had  been  dwelling  a  good  deal  in  his  mind  for 
some  time    past,  and  especially    since  his   return  home. 
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jvhen  he  found  how  hopeless,  and  even  degrading  to  him- 
self, his  passion  was,  "No,"  says  he,  then :  " I  have  tried 
half  a  dozen  times  now.  I  can  bear  being  away  from  you 
well  enough ;  but  being  with  you  is  intolerable  "  (another 
low  curtsey  on  Mistress  Beatrix's  part),  "and  I  will  go. 
I  have  enough  to  buy  axes  and  guns  for  my  men,  and 
beads  and  blankets  for  the  savages ;  and  I'll  go  and  live 
amongst  them." 

" Mon  ami,"  she  says,  quite  kindly,  and  taking  Es- 
mond's hand,  with  an  air  of  great  compassion,  "you  can't 
think  that  in  our  position  anything  more  than  our  present 
friendship  is  possible.  You  are  our  elder  brother — as  such 
we  view  you,  pitying  your  misfortune,  not  rebuking  you 
with  it.  Why,  you  are  old  enough  and  grave  enough  to  be 
ou.r  father.  I  always  thought  you  a  hundred  years  old, 
Harry,  with  your  solemn  face  and  grave  air.  I  feel  as  a 
sister  to  you,  and  can  no  more.  Isn't  that  enough,  sir?  " 
And  she  put  her  face  quite  close  to  his — who  knows  with 
what  intention? 

"  It's  too  much,"  says  Esmond,  turning  away.  "I  can't 
bear  this  life,  and  shall  leave  it.  I  shall  stay,  I  think, 
to  see  you  married,  and  then  freight  a  ship,  and  call  it  the 
'  Beatrix,'  and  bid  you  all     .     .     .     " 

Here  the  servant,  flinging  the  door  open,  announced  his 
Grace  the  Duke  of  Hamilton,  and  Esmond  started  back  with 
something  like  an  imprecation  on  his  lips,  as  the  nobleman 
entered,  looking  splendid  in  his  star  and  green  riband. 
He  gave  Mr.  Esmond  just  that  gracious  bow  which  he 
would  have  given  to  a  lacquey  who  fetched  him  a  chair  or 
took  his  hat,  and  seated  himself  by  Miss  Beatrix,  as  the 
poor  Colonel  went  out  of  the  room  with  a  hang-dog  look. 

Esmond's  mistress  was  in  the  lower  room  as  he  passed 
downstairs.  She,  of  ten  met  him  as  he  was  coming  away 
from  Beatrix ;  and  she  beckoned  him  into  the  apartment. 

"  Has  she  told  you,  Harry?  "  Lady  Castlewood  said. 

"She  has  been  very  frank — very,"  says  Esmond. 

"  But — but  about  what  is  going  to  happen?  " 

"  What  is  going  to  happen?  "  says  he,  his  heart  beating. 

"His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  has  proposed  to 
her,"  says  my  lady.  "He  made  his  offer  yesterday. 
They  will  marry  as  soon  as  his  mourning  is  over ;  and  you 
have  heard  his  Grace  is  appointed  Ambassador  to  Paris ; 
and  the  Ambassadress  goes  with  him." 
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CHAPTEK    IV. 

BEATRIX'S  NEW  SUITOR. 

The  gentleman  whom  Beatrix  had  selected  was,  to  be 
sure,  twenty  years  older  than  the  Colonel,  with  whom  she 
quarrelled  for  being  too  old ;  but  this  one  was  but  a  name- 
less adventurer,  and  the  other  the  greatest  duke  in  Scot- 
land, with  pretensions  even  to  a  still  higher  title.  My 
Lord  Duke  of  Hamilton  had,  indeed,  every  merit  belong- 
ing to  a  gentleman,  and  he  had  had  the  time  to  mature  his 
accomplishments  fully,  being  upwards  of  fifty  years  old 
when  Madam  Beatrix  selected  him  for  a  bridegroom. 
Duke  Hamilton,  then  Earl  of  Arran,  had  been  educated  at 
the  famous  Scottish  university  of  Glasgow,  and,  coming  to 
London,  became  a  great  favourite  of  Charles  the  Second, 
who  made  him  a  lord  of  his  bedchamber,  and  afterwards 
appointed  him  ambassador  to  the  French  King,  under 
whom  the  Earl  served  two  campaigns  as  his  Majesty's 
aide-de-camp;  and  he  was  absent  on  this  service  when 
King  Charles  died. 

King  James  continued  my  lord's  promotion — made  him. 
Master  of  the  Wardrobe  and  Colonel  of  the  Eoyal  Regi- 
ment of  Horse ;  and  his  lordship  adhered  firmly  to  King 
James,  being  of  the  small  company  that  never  quitted 
that  unfortunate  monarch  till  his  departure  out  of  Eng- 
land; and  then  it  was,  in  1688  namely,  that  he  made 
the  friendship  with  Colonel  Francis  Esmond,  that  had  al- 
ways been,  more  or  less,  maintained  in  the  two  families. 

The  Earl  professed  a  great  admiration  tor  King  William 
always,  but  never  could  give  him  his  allegiance ;  and  was 
engaged  in  more  than  one  of  the  plots  in  the  late  great 
King's  reign  which  always  ended  in  the  plotters'  discom- 
fiture, and  generally  in  their  pardon,  by  the  magnanimity 
of  the  King.  Lord  Arran  was  twice  prisoner  in  the  Tower 
during  this  reign,  undauntedly  saying,  when  offered  his 
release,  upon  parole  not  to  engage  against  King  William, 
that  he  would  not  give  his  word,  because  "  he  was  sure  he 
could  not  keep  it;"  but,  nevertheless,  he  was  both  times 
discharged  without  any  trial ;  and  the  King  bore  this  noble 
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enemy  so  little  malice,  that  when  his  mother,  the  Duchess 
of  Hamilton,  of  her  own  right,  resigned  her  claim  on  her 
husband's  death,  the  Earl  was,  by  patent  signed  at  Loo, 
1690,  created  Duke  of  Hamilton,  Marquis  of  Clydesdale, 
and  Earl  of  Arran,  with  precedency  from  the  original  crea- 
tion. His  Grace  took  the  oaths  and  his  seat  in  the  Scot- 
tish parliament  in  1700 :  was  famous  there  for  his  patriot- 
ism and  eloquence,  especially  in  the  debates  about  the 
Union  Bill,  which  Duke  Hamilton  opposed  with  all  his 
strength,  though  he  would  not  go  the  length  of  the  Scot- 
tish gentry,  who  were  for  resisting  it  by  force  of  arms. 
'Twas  said  he  withdrew  his  opposition  all  of  a  sudden,  and 
in  consequence  of  letters  from  the  King  at  St.  Germains, 
who  entreated  him  on  his  allegiance  not  to  thwart  the 
Queen  his  sister  in  this  measure ;  and  the  Duke,  being  al- 
ways bent  upon  effecting  the  King's  return  to  his  kingdom 
through  a  reconciliation  between  his  Majesty  and  Queen 
Anne,  and  quite  averse  to  his  landing  with  arms  and 
French  troops,  held  aloof,  and  kept  out  of  Scotland  during 
the  time  when  the  Chevalier  de  St.  George's  descent  from 
Dunkirk  was  projected,  passing  his  time  in  England  in  his 
great  estate  of  Staffordshire. 

When  the  Whigs  went  out  of  office  in  1710,  the  Queen 
began  to  show  his  Grace  the  very  greatest  marks  of  her  fa- 
vour. He  was  created  Duke  of  Brandon  and  Baron  of 
Dutton  in  England ;  having  the  Thistle  already  originally 
bestowed  on  him,  by  King  James  the  Second,  his  Grace 
was  noAV  promoted  to  the  honour  of  the  Garter —  a  distinc- 
tion so  great  an(J  illustrious,  that  no  subject  hath  ever 
borne  them  hitherto  together.  When  this  objection  was 
made  to  her  Majesty,  she  was  pleased  to  say,  "  Such  a  sub- 
ject as  the  Duke  of  Hamilton  has  a  pre-eminent  claim  to 
every  mark  of  distinction  which  a  crowned  head  can  con- 
fer.    I  will  henceforth  wear  both  orders  myself." 

At  the  Chapter  held  at  Windsor  in  October  1712,  the 
Duke  and  other  knights,  including  Lord-Treasurer,  the 
new-created  Earl  of  Oxford  and  Mortimer,  were  installed ; 
and  a  few  days  afterwards  his  Grace  was  appointed  Am- 
bassador-Extraordinary to  France,  and  his  equipages, 
plate,  and  liveries  commanded,  of  the  most  sumptuous 
kind,  not  only  for  his  Excellency  the  Ambassador,  but 
,  for  her  Excellency  the  Ambassadress,  who  was  to  accom- 
'  pany  him.     Her  arms  were  already  quartered  on  the  coach 
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panels,  and  her  brother  was  to  hasten  over  on  the  appointed 
day  to  give  her  away. 

His  lordship  was  a  widower,  having  married,  in  1698, 
Elizabeth,  daughter  of  Digby  Lord  Gerard,  by  which  mar- 
riage great  estates  came  into  the  Hamilton  family ;  and  out 
of  these  estates  came,  in  part,  that  tragick  quarrel  which 
ended  the  Duke's  career. 

From  the  loss  of  a  tooth  to  that  of  a  mistress  there's  no 
pang  that  is  not  bearable.  The  apprehension  is  much 
more  cruel  than  the  certainty ;  and  we  make  up  our  mind 
to  the  misfortune  when  'tis  irremediable,  part  with  the 
tormentor,  and  mumble  our  crust  on  t'other  side  of  the 
jaws.  I  think  Colonel  Esmond  was  relieved  when  a  ducal 
coach  and  six  came  and  whisked  his  charmer  away  out  of  his 
reach,  and  placed  her  in  a  higher  sphere.  As  you  have  seen 
the  nymph  in  the  opera-machine  go  up  to  the  clouds  at  the 
end  of  the  piece  where  Mars,  Bacchus,  Apollo,  and  all  the 
divine  company  of  Olympians  are  seated,  and  quaver  out  her 
last  song  as  a  goddess :  so  when  this  portentous  elevation 
was  accomplished  in  the  Esmond  family,  I  am  not  sure 
that  every  one  of  us  did  not  treat  the  divine  Beatrix  with 
special  honours ;  at  least  the  saucy  little  beauty  carried  her 
head  with  a  toss  of  supreme  authority,  and  assumed  a  touch- 
me-not  air,  which  all  her  friends  very  good-humouredly 
bowed  to. 

An  old  army  acquaintance  of  Colonel  Esmond's,  honest 
Tom  Trett,  who  had  sold  his  company,  married  a  wife, 
and  turned  merchant  in  the  city,  was  -dreadfully  gloomy 
for  a  long  time,  though  living  in  a  fine  house  on  the  river, 
and  carrying  on  a  great  trade  to  all  appearance.  At 
length  Esmond  saw  his  friend's  name  in  the  Gazette  as  a 
bankrupt ;  and  a  week  after  this  circumstance  my  bank- 
rupt walks  into  Mr.  Esmond's  lodging  with  a  face  per- 
fectly radiant  with  good-humour,  and  as  jolly  and  careless 
as  when  they  had  sailed  from  Southampton  ten  years  before 
for  Vigo.  "  This  bankruptcy,"  says  Tom,  "  has  been  hang- 
ing over  my  head  these  three  years;  the  thought  hath 
prevented  my  sleeping,  and  I  have  looked  at  poor  Polly's 
head  on  t'other  pillow,  and  then  towards  my  razor  on  the 
table,  and  thought  to  put  an  end  to  myself,  and  so  give 
my  woes  the  slip.  But  now  we  are  bankrupts :  Tom  Trett 
pays  as  many  shillings  in  the  pound  as  he  can ;  his  wife  has 
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a  little  cottage  at  Fulham,  and  her  fortune  secured  to  her- 
self. I  am  afraid  neither  of  bailiff  nor  of  creditor ;  and  for 
the  last  six  nights  have  slept  easy."  So  it  was  that  when 
Fortune  shook  her  wings  and  left  him,  honest  Tom  cuddled 
himself  up  in  his  ragged  virtue,  and  fell  asleep. 

Esmond  did  not  tell  his  friend  how  much  his  story  ap- 
plied to  Esmond  too ;  but  he  laughed  at  it,  and  used  it ; 
and  having  fairly  struck  his  docket  in  this  love  transac- 
tion, determined  to  put  a  cheerful  face  on  his  bankruptcy. 
Perhaps  Beatrix  was  a  little  offended  at  his  gaiety,  "  Is 
this  the  way,  sir,  that  you  receive  the  announcement  of 
your  misfortune,"  says  she,  "and  do  you  come  smiling  be- 
fore me  as  if  you  were  glad  to  be  rid  of  me?  " 

Esmond  would  not  be  put  off  from  his  good-humour,  but 
told  her  the  story  of  Tom  Trett  and  his  bankruptcy.  "  I 
have  been  hankering  after  the  grapes  on  the  wall,"  says 
he,  "  and  lost  my  temper  because  they  were  beyond  my 
reach ;  was  there  any  wonder?  They're  gone  now,  and  an- 
other has  them — a  taller  man  than  your  humble  servant  has 
won  them."     And  the  Colonel  made  his  cousin  a  low  bow. 

"A  taller  man.  Cousin  Esmond!"  says  she.  "A  man 
of  spirit  would  have  scaled  the  wall,  sir,  and  seized  them ! 
A  man  of  courage  would  have  fought  for  'em,  not  gaped 
for  'em." 

"  A  Duke  has  but  to  gape  and  they  drop  into  his  mouth," 
says  Esmond,  with  another  low  bow. 

"Yes,  sir,"  says  she,  "a  Duke  is  a  taller  man  than  you. 
And  why  should  I  not  be  grateful  to  one  such  as  his 
_Gracej^  who  gives  me  his  heart  and  his  great  name?  It  is 
a  great  gift  he  honours  me  with ;  I  know  'tis  a  bargain  be- 
tween us ;  and  I  accept  it,  and  will  do  my  utmost  to  per- 
form my  part  of  it.  'Tis  no  question  of  sighing  and  phil- 
andering between  a  nobleman  of  his  Grace's  age  and  a  girl 
who  hath  little  of  that  softness  in  her  nature,  Why  should 
I  not  own  that  I  am  ambitious,  Harry  Esmond ;  and  i±^  it 
be  no  sin  in  a  man  to  covet  honour,  why  should  a  woman 
too  not  desire  it?___  Shall  I  be  frank  with  you,  Harry,  and 
say  that  if  you  had  not  been  down  on  your  knees,  and  so 
humble,  you  might  have  fared  better  with  me?  A  woman 
of  my  spirit,  cousin,  is  to  be  won  by  gallantry,  and  not  by 
sighs  and  rueful  faces.  All  the  time  you  are  worshipping 
and  singing  hymns  to  me,  I  know  very  well  I  am  no  god- 
dess, and  grow  weary  of  the  incense.  '  So  would  you  have 
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been  weary  of  the  goddess  too — when  she  was  called  Mrs. 
Esmond,  and  got  out  of  humour  because  she  had  not  pin- 
money  enough,  and  was  forced  to  go  about  in  an  old  gown. 
_Ehj^ cousin,  a  goddess  in  a  mob-cap,  that  has  to  make  her 
husband's  gruel,  ceases  to  be  diyine — I  am  sure  of  it.  I 
should  have  been  sulky  and  scolded ;  and  of  all  the  proud 
wretches  in  the  world  Mr.  Esmond  is  the  proudest,  let  me 
tell  him  that.  You  never  fall  into  a  passion;  but  you 
never  forgive,  I  think.  Had  you  been  a  great  man,  you 
might  have  been  good-humoured;  but  being  nobody,  sir, 
you  are  too  great  a  man  for  me;  and  I'm  afraid  of  you, 
cousin — there]  and  I  won't  worship  you,  and  you'll  never 
be  happy  except  with  a  woman  who  will.  Why,  after  I 
belonged  to  you,  and  after  one  of  my  tantrums,  you  would 
have  put  the  pillow  over  my  head  some  night,  and  smoth- 
ered me,  as  the  black  man  does  the  woman  in  the  play  that 
you're  so  fond  of.  What's  the  creature's  name? — Desde- 
mona.     You  would,  you  little  black-dyed  Othello !  " 

"I  think  I  should,  Beatrix,"  says  the  Colonel. 

"  And  I  want  no  such  ending.  I  intend  to  live  to  be  a 
hundred,  and  to  go  to  ten  thousand  routs  and  balls,  and 
to  play  cards  every  night  of  my  life  till  the  year  eighteen 
hundred.  And  I  like  to  be  the  first  of  my  company,  sir ; 
and  I  like  flattery  and  compliments,  and  you  give  me  none ; 
and  I  like  to  be  made  to  laugh,  sir,  and  who's  to  laugh  at 
your  dismal  face,  I  should  like  to  know?  and  I  like  a 
coach-and-six  or  a  coach-and-eight ;  and  I  like  diamonds, 
and  a  new  gown  every  week;  and  people  to  say — '  That's 
the  Duchess — How  well  her  Grace  looks — Make  way  for 
Madame  I'Ambassadrice  d'Angleterre — Call  her  Excel- 
lency's people ' — that's  what  I  like.  And  as  for  you,  you 
want  a  woman  to  bring  your  slippers  and  cap,  and  to  sit  at 
your  feet,  and  _  cry,  '  O  caro !  O  bravo ! '  whilst  you  read 
jirqur  ^akspeares  and  Milton  s  and  stuff.  Mamma  would 
have  been  the  wife  for  you,  had  you  been  a  little  older, 
though  you  look  ten  years  older  than  she  does — you  do, 
you  glum-faced,  blue-bearded  little  old  man !  You  might 
have  sat,  like  Darby  and  Joan,  and  flattered  each  other ; 
and  billed  and  cooed  like  a  pair  of  old  pigeons  on  a  perch. 
I  want  my  wings  and  to  use  them,  sir."  And  she  spread 
out  her  beautiful  arms,  as  if  indeed  she  could  fly  off  like 
the  pretty  "Gawrie,".  whom  the  man  in  the  story  was  en- 
amoured of. 
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"  And  what  will  your  Peter  Wilkins  say  to  your  flight?  " 
says  Esmond,  who  never  admired  this  fair  creature  more 
than  when  she  rebelled  and  laughed  at  him. 

"A  duchess  knows  her  place,"  says  she,  with  a  laugh. 
"  Why,  I  have  a  son  already  made  for  me,  and  thirty 
years  old  (my  Lord  Arran),  and  four  daughters.  How  they 
will  scold,  and  what  a  rage  they  will  be  in,  when  I  come 
to  take  the  head  of  the  table !  But  I  give  them  only  a 
month  to  be  angry ;  at  the  end  of  that  time  they  shall  love 
me  every  one,  and  so  shall  Lord  Arran,  and  so  shall  all  his 
Grace's  Scots  vassals  and  followers  in  the  Highlands. 
I'm  bent  on  it;  and  when  I  take  a  thing  in  my  head,  'tis 
done.  His  Grace  is  the  greatest  gentleman  in  Europe, 
and  I'll  try  and  make  him  happy;  and,  when  the  King 
comes  back,  you  may  count  on  my  protection,  Cousin 
Esmond — for  come  back  the  King  will  and  shall ;  and  I'll 
bring  him  back  from  Versailles,  if  he  comes  under  my  hoop." 

"  I  hope  the  world  will  make  you  happy,  Beatrix,"  says 
Esmond,  with  a  sigh.  "You'll  be  Beatrix  till  you  are  my 
Lady  Duchess — will  you  not?  I  shall  then  make  your 
Grace  my  very  lowest  bow." 

"None  of  these  sighs  and  this  satire,  cousin,"  she  says. 
"  I  take  his  Grace's  great  bounty  thankfully — yes,  thank- 
fully ;  and  will  wear  his  honours  becomingly.  I  do  not  say 
he  hath  touched  my  heart ;  but  he  has  my  gratitude,  obedi- 
ence, admiration — I  have  told  him  that,  and  no  more ;  and 
with  that  his  noble  heart  is  content.  I  have  told  him  all 
— even  the  story  of  that  poor  creature  that  I  was  engaged 
to — and  that  I  could  not  love ;  and  I  gladly  gave  his  word 
back  to  him,  and  jumped  for  joy  to  get  back  my  own.  I 
am  twenty-five  years  old." 

"  Twenty-six,  my  dear,"  says  Esmond. 

"  Twenty-five,  sir, — I  choose  to  be  twenty-five ;  and  in 
eight  years  no  man  hath  ever  touched  my  heart.  Yes— 
you  did  once,  for  a  little,  Harry,  when  you  came  back  after 
Lille,  and  engaging  with  that  murderer  Mohun,  and  saving 
Frank's  life.  I  thought  I  could  like  you;  and  mamma 
begged  me  hard,  on  her  knees,  and  I  did — for  a  day.  But 
the  old  chill  came  over  me,  Henry,  and  the  old  fear  of  you 
and  your  melancholy;  and  I  was  glad  when  you  went 
away,  and  engaged  with  my  Lord  Ashburnham,  that  I 
might  hear  no  more  of  you,  that's  the  truth.  You  are  too 
good  for  me,  somehow.     I  could  not  make  you  happy,  and 
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should  break  my  heart  in  trying,  and  not  being  able  to 
love  you.  But  if  you  had  asked  me  when  we  gave  you  the 
sword,  you  might  have  had  me,  sir,  and  we  both  should 
have  been  miserable  by  this  time.  I  talked  with  that 
silly  lord  all  night  just  to  vex  you  and  mamma,  and  I  suc- 
ceeded, didn't  I?  How  frankly  we  can  talk  of  these 
things!  It  seems  a  thousand  years  ago:  and,  though  we 
are  here  sitting  in  the  same  room,  there's  a  great  wall  be- 
tween us.  My  dear,  kind,  faithful,  gloomy  old  cousin !  I 
can  like  now,  and  admire  you  too,  sir,  and  say  that  you  are 
brave,  and  very  kind,  and  very  true,  and  a  fine  gentleman 
for  all — for  all  your  little  mishap  at  your  birth,"  says  she, 
wagging  her  arch  head. 

"And  now,  sir,"  says  she,  with  a  curtsey,  "we  must 
have  no  more  talk  except  when  mamma  is  by,  as  his  Grace 
is  with  us ;  for  he  does  not  half  like  you,  cousin,  and  is 
as  jealous  as  the  black  man  in  your  favourite  play." 

Though  the  very  kindness  of  the  words  stabbed  Mr. 
Esmond  with  the  keenest  pang,  he  did  not  show  his  sense 
of  the  wound  by  any  look  of  his  (as  Beatrix,  indeed,  after- 
wards owned  to  him),  but  said,  -jyith  a  perfect  command  of 
himself  and  an  easy  smile,  "  The  interview  must  not  end 
yet,  my  dear,  until  I  have  had  my  last  word.  Stay,  here 
comes  your  mother "  (indeed  she  came  in  here  with  her 
sweet  anxious  face,  and  Esmond  going  up  kissed  her  hand 
respectfully).  "My  dear  lady  may  hear,  too,  the  last 
words,  which  are  no  secrets,  and  are  only  a  parting  bene- 
diction accompanying  a  present  for  your  marriage  from  an 
old  gentleman  your  guardian ;  for  I  feel  as  if  I  was  the 
guardian  of  all  the  family,  and  an  old  old  fellow  that  is  fit 
to  be  the  grandfather  of  you  all;  and  in  this  character  let 
me  make  my  Lady  Duchess  her  wedding  present.  They 
are  the  diamonds  my  father's  widow  left  me.  I  had 
thought  Beatrix  might  have  had  them  a  year  ago ;  but  they 
are  good  enough  for  a  duchess,  though  not  bright  enough 
for  the  handsomest  woman  in  the  world."  And  he  took 
the  case  out  of  his  pocket  in  which  the  jewels  were,  and 
presented  them  to  his  cousin. 

She  gave  a  cry  of  delight,  for  the  stones  were  indeed 
very  handsome,  and  of  great  value ;  and  the  next  minute 
the  necklace  was  where  Belinda's  cross  is  in  Mr.  Pope's 
admirable  poem,  and  glittering  on  the  whitest  and  most 
perfectly-shaped  neck  in  all  England. 
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The  girl's  delight  at  receiving  these  trinkets  was  so 
great,  that  after  rushing  to  the  looking-glass  and  examin- 
ing the  effect  they  produced  upon  that  fair  neck  which  they 
surrounded,  Beatrix  was  running  back  with  her  arms  ex- 
tended, and  was  perhaps  for  paying  her  cousin  with  a 
price,  that  he  would  have  liked  no  doubt  to  receive  from 
those  beautiful  rosy  lips  of  hers,  but  at  this  moment  the 
door  opened,  and  his  Grace  the  bridegroom  elect  was  an- 
nounced. 

He  looked  very  black  upon  Mr.  Esmond,  to  whom  he 
made  a  very  low  bow  indeed,  and  kissed  the  hand  of  each 
lady  in  his  most  ceremonious  manner.  He  had  come  in 
his  chair  from  the  palace  hard  by,  and  wore  his  two  stars 
of  the  Garter  and  the  Thistle. 

"Look,  my  Lord  Duke,"  says  Mistress  Beatrix,  advanc- 
ing to  him,  and  showing  the  diamonds  on  her  breast. 

"  Diamonds,"  says  his  Grace.    "Hm!  they  seem  pretty." 

"They  are  a  present  on  my  marriage,"  says  Beatrix. 

"From  her  Majesty?"  asks  the  Duke.  "The  Queen  is 
very  good." 

"  From  my  cousin  Henry — from  our  cousin  Henry,"  cry 
both  the  ladies  in  a  breath. 

"  I  have  not  the  honour  of  knowing  the  gentleman.  I 
thought  that  my  Lord  Castlewood  had  no  brother:  and 
that  on  your  ladyship's  side  there  were  no  nephews." 

"From  our  cousin,  Colonel  Henry  Esmond,  my  lord," 
says  Beatrix,  taking  the  Colonel's  hand  very  bravely — 
"  who  was  left  guardian  to  us  by  our  father,  and  who  hath 
a  hundred  times  shown  his  love  and  friendship  for  our 
family." 

"The  Duchess  of  Hamilton  receives  no  diamonds  but 
from  her  husband,  madam, "  says  the  Duke — "  may  I  pray 
you  to  restore  these  to  Mr.  Esmond?  " 

"  Beatrix  Esmond  may  receive  a  present  from  our  kins- 
man and  benefactor,  my  Lord  Duke,"  says  Lady  Castle- 
wood, with  an  air  of  great  dignity.  "  She  is  my  daughter 
yet :  and  if  her  mother  sanctions  the  gift — no  one  else  hath 
the  right  to  question  it." 

"Kinsman  and  benefactor!"  says  the  Duke.  "I  know 
of  no  kinsman :  and  I  do  not  chuse  that  my  wife  shonld 
have  for  benefactor  a " 

"  My  lord !  "  says  Colonel  Esmond. 

"I  am   not  here  to   bandy  words,"   says  his  Grace: 


368  HENRY  ESMOND. 

"  frankly  I  tell  you  that  your  visits  to  this  house  are  too 
frequent,  and  that  I  chuse  no  presents  for  the  Duchess  of 
Hamilton  from  gentlemen  that  bear  a  name  they  have  no 
right  to." 

"  My  lord !  "  breaks  out  Lady  Castlewood,  "  Mr.  Esmond 
hath  the  best  right  to  that  name  of  any  man  -in  the  world : 
and  'tis  as  old  and  as  honourable  as  your  Grace's." 

My  Lord  Duke  smiled,  and  looked  as  if  Lady  Castlewood 
was  mad,  that  was  so  talking  to  him. 

"If  I  called  him  benefactor,"  said  my  mistress,  "it  is 
because  he  has  been  so  to  us — yes,  the  noblest,  the  truest, 
the  bravest,  the  dearest  of  benefactors  He  would  have 
saved  my  husband's  life  from  Mohun's  sword.  He  did 
save  my  boy's,  and  defended  him  from  that  villain.  Are 
those  no  benefits?  " 

"I  ask  Colonel  Esmond's  pardon,"  says  his  Grace,  if 
possible  more  haughty  than  before.  "  I  would  say  not  a 
word  that  should  give  him  offence,  and  thank  him  for  his 
kindness  to  your  ladyship's  family.  My  Lord  Mohun 
and  I  are  connected,  you  know,  by  marriage — though 
neither  by  blood  nor  friendship ;  but  I  must  repeat  what  I 
said,  that  my  wife  can  receive  no  presents  from  Colonel 
Esmond." 

"  My  daughter  may  receive  presents  from  the  He.ad  of 
our  House :  my  daughter  may  thankfully  take  kindness 
from  her  father's,  her  mother's,  her  brother's  dearest 
friend;  and  be  grateful  for  one  more  benefit  besides  the 
liiousand  we  owe  him,"  cries  Lady  Esmond.  "  What  is 
a  string  of  diamond  stones  compared  to  that  affection  he 
hath  given  us — our  dearest  preserver  and  benefactor?  We 
owe  him  not  only  Frank's  life,  but  our  all — yes,  our  all," 
says  my  mistress,  with  a  heightened  colour  and  a  trembling 
voice.  "The  title  we  bear  is  his,  if  he  would  claim  it. 
'Tis  we  who  have  no  right  to  our  name :  not  he,  that's  too 
great  for  it.  He  sacrificed  his  name  at  my  dying  lord's 
bedside — sacrificed  it  to  my  orphan  children ;  gave  up  rank 
and  honour  because  he  loved  us  so  nobly.  His  father  was 
Viscount  of  Castlewood  and  Marquis  of  Esmond  before 
him;  and  he  is  his  father's  lawful  son  and  true  heir,  and 
we  are  the  recipients  of  his  bounty,  and  he  the  chief  of  a 
house  that's  as  old  as  your  own.  And  if  he  is  content  to 
forego  his  name  that  my  child  may  bear  it,  we  love  him 
and  honour  him  and  bless  him  under  whatever  name  he 
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bears  " — and  here  the  fond  £tnd  affectionate  creature  would 
have  knelt  to  Esmond  again,  but  that  he  prevented  her ; 
and  Beatrix,  running  up  to  her  with  a  pale  face  and  a  cry 
of  alarm,  embraced  her  and  said,  "  Mother,  what  is  this?  " 

"  'Tis  a  family  secret,  my  Lord  Duke,"  says  Colonel 
Esmond :  "  poor  Beatrix  knew  nothing  of  it ;  nor  did  my 
lady  till  a  year  ago.  And  I  have  as  good  a  right  to  resign 
my  title  as  your  Grace's  mother  to  abdicate  hers  to  you." 

"  I  should  have  told  everything  to  the  Duke  of  Hamil- 
ton," said  my  mistress,  "had  his  Grace  applied  to  me  for 
my  daughter's  hand,  and  not  to  Beatrix.  I  should  have 
spoken  with  you  this  very  day  in  private,  my  lord,  had  not 
your  words  brought  about  this  sudden  explanation — and 
now  'tis  fit  Beatrix  should  hear  it ;  and  know,  as  I  would 
have  all  the  world  know,  what  we  owe  to  our  kinsman  and 
patron." 

And  then  in  her  touching  way,  and  having  hold  of  her 
daughter's  hand,  and  speaking  to  her  rather  than  my  Lord 
Duke,  Lady  Castlewood  told  the  story  which  you  know  al- 
ready— lauding  up  to  the  skies  her  kinsman's  behaviour. 
On  his  side  Mr.  Esmond  explained  the  reasons  that  seemed 
quite  sufiS.ciently  cogent  with  him,  why  the  succession  in 
the  family,  as  at  present  it  stood,  should  not  be  disturbed ; 
and  he  should  remain  as  he  was.  Colonel  Esmond. 

"And  Marquis  of  Esmond,  my  lord,"  says  his  Grace, 
with  a  low  bow.  "Permit  me  to  ask  your  lordship's  par- 
don for  words  that  were  uttered  in  ignorance ;  and  to  beg 
for  the  favour  of  your  friendship.  To  be  allied  to  you, 
sir,  must  be  an  honour  under  whatever  name  you  are 
known  "  (so  his  Grace  was  pleased  to  say) ;  "and in  return 
for  the  splendid  present  you  make  my  wife,  your  kins- 
woman, I  hope  you  will  please  to  command  any  service  that 
James  Douglas  can  perform.  I  shall  never  be  easy  until  I 
repay  you  a  part  of  my  obligations  at  least ;  and  ere  very 
long,  and  with  the  mission  her  Majesty  hath  given  me," 
says  the  Duke,  "  that  may  perhaps  be  in  my  power-  I  shall 
esteem  it  as  a  favour,  my  lord,  if  Colonel  Esmond  will  give 
away  the  bride." 

"  And  if  he  will  take  the  usual  payment  in  advance,  he 
is  welcome,"  says  Beatrix,  stepping  up  to  him;  and,  as 
Esmond  kissed  her,  she  whispered,  "Oh,  why  didn't  I 
know  you  before?  " 

Mv  Lord  Duke  was  as  hot  as  a  flame  at  this  salute,  but 
24 
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said  never  a  word :  Beatrix  niade  him  a  proud  curtsey,  and 
the  two  ladies  quitted  the  room  together. 

"  When  does  your  Excellency  go  for  Paris?  "  asks  Colo- 
nel Esmond. 

"  As  soon  after  the  ceremony  as  may  be,"  his  Grace  an- 
swered. *"Tis  fixed  for  the  first  of  December:  it  cannot 
be  sooner.  The  equipage  will  not  be  ready  till  then.  The 
Queen  intends  the  embassy  should  be  very  grand — and  I 
have  law  business  to  settle.  That  ill-omened  Mohun  has 
come,  or  is  coming,  to  London  again :  we  are  in  a  lawsuit 
about  my  late  Lord  Gerard's  property;  and  he  hath  sent 
to  me  to  meet  him." 
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CHAPTEE    V. 

MOHUN  APPEARS  FOR  THE  LAST  TIME  IN  THIS 
HISTORY. 

Besides  my  Lord  Duke  of  Hamilton  and  Brandon,  -who 
for  family  reasons  had  kindly  promised  his  protection  and 
patronage  to  Colonel  Esmond,  he  had  other  great  friends 
in  power  now,  both  able  and  willing  to  assist  him,  and  he 
might,  with  such  allies,  look  forward  to  as  fortunate  ad- 
vancement in  civil  life  at  home  as  he  had  got  rapid  promo- 
tion abroad.  His  Grace  was  magnanimous  enough  to  offer 
to  take  Mr.  Esmond  as  secretary  on  his  Paris  embassy,  but 
no  doubt  he  intended  that  proposal  should  be  rejected ;  at 
any  rate,  Esmond  could  not  bear  the  thoughts  of  attending 
his  mistress  farther  than  the  church-door  after  her  mar- 
riage, and  so  declined  that  offer  which  his  generous  rival 
made  him. 

Other  gentlemen  in  power  were  liberal  at  least  of  com- 
pliments and  promises  to  Colonel  Esmond.  Mr.  Harley, 
now  become  my  Lord  Oxford  and  Mortimer,  and  installed 
Knight  of  the  Garter  on  the  same  day  as  his  Grace  of  Ham- 
ilton had  received  the  same  honour,  sent  to  the  Colonel  to 
say  that  a  seat  in  Parliament  should  be  at  his  disposal 
presently,  and  Mr.  St.  John  held  out  many  flattering  hopes 
of  advancement  to  the  Colonel  when  he  should  enter  the 
House.  Esmond's  friends  were  all  successful,  and  the 
most  successful  and  triumphant  of  all  was  his  dear  old 
commander.  General  Webb,  who  was  now  appointed  Lieu- 
tenant-General  of  the  Land  Forces,  and  received  with  par- 
ticular honour  by  the  Ministry,  by  the  Queen,  and  the  peo- 
ple out  of  doors,  who  huzza' d  the  brave  chief  when  they 
used  to  see  him  in  his  chariot  going  to  the  House  or  to  the 
Drawing-room,  or  hobbling  on  foot  to  his  coach  from  St. 
Stephen's  upon  his  glorious  old  crutch  and  stick,  and 
cheered  him  as  loud  as  they  had  ever  done  Marlborough. 

That  great  Duke  was  utterly  disgraced;  and  honest  old 
Webb  dated  all  his  Grace's  misfortunes  from  Wynendael, 
and  vowed  that  Fate  served  the  traitor  right.  Duchess 
Sarah  had  also  gone  to  ruin ;  she  had  been  forced  to  give 
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up  her  keys,  and  her  places,  and  her  pensions: — "Ah, 
ah ! "  says  Webb,  "  she  would  have  locked  up  three  mil- 
lions of  French  crowns  with  her  keys  had  I  but  been 
knocked  on  the  head,  but  I  stopped  that  convoy  at  Wynen- 
dael."  Our  enemy  Cardonnel  was  turned  out  of  the  House 
of  Commons  (along  with  Mr.  Walpole)  for  malversation  of 
publick  money.  Cadogan  lost  his  place  of  Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower.  Marlborough's  daughters  resigned  their  posts  of 
ladies  of  the  bed-chamber;  and  so  complete  was  the  Duke's 
disgrace,  that  his  son-in-law.  Lord  Bridgewater,  was  abso- 
lutely obliged  to  give  up  his  lodgings  at  St.  James's,  and 
had  his  half-pension,  as  Master  of  the  Horse,  taken  away. 
But  I  think  the  lowest  depth  of  Marlborough's  fall  was 
when  he  humbly  sent  to  ask  General  Webb  when  he  might 
wait  upon  him ;  he  who  had  commanded  the  stout  old  Gen- 
eral, who  had  injured  him  and  sneered  at  him,  who  had 
kept  him  dangling  in  his  ante-chamber,  who  could  not  even 
after  his  great  service  condescend  to  write  him  a  letter  in 
his  own  hand !  The  nation  was  as  eager  for  peace  as  ever 
it  had  been  hot  for  war.  The  Prince  of  Savoy  came 
amongst  us,  had  his  audience  of  the  Queen,  and  got  his 
famous  Sword  of  Honour,  and  strove  with  all  his  force  to 
form  a  Whig  party  together,  to  bring  over  the  young 
Prince  of  Hanover — to  do  anything  which  might  prolong 
the  war,  and  consummate  the  ruin  of  the  old  sovereign 
whom  he  hated  so  implacably.  But  the  nation  was  tired 
of  the  struggle :  so  completely  wearied  of  it  that  not  even 
our  defeat  at  Denain  could  rouse  us  into  any  anger,  though 
such  an  action  so  lost  two  years  before  would  have  set  all 
England  in  a  fury.  'Twas  easy  to  see  that  the  great  Marl- 
borough was  not  with  the  army.  Eugene  was  obliged  to 
fall  back  in  a  rage,  and  forego  the  dazzling  revenge  of  his 
life.  'Twas  in  vain  the  Duke's  side  asked,  "Would  we 
suffer  our  arms  to  be  insulted?  Would  we  not  send  back 
the  only  champion  who  could  repair  our  honour?  "  The 
nation  had  had  its  bellyful  of  fighting;  nor  could  taunts  or 
outcries  goad  up  our  Britons  any  more. 

For  a  statesman  that  was  always  prating  of  liberty,  and 
had  the  grandest  philosophick  maxims  in  his  mouth,  it  must 
be  owned  that  Mr.  St.  John  sometimes  rather  acted  like  a 
Turkish  than  a  Greek  philosopher,  and  especially  fell  foul 
of  one  unfortunate  set  of  men,  the  men  of  letters,  with  a 
tyranny  a  little  extraordinary  in  a  man  who  professed  to 


HENRY  ESMOND.  373 

respect  their  calling  so  much..  The  literary  controversy  at 
this  time  was  very  bitter^  the  Government  side  was  the 
winning  one,  the  popular  one,  and  I  think  might  have  been 
the  merciful  one.  'Twas  natural  that  the  opposition 
should  be  peevish  and  cry  out :  some  men  did  so  from  their 
hearts,  admiring  the  Duke  of  Marlborough's  prodigious 
talents,  and  deploring  the  disgrace  of  the  greatest  general 
the  world  ever  knew :  'twas  the  stomach  that  caused  other 
patriots  to  grumble,  and  such  men  cried  out  because  they 
were  poor,  and  paid  to  do  so.  Against  these  my  Lord 
Bolingbroke  never  showed  the  slightest  mercy,  whipping  a 
dozen  into  prison  or  into  the  pillory  without  the  least  com- 
miseration. 

From  having  been  a  man  of  arms  Mr.  Esmond  had  now 
come  to  be  a  man  of  letters,  but  on  a  safer  side  than  that 
in  which  the  above-cited  poor  fellows  ventured  their  liber- 
ties and  ears.  There  was  no  danger  in  ours,  which  was 
the  winning  side ;  besides,  Mr.  Esmond  pleased  himself  by 
thinking  that  he  writ  like  a  gentleman  if  he  did  not  always 
succeed  as  a  wit. 

Of  the  famous  wits  of  that  age,  who  have  rendered 
Queen  Anne's  reign  illustrious,  and  whose  works  will  be 
in  all  Englishmen's  hands  in  ages  yet  to  come,  Mr. 
Esmond  saw  many,  but  at  publick  places  chiefly ;  never 
having  a  great  intimacy  with  any  of  them,  except  with 
honest  Dick  Steele  and  Mr.  Addison,  who  parted  company 
with  Esmond,  however,  when  that  gentleman  became  a  de- 
clared Tory,  and  lived  on  close  terms  with  the  leading  per- 
sons of  that  party.  Addison  kept  himself  to  a  few  friends, 
and  very  rarely  opened  himself  except  in  their  company. 
A  man  more  upright  and  conscientious  than  he  it  was  not 
possible  to  find  in  publick  life,  and  one  whose  conversation 
was  so  various,  easy,  and  delightful.  Writing  now  in  my 
mature  years,  I  own  that  I  think  Addison's  politicks  were 
the  right,  and  were  my  time  to  come  over  again,  I  would 
be  a  Whig  in  England  and  not  a  Tory ;  but  with  people  that 
take  a  side  in  politicks,  'tis  men  rather  than  principles  that 
commonly  bind  them.  A  kindness  or  a  slight  puts  a  man 
under  one  flag  or  the  other,  and  he  marches  with  it  to  the 
end  of  the  campaign.  Esmond's  master  in  war  was  injured 
by  Marlborough,  and  hated  him :  and  the  lieutenant  fought 
the  quarrels  of  his  leader.  Webb  coming  to  London  was 
used  as   a  weapon  by  Marlborough's  enemies  (and  true 
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steel  he  was,  that  honest  chief)  ;  nor  was  his  aide-de-camp, 
Mr.  Esmond,  an  unfaithful  or  unworthy  partisan.  'Tis 
strange  here,  and  on  a  foreign  soil,  and  in  a  land  that  is 
independent  in  all  but  the  name,  (for  that  the  North  Amer- 
ican colonies  shall  remain  dependents  on  yonder  little  island 
for  twenty  years  more,  I  never  can  think,)  to  remember 
how  the  nation  at  home  seemed  to  give  itself  up  to  the 
domination  of  one  or  other  aristocratic  party,  and  took  a 
Hanoverian  king,  or  a  French  one,  according  as  either  pre- 
vailed. And  while  the  Tories,  the  October  Club  gentle- 
men, the  High  Church  parsons  that  held  by  the  Church  of 
England,  were  for  having  a  Papist  king,  for  whom  many 
of  their  Scottish  and  English  leaders,  firm  churchmen  all, 
laid  down  their  lives  with  admirable  loyalty  and  devotion ; 
they  were  governed  by  men  who  had  notoriously  no  relig- 
ion at  all,  but  used  it  as  they  would  use  any  opinion  for 
the  purpose  of  forwarding  their  own  ambition.  The  Whigs, 
on  the  other  hand,  who  professed  attachment  to  religion 
and  liberty  too,  were  compelled  to  send  to  Holland  or 
Hanover  for  a  monarch  around  whom  they  could  rally.  A 
strange  series  of  compromises  is  that  English  History ; 
compromise  of  principle,,  compromise  of  party,  compromise 
of  worship !  The  lovers  of  English  freedom  and  independ- 
ence submitted  their  religious  consciences  to  an  Act  of  Par- 
liament ;  could  not  consolidate  their  liberty  without  send- 
ing to  Zell  or  the  Hague  for  a  king  to  live  under;  and 
could  not  find  amongst  the  proudest  people  in  the  world  a 
man  speaking  their  own  language,  and  understanding  their 
laws,  to  govern  them.  The  Tory  and  High  Church  patriots 
were  ready  to  die  in  defence  of  a  Papist  family  that  had 
sold  us  to  France ;  the  great  Whig  nobles,  the  sturdy  re- 
publican recusants  who  had  cut  off  Charles  Stuart's  head 
for  treason,  were  fain  to  accept  a  king  whose  title  came 
to  him  through  a  royal  grandmother,  whose  own  royaL 
grandmother's  head  had  fallen  under  Queen  Bess's  hatchet. 
And  our  proud  English  nobles  sent  to  a  petty  German 
town  for  a  monarch  to  come  and  reign  in  London ;  and  our 
prelates  kissed  the  ugly  hands  of  his  Dutch  mistresses,  and 
thought  it  no  dishonour.  In  England  you  can  but  belong 
to  one  party  or  t'other,  and  you  take  the  house  you  live  in 
with  all  its  encumbrances,  its  retainers,  its  antique  discom- 
forts, and  ruins  even ;  you  patch  up,  but  you  never  build 
up  anew.     Will  we  of  the  new  world  submit  much  longer, 
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even  nominally,  to  this  ancient  British  superstition?  There 
are  signs  of  the  times  which  make  me  think  that  ere  long 
we  shall  care  as  little  about  King  George  here,  and  peers 
temporal  and  peers  spiritual,  as  we  do  for  King  Canute  or 
the  Druids. 

This  chapter  began  about  the  wits,  my  grandson  may 
say,  and  hath  wandered  very  far  from  their  company. 
The  pleasantest  of  the  wits  I  knew  were  the  Doctors  Garth 
and  Arbuthnot,  and  Mr.  Gay,  the  author  of  "Trivia,"  the 
most  charming  kind  soul  that  ever  laughed  at  a  joke  or 
cracked  a  bottle.  Mr.  Prior  I  saw,  and  he  was  the  earthen 
pot  swimming  with  the  pots  of  brass  down  the  stream,  and 
always  and  justly  frightened  lest  he  should  break  in  the 
voyage.  I  met  him  both  at  London  and  Paris,  where  he 
was  performing  piteous  congees  to  the  Duke  of  Shrews- 
bury, not  having  courage  to  support  the  dignity  which  his 
undeniable  genius  and  talent  had  won  him,  and  writing 
coaxing  letters  to  Secretary  St.  John,  and  thinking  about 
his  plate  and  his  place,  and  what  on  earth  should  become 
of  him  should  his  party  go  out.  The  famous  Mr.  Congreve 
I  saw  a  dozen  of  times  at  Button's,  a  splendid  wreck  of  a 
man,  magnificently  attired,  and  though  gouty,  and  almost 
blind,  bearing  a  brave  face  against  fortune. 

The  great  Mr.  Pope  (of  whose  prodigious  genius  I  have 
no  words  to  express  my  admiration)  was  quite  a  puny  lad 
at  this  time,  appearing  seldom  in  publick  places.  There 
were  hundreds  of  men,  wits,  and  pretty  fellows  frequenting 
the  theatres  and  coffee-houses  of  that  day — whom  "  nunc 
perscribere  longum  est. "  Indeed  I  think  the  most  brilliant 
of  that  sort  I  ever  saw  was  not  till  fifteen  years  afterwards, 
when  I  paid  my  last  visit  in  England,  and  met  young 
Harry  Fielding,  son  of  the  Fielding  that  served  in  Spain 
and  afterwards  in  Flanders  with  us,  and  who  for  fun  and 
humour  seemed  to  top  them  all.  As  for  the  famous  Doctor 
Swift,  I  can  say  of  him,  "  Vidi  tantum."  He  was  in  Lon- 
don all  these  years  up  to  the  death  of  the  Queen ;  and  in  a 
hundred  publick  places  where  I  saw  him,,  but  no  more;  he 
never  missed  Court  of  a  Sunday,  where  once  or  twice  he 
was  pointed  out  to  your  grandfather.  He  would  have 
sought  me  out  eagerly  enough  had  I  been  a  great  man 
with  a  title  to  my  name,  or  a  star  on  my  coat.  At  Court 
the  Doctor  had  no  eyes  but  for  the  very  greatest.  Lord 
Treasurer  and  St.  John  used  to  call  him  Jonathan,  and 
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they  paid  him  with  this  cheap  coin  for  the  service  they 
took  of  him.  He  writ  their  lampoons,  fought  their  ene- 
mies, flogged  and  bullied  in  their  service,  and  it  must  be 
owned  with  a  consummate  skill  and  fierceness.  'Tis  said 
he  hath  lost  his  intellect  now,  and  forgotten  his  wrongs 
and  his  rage  against  inankind.  I  have  always  thought  of 
him  and  of  Marlborough  as  the  two  greatest  men  of  that 
age.  I  have  read  his  books  (who  doth  not  know  them?) 
here  in  our  calm  woods,  and  imagine  a  giant  to  myself 
as  I  think  of  him,  a  lonely  fallen  Prometheus,  groaning  as 
the  vulture  tears  him.  Prometheus  I  saw,  but  when  first 
I  ever  had  any  words  with  him,  the  giant  stepped  out  of  a 
sedan  chair  in  the  Poultry,  whither  he  had  come  with  a 
tipsy  Irish  servant  parading  before  him,  who  announced 
him,  bawling  out  his  Eeverence's  name,  whilst  his  master 
below  was  as  yet  haggling  with  the  chairman.  I  disliked 
this  Mr.  Swift,  and  heard  many  a  story  about  him,  of  his 
conduct  to  men,  and  his  words  to  women.  He  could  flat- 
ter the  great  as  much  as  he  could  bully  the  weak;  and  Mr. 
Esmond,  being  younger  and  hotter  in  that  day  than  now, 
was  determined,  should  he  ever  meet  this  dragon,  not  to 
run  away  from  his  teeth  and  his  fire. 

Men  have  all  sorts  of  motives  which  carry  them  onwards 
in  life,  and  are  driven  into  acts  of  desperation,  or  it  may 
be  of  distinction,  from  a  hundred  different  causes.  There 
was  one  comrade  of  Esmond's,  an  honest  little  Irish  lieu- 
tenant of  Handyside's,  who  owed  so  much  money  to  a 
camp  sutler,  that  he  began  to  make  love  to  the  man's 
daughter,  intending  to  pay  his  debt  that  way ;  and  at  the 
battle  of  Malplaquet,  flying  away  from  the  debt  and  lady 
too,  he  rushed  so  desperately  on  the  French  lines,  that  he 
got  his  company ;  and  came  a  captain  out  of  the  action, 
and  had  to  marry  the  sutler's  daughter  after  all,  who 
brought  him  his  cancelled  debt  to  her  father  as  poor 
Eoger's  fortune.  To  run  out  of  the  reach  of  bill  and  mar- 
riage, he  ran  on  the  enemy's  pikes;  and  as  these  did  not 
kill  him  he  was  thrown  back  upon  t'other  horn  of  his 
dilemma.  Our  great  Duke  at  the  same  battle  was  fighting, 
not  the  French,  but  the  Tories  in  England ;  and  risking  his 
life  and  the  army's,  not  for  his  country  but  for  his  pay  and 
places ;  and  for  fear  of  his  wife  at  home,  that  only  being 
in  life  whom  he  dreaded.  I  have  asked  about  men  in  my 
own  company,  (new  drafts  of  poor  country  boys  were  per- 
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petually  coming  over  to  us  during  the  wars,  and  brought 
from  the  ploughshare  to  the  sword,)  and  found  that  a  half 
of  them  under  the  flags  were  driven  thither  pn  account  of 
a  woman :  one  fellow  was  jilted  by  his  mistress  and  took 
the  shilling  in  despair;  another  jilted  the  girl,  and  fled 
from  her  and  the  parish  to  the  tents  where  the  law  could 
not  disturb  him.  Why  go  on  particularizing?  What  can 
the  sons  of  Adam  and  Eve  expect,  but  to  continue  in  that 
course  of  love  and  trouble  their  father  and  mother  set  out 
on?  Oh,  my  grandson!  I  am  drawing  nigh  to  the  end  of 
that  period  of  my  history,  when  I  was  acquainted  with 
the  great  world  of  England  and  Europe ;  my  years  are  past 
the  Hebrew  poet's  limit,  and  I  say  unto  thee,  all  my  trou- 
bles and  joys  too,  for  that  matter,  have'  come  from  a 
woman ;  as  thine  will  when  thy  destined  course  begins. 
'Twas  a  woman  that  made  a  soldier  of  me,  that  set  me  in- 
triguing afterwards ;  I  believe  I  would  have  spun  smocks 
for  her  had  she  so  bidden  me;  what  strength  I  had  in  my 
head  I  would  have  given  her ;  hath  not  every  man  in  his 
degree  had  his  Omphale  and  Delilah?  Mine  befooled  me 
on  the  banks  of  the  Thames,  and  in  dear  old  England; 
thou  mayest  find  thine  own  by  Eappahannoc. 

To  please  that  woman  then  I  tried  to  distinguish  myself 
as  a  soldier,  and  afterwards  as  a  wit  and  a  politician ;  as 
to  please  another  I  would  have  put  on  a  black  cassock  and 
a  pair  of  bands,  and  had  done  so  but  that  a  superior  fate 
intervened  to  defeat  that  project.  And  I  say,  I  think  the 
world  is  like  Captain  Esmond's  company  I  spoke  of  anon; 
and  could  you  see  every  man's  career  in  life,  you  would 
find  a  woman  clogging  him ;  or  clinging  round  his  march 
and  stopping  him ;  or  cheering  him  and  goading  him ;  or 
beckoning  him  out  of  her  chariot,  so  that  he  goes  up  to 
her,  and  leaves  the  race  to  be  run  without  him ;  or  bringing 
him  the  apple,  and  saying  "  Eat ; "  or  fetching  him  the 
daggers  and  whispering  "  Kill !  yonder  lies  Duncan,  and  a 
crown,  and  an  opportunity. " 

Your  grandfather  fought  with  more  effect  as  a  politician 
than  as  a  wit ;  and  havmg  private  animosities  and  griev- 
ances of  his  own  and  his  General's  against  the  great  Duke 
in  command  of  the  army,  and  more  information  on  mili- 
tary matters  than  most  writers,  who  had  never  seen  beyond 
the  fire  of  a  tobacco-pipe  at  "  Wills' s,"  he  was  enabled  to 
do  good  service  for  that  cause  which  he  embarked  in,  and 
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for  Mr.  St.  John  and  his  party.  But  he  disdained  the 
abuse  in  which  some  of  the  Tory  writers  indulged ;  for  in- 
stance, Doctor  Swift,  who  actually  chose  to  doubt  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough's  courage,  and  was  pleased  to  hint  that  his 
Grace's  military  capacity  was  doubtful :  nor  were  Esmond's 
performances  worse  for  the  effect  they  were  intended  to 
produce,  (though  no  doubt  they  could  not  injure  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough  nearly  so  much  in  the  publick  eye  as  the 
malignant  attacks  of  Swift  did,  which  were  carefully  di- 
rected so  as  to  blacken  and  degrade  him,)  because  they 
were  writ  openly  and  fairly  by  Mr.  Esmond,  who  made  no 
disguise  of  them,  who  was  now  out  of  the  army,  and  who 
never  attacked  the  prodigious  courage  and  talents,  only 
the  selfishness  and  rapacity,  of  the  chief. 

The  Colonel  then,  having  writ  a  paper  for  one  of  the 
Tory  journals,  called  the  Post-Boy,  (a  letter  upon  Bouchain, 
that  the  town  talked  about  for  two  whole  days,  when  the 
appearance  of  an  Italian  singer  supplied  a  fresh  subject  for 
conversation,)  and  having  business  at  the  Exchange,  where 
Mrs.  Beatrix  wanted  a  pair  of  gloves  or  a  fan  very  likely, 
Esmond  went  to  correct  his  paper,  and  was  sitting  at  the 
printer's,  when  the  famous  Doctor  Swift  came  in,  his  Irish 
fellow  with  him  that  used  to  walk  before  his  chair,  and 
bawled  out  his  master's  name  with  great  dignity. 

Mr.  Esmond  was  waiting  for  the  printer  too,  whose  wife 
had  gone  to  the  tavern  to  fetch  him,  and  was  meantime  en- 
gaged in  drawing  a  picture  of  a  soldier  on  horseback  for  a 
dirty  little  pretty  boy  of  the  printer's  wife,  whom  she  had 
left  behind  her. 

"  I  presume  you  are  the  editor  of  the  PoU-Boy,  sir?  " 
says  the  Doctor,  in  a  grating  voice  that  had  an  Irish  twang ; 
and  he  looked  at  the  Colonel  from  under  his  two  bushy 
eyebrows  with  a  pair  of  very  clear  blue  eyes.  His  com- 
plexion was  muddy,  his  figure  rather  fat,  his  chin  double. 
He  wore  a  shabby  cassock,  and  a  shabby  hat  over  his  black 
wig,  and  he  pulled  out  a  great  gold  watch,  at  which  he 
looks  very  fierce. 

"I  am  but  a  contributor.  Doctor  Swift,"  says  Esmond, 
with  the  little  boy  still  on  his  knee.  He  was  sitting  with 
his  back  in  the  window,  so  that  the  Doctor  could  not  see 
him. 

"  Who  told  you  I  was  Doctor  Swift?  "  says  the  Doctor, 
eyeing  the  other  very  haughtily. 
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"Your  Reverence's  valet  bawled  out  your  name,"  says 
the  Colonel.  "  I  should  judge  you  brought  him  from  Ire- 
land? " 

"  And  pray,  sir,  what  right  have  you  to  judge  whether 
my  servant  came  from  Ireland  or  no?  I  want  to  speak 
with  your  employer,  Mr.  Leach.  I'll  thank  ye  go  fetch 
him." 

"  Where's  your  papa.  Tommy?  "  asks  the  Colonel  of  the 
child,  a  smutty  little  wretch  in  a  frock. 

Instead  of  answering,  the  child  begins  to  cry ;  the  Doc- 
tor's  appearance  -had  no  doubt  frightened  the  poor  little 
imp. 

"  Send  that  squalling  little  brat  about  his  business,  and 
do  what  I  bid  ye,  sir,"  says  the  Doctor. 

"  I  must  finish  the  picture  first  for  Tommy,"  says  the 
Colonel,  laughing.  "Here,  Tommy,  will  you  have  your 
Pandour  with  whiskers  or  without?  " 

"  Whisters,"  says  Tommy,  quite  intent  on  the  picture. 

"  Who  the  devil  are  ye,  sir?  "  cries  the  Doctor ;  "  are  ye 
a  printer's  man  or  are  ye  not?  "  he  pronounced  it  like 
naught. 

"  Your  Reverence  needn't  raise  the  devil  to  ask  who  I 
am,"  says  Colonel  Esmond.  "  Did  you  ever  hear  of  Doctor 
Paustus,  little  Tommy?  or  Friar  Bacon,  who  invented  gun- 
powder, and  set  the  Thames  on  fire?  " 

Mr.  Swift  turned  quite  red,  almost  purple.  "  I  did  not 
intend  any  offence,  sir,"  says  he. 

"  I  dare  say,  sir,  you  offended  without  meaning, "  says 
the  other,  drily. 

"  Who  are  ye,  sir?  Do  you  know  who  I  am,  sir?  You 
are  one  of  the  pack  of  Grub  Street  scribblers  that  my  friend 
Mr.  Secretary  hath  laid  by  the  heels.  How  dare  ye,  sir, 
speak  to  me  in  this  tone?  "  cries  the  Doctor,  in  a  great 
fume. 

"  I  beg  your  honour's  humble  pardon  if  I  have  offended 
your  honour,"  says  Esmond  in  a  tone  of  great  humility. 
"  Rather  than  be  sent  to  the  Compter,  or  be  put  in  the 
pillory,  there's  nothing  I  wouldn't  do.  But  Mrs.  Leach, 
the  printer's  lady,  told  me  to  mind  Tommy  whilst  she 
went  for  her  husband  to  the  tavern,  and  I  daren't  leave  the 
child  lest  he  should  fall  into  the  fire ;  but  if  your  Rever- 
ence will  hold  him " 

"  I  take  the  little  beast !  "  says  the  Doctor,  starting  back. 
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"  I  am  engaged  to  your  betters,  fellow.  Tell  Mr.  Leach 
that  when  he  makes  an  appointment  with  Doctor  Swift  he 
had  best  keep  it,  do  ye  hear?  And  keep  a  respectful 
tongue  in  your  head,  sir,  when  you  address  a  person  like 
me." 

"  I'm  but  a  poor  broken-down  soldier,"  says  the  Colonel,, 
"  and  I've  seen  better  days,  though  I  am  forced  now  to 
turn  my  hand  to  writing.     We  can't  help  our  fate,  sir." 

"  You're  the  person  that  Mr.  Leach  hath  spoken  to  me 
of,  I  presume.  Have  the  goodness  to  speak  civilly  when 
you  are  spoken  to — and  tell  Leach  to  call  at  my  lodgings 
in  Bury  Street,  and  bring  the  papers  with  him  to-night  at 
ten  o'clock.  And  the  next  time  you  see  me,  you'll  know 
me,  and  be  civil,  Mr.  Kemp." 

Poor  Kemp,  who  had  been  a  lieutenant  at  the  beginning 
of  the  war,  and  fallen  into  misfortune,  was  the  writer  of 
the  Post-Boy,  and  now  took  honest  Mr.  Leach's  pay  in 
place  of  her  Majesty's.  Esmond  had  seen  this  gentleman, 
and  a  very  ingenious,  hard-working  honest  fellow  he  was, 
toiling  to  give  bread  to  a  great  family,  and  watching  up 
many  a  long  winter  night  to  keep  the  wolf  from  his  door. 
And  Mr.  St.  John,  who  had  liberty  always  on  his  tongue, 
had  just  sent  a  dozen  of  the  opposition  writers  into  prison, 
and  one  actually  into  the  pillory,  for  what  he  called  libels, 
but  libels  not  half  so  violent  as  those  writ  on  our  side. 
With  regard  to  this  very  piece  of  tyranny,  Esmond  had 
remonstrated  strongly  with  the  Secretary,  who  laughed  and 
said  the  rascals  were  served  quite  right ;  and  told  Esmond 
a  joke  of  Swift's  regarding  the  matter.  Nay,  more,  this 
Irishman,  when  St.  John  was  about  to  pardon  a  poor 
wretch  condemned  to  death  for  rape,  absolutely  prevented 
the  Secretary  from  exercising  this  act  of  good-nature,  and 
boasted  that  he  had  had  the  man  hanged ;  and  great  as  the 
Doctor's  genius  might  be,  and  splendid  his  ability,  Esmond 
for  one  would  affect  no  love  for  him,  and  never  desired  to 
make  his  acquaintance.  The  Doctor  was  at  Court  every 
Sunday  assiduously  enough,  a  place  the  Colouel  frequented 
but  rarely,  though  he  had  a  great  inducement  to  go  there 
in  the  person  of  a  fair  maid  of  honour  of  her  Majesty's; 
and  the  airs  and  patronage  Mr,  Swift  gave  himself,  for- 
getting gentlemen  of  his  country  whom  he  knew  perfectly, 
his  loud  talk  at  once  insolent  and  servile,  nay,  perhaps 
his  very  intimacy  with  Lord  Treasurer  and  the  Secretary, 
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who  indulged  all  his  freaks  and  called  him  Jonathan,  you 
may  be  sure,  were  remarked  by  many  a  person  of  whom 
the  proud  priest  himself  took  no  note,  during  that  time  of 
his  vanity  and  triumph. 

'Twas  but  three  days  after  the  16th  of  November,  1712 
(Esmond  minds  him  well  of  the  date),  that  he  went  by  in- 
vitation to  dine  with  his  General,  the  foot  of  whose  table 
he  used  to  take  on  these  festive  occasions,  as  he  had  done 
at  many  a  board,  hard  and  plentiful,  during  the  campaign. 
This  was  a  great  feast,  and  of  the  latter  sort ;  the  honest 
old  gentleman  loved  to  treat  his  friends  splendidly:  his 
Grace  of  Ormonde,  before  he  joined  his  army  as  general- 
issimo, my  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke,  one  of  her  Maj- 
esty's Secretaries  of  State,  my  Lord  Orkney,  that  had 
served  with  us  abroad,  being  of  the  party.  His  Grace  of 
Hamilton,  Master  of  the  Ordnance,  and  in  whose  honour 
the  feast  had  been  given,  upon  his  approaching  departure 
as  Ambassador  to  Paris,  had  sent  an  excuse  to  General 
Webb  at  two  o'clock,  but  an  hour  before  the  dinner: 
nothmg  but' the  most  immediate  business,  his  Grace  said, 
should  have  prevented  him  having  the  pleasure  of  drinking 
a  parting  glass  to  the  healbh  of  General  Webb.  His  ab- 
sence disappointed  Esmond's  old  chief,  who  suffered  much 
from  his  wounds  besides;  and  though  the  company  was 
grand,  it  was  rather  gloomy.  St.  John  came  last,  and 
brought  a  friend  with  him:  "I'm  sure,"  says  my  General, 
bowing  very  politely,  "  my  table  hath  always  a  place  for 
Doctor  Swift." 

Mr.  Esmond  went  up  to  the  Doctor  with  a  bow  and  a 
smile: — "I  gave  Doctor  Swift's  message,"  says  he,  "to 
the  printer:  I  hope  he  brought  your  pamphlet  to  your 
lodgings  in  time."  Indeed  poor  Leach  bad  come  to  his 
house  very  soon  after  the  Doctor  left  it,  being  brought 
away  rather  tipsy  from  the  tavern  by  his  thrifty  wife ;  and 
he  talked  of  Cousin  Swift  in  a  maudlin  way,  though  of 
course  Mr.  Esmond  did  not  allude  to  this  relationship. 
The  Doctor  scowled,  blushed,  and  was  much  confused,  and 
said  scarce  a  word  during  the  whole  of  dinner.  A  very 
little  stone  will  sometimes  knock  down  these  Goliaths  of 
wit ;  and  this  one  was  often  discomfited  when  met  by  a 
man  of  any  spirit ;  he  took  his  place  sulkily,  put  water  in 
his  wine  that  the  others  drank  plentifully,  and  scarce  said 
a  word. 
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The  talk  was  about  the  affairs  of  the  day,  or  rather 
about  persons  than  affairs:  my  Lady  Marlborough's  fury, 
her  daughters  in  old  clothes  and  mob-caps  looking  out  from 
their  windows  and  seeing  the  company  pass  to  the  Draw- 
ing-room; the  gentleman-usher's  horror  when  the  Prince 
of  Savoy  was  introduced  to  her  Majesty  in  a  tie-wig,  no 
man  out  of  a  full-bottomed  periwig  ever  having  kissed  the 
Eoyal  hand  before ;  about  the  Mohawks  and  the  damage 
they  were  doing,  rushing  through  the  town,  killing  and 
murdering.  Some  one  said  the  ill-omened  face  of  Mohun 
had  been  seen  at  the  theatre  the  night  before,  and  Macart- 
ney and  Meredith  with  him.  Meant  to  be  a  feast,  the 
meeting,  in  spite  of  drink  and  talk,  was  as  dismal  as  a 
funeral.  Every  topick  started  subsided  into  gloom.  His 
Grace  of  Ormonde  went  away  because  the  conversation  got 
upon  Denain,  where  we  had  been  defeated  in  the  last  cam- 
paign. Esmond's  General  was  affected  at  the  allusion  to 
this  action  too,  for  Ms  comrade  of  Wynendael,  the  Count 
of  Nassau  Woudenbourg,  had  been  slain  there.  Mr.  Swift, 
when  Esmond  pledged  him,  said  he  drank  no  wine,  and 
took  his  hat  from  the  peg  and  went  away,  beckoning  my 
Lord  Bolingbroke  to  follow  him ;  but  the  other  bade  him 
take  his  chariot  and  save  his  coach-hire — he  had  to  speak 
with  Colonel  Esmond;  and  when  the  rest  of  the  company 
withdrew  to  cards,  these  two  remained  behind  in  the  dark. 

Bolingbroke  always  spoke  freely  when  he  had  drunk 
freely.  His  enemies  could  get  any  secret  out  of  him  in 
that  condition ;  women  were  even  employed  to  ply  him, 
and  take  his  words  down.  I  have  heard  that  my  Lord 
Stair,  three  years  after,  when  the  Secretary  fled  to  France 
and  became  the  Pretender's  Minister,  got  all  the  informa- 
tion he  wanted  by  putting  female  spies  over  St.  John  in  his 
cups.  He  spoke  freely  now : — "  Jonathan  knows  nothing 
of  this  for  certain,  though  he  suspects  it,  and  by  George, 
Webb  will  take  an  Archbishoprick,  and  Jonathan  a — no — 
damme — Jonathan  will  take  an  Archbishoprick  from  James, 
I  warrant  me,  gladly  enough.  Your  Duke  hath  the  string 
of  the  whole  matter  in  his  hand,"  the  Secretary  went  on. 
"  We  have  that  which  will  force  Marlborough  to  keep  his 
distance,  and  he  goes  out  of  London  in  a  fortnight.  Prior 
hath  his  business ;  he  left  me  this  morning,  and  mark  me, 
Harry,  should  fate  carry  off  our  august,  our  beloved,  our 
most  gouty  and  plethorick  Queen,  and  defender  of  the  Eaith, 
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la  bonne  cause  triomphera.  A  la  sante  de  la  bonne  cause ! 
Everything  good  comes  from  France.  Wine  comes  from 
Trance ;  give  us  another  bumper  to  the  bonne  cause."  We 
drank  it  together. 

"  Will  the  bonne  cause  turn  Protestant? "  asked  Mr. 
Esmond. 

"No,  hang  it,"  says  the  other,  "he'll  defend  our  Faith 
as  in  duty  bound,  but  he'll  stick  by  his  own.  The  Hind 
and  the  Panther  shall  run  in  the  same  car,  by  Jove !  Right- 
eousness and  peace  shall  kiss  each  other :  and  we'll  have 
Father  Massillon  to  walk  down  the  aisle  of  St.  Paul's, 
cheek  by  jowl  with  Dr.  Sacheverel.  Give  us  more  wine ; 
here's  a  health  to  the  bonne  cause,  kneeling — damme,  let's 
drink  it  kneeling !  "  He  was  quite  flushed  and  wild  with 
wine  as  he  was  talking. 

"And  suppose,"  says  Esmond,  who  always  had  this 
gloomy  apprehension,  "the  bonne  cause  should  give  us  up 
to  the  French,  as  his  father  and  uncle  did  before  him?  " 

"  Give  us  up  to  the  French !  "  starts  up  Bolingbroke ;  "  is 
there  any  English  gentleman  that  fears  that?  You  who 
have  seen  Blenheim  and  Eamillies,  afraid  of  the  French ! 
Your  ancestors  and  mine,  and  brave  old  Webb's  yonder, 
have  met  them  in  a  hundred  fields,  and  our  children  will 
be  ready  to  do  the  like.  Who's  he  that  wishes  for  more 
men  from  England?  My  Cousin  Westmoreland?  Give  us 
up  to  the  French,  pshaw !  " 

"His  uncle  did,"  says  Mr.  Esmond. 

"And  what  happened  to  his  grandfather?  "  broke  out  St. 
John,  filling  out  another  bumper.  "  Here's  to  the  greatest 
monarch  England  ever  saw ;  here's  to  the  Englishman  that 
made  a  kingdom  of  her.  Our  great  King  came  from  Hunt- 
ingdon, not  Hanover;  our  fathers  didn't  look  for  a  Dutch- 
man to  rule  us.  Let  him  come  and  we'll  keep  him,  and 
we'll  show  him  Whitehall.  If  he's  a  traitor  let  us  have 
him  here  to  deal  with  him ;  and  then  there  are  spirits  here 
as  great  as  any  that  have  gone  before.  There  are  men  here 
that  can  look  at  danger  in  the  face  and  not  be  frightened 
at  it.  Traitor!  treason!  what  names  are  these  to  scare 
you  and  me?  Are  all  Oliver's  men  dead,  or  his  glorious 
name  forgotten  in  fifty  years?  Are  there  no  men  equal  to 
him,  think  you,  as  good — ay,  as  good?  God  save  the 
King !  and,  if  the  monarchy  fails  us,  God  save  the  British 
fiepublick ! " 
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He  filled  another  great  bumper,  and  tossed  it  up  and 
drained  it  wildly,  just  as  the  noise  of  rapid  carriage-wheels 
approaching  was  stopped  at  our  door,  and  after  a  hurried 
knock  and  a  moment's  interval,  Mr.  Swift  came  into  the 
hall,  ran  upstairs  to  the  room  we  were  dining  in,  and  en- 
tered it  with  a  perturbed  face.  St.  John,  excited  with 
drink,  was  making  some  wild  quotation  out  of  Macbeth, 
but  Swift  stopped  him. 

"Drink  no  more,  my  lord,  for  God's  sake!"  says  he. 
"I  come  with  the  most  dreadful  news." 

"  Is  the  Queen  dead?  "  cries  out  Bolingbroke,  seizing  on 
a  water-glass. 

"  No,  Duke  Hamilton  is  dead ;  he  was  murdered  an  hour 
ago  by  Mohun  and  Macartney;  they  had  a  quarrel  this 
morning ;  they  gave  him  not  so  much  time  as  to  write  a 
letter.  He  went  for  a  couple  of  his  friends,  and  he  is 
dead,  and  Mohun,  too,  the  bloody  villain,  who  was  set  on 
him.  They  fought  in  Hyde  Park  just  before  sunset;  the 
Duke  killed  Mohun,  and  Macartney  came  up  and  stabbed 
him,  and  the  dog  is  fled.  I  have  your  chariot  below ;  send 
to  every  part  of  the  country  and  apprehend  that  villain ; 
come  to  the  Duke's  house  and  see  if  any  life  be  left  in 
him." 

"Oh,  Beatrix,  Beatrix,"  thought  Esmond,  "and  here 
ends  my  poor  girl's  ambition!  " 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

POOR  BEATRIX. 

There  had  been  no  need  to  urge  upon  Esmond  the  neces- 
sity of  a  separation  between  him  and  Beatrix :  Fate  had 
done  that  completely ;  and  I  think  from  the  very  moment 
poor  Beatrix  had  accepted  the  Duke's  offer,  she  began  to 
assume  the  majestick  air  of  a  Duchess,  nay,  Queen  Elect, 
and  to  carry  herself  as  one  sacred  and  removed  from  us 
common  people.  Her  mother  and  kinsman  both  fell  into 
her  ways,  the  latter  scornfully  perhaps,  and  uttering  his 
usual  gibes  at  her  vanity  and  his  own.  There  was  a  certain 
charm  about  this  girl  of  which  neither  Colonel  Esmond 
nor  his  fond  mistress  could  forego  the  fascination ;  in  spite 
of  her  faults  and  her  pride  and  wilfulness,  they  were  forced 
to  love  her ;  and,  indeed,  might  be  set  down  as  the  two 
chief  flatterers  of  the  brilliant  creature's  court. 

Who,  in  the  course  of  his  life,  hath  not  been  so  be- 
witched, and  worshipped  some  idol  or  another?  Years 
after  this  passion  hath  been  dead  and  buried,  along  with  a 
thousand  other  worldly  cares  and  ambitions,  he  who  felt  it 
can  recall  it  out  of  its  grave,  and  admire,  almost  as  fondly 
as  he  did  in  his  youth,  that  lovely  queenly  creature.  I  in- 
voke that  beautiful  spirit  from  the  shades  and  love  her 
still ;  or  rather  I  should  say  such  a  past  is  always  present 
to  a  man ;  such  a  passion  once  felt  forms  a  part  of  his 
whole  being,  and  cannot  be  separated  from  it ;  it  becomes  a 
portion  of  the  man  of  to-day,  just  as  any  great  faith  or 
conviction,  the  discovery  of  poetry,  the  awakening  of  re- 
ligion, ever  afterwards  influence  him ;  just  as  the  wound  I 
had  at  Blenheim,  and  of  which  I  wear  the  scar,  hath  be- 
come part  of  my  frame  and  influenced  my  whole  body,  nay, 
spirit  subsequently,  though  'twas  got  and  healed  forty 
years  ago.  Parting  and  forgetting !  What  faithful  heart 
can  do  these?  Our  great  thoughts,  our  great  affections, 
the  Truths  of  our  life,  never  leave  us.  Surely,  they  can- 
not separate  from  our  consciousness ;  shall  follow  it  whither- 
soever that  shall  go ;  and  are  of  their  nature  divine  and 
immortal. 
25 
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With  the  horrible  news  of  this  catastrophe,  which  was 
confirmed  by  the  weeping  domesticks  at  the  Duke's  own 
door,  Esmond  rode  homewards  as  quick  as  his  lazy  coach 
would  carry  him,  devising  all  the  time  how  he  should 
break  the  intelligence  to  the  person  most  concerned  in  it; 
and  if  a  satire  upon  human  vanity  could  be  needed,  that 
poor  soul  afforded  it  in  the  altered  company  and  occupa- 
tions in  which  Esmond  found  her.  Eor  days  before,  her 
chariot  had  been  rolling  the  street  from  mercer  to  toyshop — 
from  goldsmith  to  laceman :  her  taste  was  perfect,  or  at  least 
the  fond  bridegroom  had  thought  so,  and  had  given  en- 
tire authority  over  all  tradesmen,  and  for  all  the  plate,  furni- 
ture, and  equipages,  with  which  his  Grace  the  Ambassador 
wished  to  adorn  his  splendid  mission.  She  must  have  her 
picture  by  Kneller,  a  duchess  not  being  complete  without  a 
portrait,  and  a  noble  one  he  made,  and  actually  sketched 
in,  on  a  cushion,  a  coronet  which  she  was  about  to  wear. 
She  vowed  she  would  wear  it  at  King  James  the  Third's 
coronation,  and  never  a  princess  in  the  land  would  have 
become  ermine  better.  Esmond  found  the  ante-chamber 
crowded  with  milliners  and  toyshop  women,  obsequious 
goldsmiths  w^ith  jewels,  salvers,  and  tankards;  and  mer- 
cers' men  with  hangings,  and  velvets,  and  brocades.  My 
Lady  Duchess  elect  was  giving  audience  to  one  famous  sil- 
versmith from  Exeter  Change,  who  brought  with  him  a 
great  chased  salver,  of  which  he  was  pointing  out  the  beau- 
ties as  Colonel  Esmond  entered.  "Come,"  says  she, 
"  cousin,  and  admire  the  taste  of  this  pretty  thing."  I 
think  Mars  and  Venus  were  lying  in  the  golden  bower,  that 
one  gilt  Cupid  carried  off  the  war-god's  casque — another 
his  sword — another  his  g-^^at  buckler,  upon  which  my  Lord 
Duke  Hamilton's  arms  with  ours  were  to  be  engraved — and 
a  fourth  was  kneeling  down  to  the  reclining  goddess  with 
the  ducal  coronet  in  her  hands,  God  help  us !  The  next 
time  Mr.  Esmond  saw  that  piece  of  plate,  the  arms  were 
changed,  the  ducal  coronet  had  been  replaced  by  a  vis- 
count's; it  formed  part  of  the  fortune  of  the  thrifty  gold- 
smith's own  daughter,  when  she  married  my  Lord  Viscount 
Squanderfield  two  years  after. 

"Isn't  this  a  beautiful  piece?  "  says  Beatrix,  examining 
it,  and  she  pointed  out  the  arch  graces  of  the  Cupids,  and 
the  fine  carving  of  the  languid  prostrate  Mars.  Esmond 
sickened  as  he  thought  of  the  warrior  dead  in  his  chamber. 
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his  servants  and  children  weeping  around  him ;  and  of  this 
smiling  creature  attiring  herself,  as  it  were,  for  that  nuptial 
deathbed.  "  'Tis  a  pretty  piece  of  vanity,"  says  he,  look- 
ing gloomily  at  the  beautiful  creature:  there  were  flam- 
beaux in  the  room  lighting  up  the  brilliant  mistress  of  it. 
She  lifted  up  the  great  gold  salver  with  her  fair  arms. 

"Vanity!"  says  she,  haughtily.  "What  is  vanity  in 
you,  sir,  is  propriety  in  me.  You  ast  a  Jewish  price  for 
it,  Mr.  Graves ;  but  have  it  I  will,  if  only  to  spite  Mr. 
Esmond. " 

"  Oh,  Beatrix,  lay  it  down !  "  says  Mr.  Esmond.  "  Hero- 
dias'.  you  know  not  what  you  carry  in- the  charger." 

She  dropped  it  with  a  clang ;  the  eager  goldsmith  run- 
ning to  seize  his  fallen  ware.  The  lady's  face  caught  the 
fright  from  Esmond's  pale  countenance,  and  her  eyes  shone 
out  like  beacons  of  alarm : — "  What  is  it,  Henry?  "  says 
she,  running  to  him,  and  seizing  both  his  hands.  "What 
do  you  mean  by  your  pale  face  and  gloomy  tones?  " 

"Come  away,  come  away!"  says  Esmond,  leading  her: 
she  clung  frightened  to  him,  and  he  supported  her  upon 
his  heart,  bidding  the  scared  goldsmith  leave  them.  The 
man  went  into  the  next  apartment,  staring  with  surprise, 
and  hugging  his  precious  charger. 

"  Oh,  my  Beatrix,  my  sister !  "  says  Esmond,  still  hold- 
ing in  his  arms  the  pallid  and  affrighted  creature,  "you 
have  the  greatest  courage  of  any  woman  in  the  world ;  pre- 
pare to  show  it  now,  for  you  have  a  dreadful  trial  to  bear." 

She  sprang  away  from  the  friend  who  would  have  pro- 
tected her: — "  Hatl  he  left  me?"  says  she.  "We  had 
words  this  morning :  he  was  very  gloomy,  and  I  angered 
him :  but  he  dared  not,  he  dared  not !  "  As  she  spoke  a 
burning  blush  flushed  over  her  whole  face  and  bosom. 
Esmond  saw  it  reflected  in  the  glass  by  which  she  stood, 
with  clenched  hands,  pressing  her  swelling  heart. 

"He  has  left  you,"  says  Esmond,  wondering  that  rage 
rather  than  sorrow  was  in  her  looks. 

"And  he  is  alive,"  cries  Beatrix,  "and  you  bring  me 
this  commission !  He  has  left  me,  and  you  haven't  dared 
to  avenge  me !  You,  that  pretend  to  be  the  champion  of 
our  house,  have  let  me  suffer  this  insult!  Where  is  Castle- 
wood?     I  will  go  to  my  brother." 

"  The  Duke  is  not  alive,  Beatrix,"  said  Esmond. 

She  looked  at  her  cousin  wildly,  and  fell  back  to  the 
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wall  as  though  shot  iu  the  breast : — "  And  you  come  here, 
and — and — you  killed  him?  " 

"No;  thank  heaven!"  her  kinsman  said.  "The  blood 
of  that  noble  heart  doth  not  stain  my  sword !  In  its  last 
hour  it  was  faithful  to  thee,  Beatrix  Esmond.  Vain  and 
cruel  woman!  kneel  and  thank  the  awful  heaven  which 
awards  life  and  death,  and  chastises  pride,  that  the  noble 
Hamilton  died  true  to  you ;  at  least  that  'twas  not  your 
quarrel,  or  your  pride,  or  your  wicked  vanity,  that  drove 
him  to  his  fate.  He  died  by  the  bloody  sword  which  al- 
ready had  drunk  your  own  father's  blood.  O  woman,  O 
sister !  to  that  sad  field  where  two  corpses  are  lying — for 
the  murderer  died  too  by  the  hand  of  the  man  he  slew — 
can  you  bring  no  mourners  but  your  revenge  and  your  van- 
ity? God  help  and  pardon  thee,  Beatrix,  as  he  brings 
this  awful  punishment  to  your  hard  and  rebellious  heart." 

Esmond  had  scarce  done  speaking,  when  his  mistress 
came  in.  The  colloquy  between  him  and  Beatrix  had  lasted 
but  a  few  minutes,  during  which  time  Esmond's  servant 
had  carried  the  disastrous  news  through  the  household. 
The  army  of  Vanity  Fair,  waiting  without,  gathered  up  all 
their  fripperies  and  fled  aghast.  Tender  Lady  Castlewood 
had  been  in  talk  above  with  Dean  Atterbury,  the  pious 
creature's  almoner  and  director;  and  the  Dean  had  entered 
with  her  as  a  physician  whose  place  was  at  a  sick-bed. 
Beatrix's  mother  looked  at  Esmond  and  ran  towards  her 
daughter,  with  a  pale  face  and  open  heart  and  hands,  all 
kindness  and  pity.  But  Beatrix  passed  her  by,  nor  would 
she  have  any  of  the  medicaments  of  the  spiritual  physician. 
"I  am  best  in  my  own  room  and  by  myself,"  she  said. 
Her  eyes  were  quite  dry ;  nor  did  Esmond  ever  see  them 
otherwise,  save  once,  in  respect  to  that  grief.  She  gave 
him  a  cold  hand  as  she  went  out:  "Thank  you,  brother," 
she  said,  in  a  low  voice,  and  with  a  simplicity  more  touch- 
ing than  tears ;  "  all  you  have  said  is  true  and  kind,  and  I 
will  go  away  and  ask  pardon."  The  three  others  remained 
behind,  and  talked  over  the  dreadful  story.  It  affected 
Doctor  Atterbury  more  even  than  us,  as  it  seemed.  The 
death  of  Mohun,  her  husband's  murderer,  was  more  awful 
to  my  mistress  than  even  the  Duke' s  unhappy  end.  Esmond 
gave  at  length  what  particulars  he  knew  of  their  quarrel, 
and  the  cause  of  it.  The  two  noblemen  had  long  been  at 
war  with  respect  to  the  Lord  Gerard's  property,  whose  two 
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daughters  my  Lord  Duke  and  Mohun  had  married.  They 
had  met  by  appointment  that  day  at  the  lawyer's  in  Lin- 
coln's Inn  Fields;  had  words  which,  though  they  appeared 
very  trifling  to  those  who  heard  them,  were  not  so  to  men 
exasperated  by  long  and  previous  enmity.  Mohun  asked 
my  Lord  Duke  where  he  could  see  his  Grace's  friends,  and 
within  an  hour  had  sent  two  of  his  own  to  arrange  this 
deadly  duel.  It  was  pursued  with  such  fierceness,  and 
sprang  from  so  trifling  a  cause,  that  all  men  agreed  at  the 
time  that  there  was  a  party,  of  which  these  three  notorious 
brawlers  were  but  agents,  who  desired  to  take  Duke  Ham- 
ilton's life  away.  They  fought  three  on  a  side,  as  in  that 
tragick  meeting  twelve  y  ears  back,  which  hath  been  recounted 
already,  and  in  which  Mohun  performed  his  second  mur- 
der. They  rushed  in,  and  closed  upon  each  other  at  once 
without  any  feints  of  crossing  of  swords  even,  and  stabbed 
one  at  the  other  desperately,  each  receiving  many  wounds ; 
and  Mohun  having  his  death-wound,  and  my  Lord  Duke 
lying  by  him.  Macartney  came  up  and  stabbed  his  Grace 
as  he  lay  on  the  ground,  and  gave  him  the  blow  of  which 
he  died.  Colonel  Macartney  denied  this,  of  which  the 
horror  and  indignation  of  the  whole  kingdom  would  never- 
theless have  him  guilty,  and  fled  the  country,  whither  he 
never  returned. 

What  was  the  real  cause  of  the  Duke  Hamilton's  death? 
— a  paltry  quarrel  that  might  easily  have  been  made  up, 
and  with  a  ruffian  so  low,  base,  profligate,  and  degraded 
with  former  crimes  and  repeated  murders,  that  a  man  of 
such  a  renown  and  princely  rank  as  my  Lord  Duke  might 
have  disdained  to  sully  his  sword  with  the  blood  of  such  a 
villain.  But  his  spirit  was  so  high  that  those  who  wished 
his  death  knew  that  his  courage  was  like  his  charity,  and 
never  turned  any  man  away ;  and  he  died  by  the  hands  of 
Mohun,  and  the  other  two  cut-throats  that  were  set  on  him. 
The  Queen's  ambassador  to  Paris  died,  the  loyal  and  de- 
voted servant  of  the  House  of  Stuart,  and  a  Royal  Prince 
of  Scotland  himself,  and  carrying  the  confidence,  the  re- 
pentance of  Queen  Anne  along  with  his  own  open  devotion, 
and  the  goodwill  of  millions  in  the  country  more,  to  the 
Queen's  exiled  brother  and  sovereign. 

That  party  to  which  Lord  Mohun  belonged  had  the  ben- 
efit of  his  service,  and  now  were  well  rid  of  such  a  ruffian. 
He,  and  Meredith,  and  Macartney,  were  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
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borough's  men;  and  the  two  colonels  had  been  broke  but 
the  year  before  for  drinking  perdition  to  the  Tories.  His 
Grace  was  a  "Whig  now  and  a  Hanoverian,  and  as  eager  for 
war  as  Prince  Eugene  himself.  I  say  not  that  he  was 
privy  to  Duke  Hamilton's  death,  I  say  that  his  party 
profited  by  it ;  and  that  three  desperate  and  bloody  instru- 
ments were  found  to  effect  that  murder. 

As  Esmond  and  the  Dean  walked  away  from  Kensing- 
ton discoursing  of  this  tragedy,  and  how  fatal  it  was  to  the 
cause  which  they  both  had  at  heart,  the  street-criers  were 
already  out  with  their  broadsides,  shouting  through  the 
town  the  full,  true,  and  horrible  account  of  the  death  of 
Lord  Mohun  and  Duke  Hamilton  in  a  duel.  A  fellow  had 
got  to  Kensington,  and  was  crying  it  in  the  square  there  at 
very  early  morning,  when  Mr.  Esmond  happened  to  pass 
by.  He  drove  the  man  from  under  Beatrix's  very  window, 
whereof  the  casement  had  been  set  open.  The  sun  was 
shining  though  'twas  November :  he  had  seen  the  market- 
carts  rolling  into  London,  the  guard  relieved  at  the  palace, 
the  labourers  trudging  to  their  work  in  the  gardens  be- 
tween Kensington  and  the  City — the  wandering  merchants 
and  hawkers  filling  the  air  with  their  cries.  The  world 
was  going  to  its  business  again,  although  dukes  lay  dead 
and  ladies  mourned  for  them ;  and  kings,  very  likely,  lost 
their  chances.  So  night  and  day  pass  away,  and  to-mor- 
row comes,  and  our  place  knows  us  not.  Esmond  thought 
of  the  courier,  now  galloping  on  the  North  road  to  inform 
him,  who  was  Earl  of  Arran  yesterday,  that  he  was  Duke 
of  Hamilton  to-day,  and  of  a  thousand  great  schemes, 
hopes,  ambitions,  that  were  alive  in  the  gallant  heart,  beat- 
ing a  few  hours  since,  and  now  in  a  little  dust  CLuiescent. 
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CHAPTER     VII. 

I  VISIT  CASTLEWOOD  ONCE  MORE. 

Thus,  for  a  third  time,  Beatrix's  ambitious  hopes  were 
circumvented,  and  she  might  well  believe  that  a  special 
malignant  fate  watched  and  pursued  her,  tearing  her  prize 
out  of  her  hand  just  as  she  seemed  to  grasp  it,  and  leaving 
her  with  only  rage  and  grief  for  her  portion.  Whatever  her 
feelings  might  have  been  of  anger  or  of  sorrow,  (and  I  fear 
me  that  the  former  emotion  was  that  which  most  tore  her 
heart,)  she  would  take  no  confidant,  as  people  of  softer 
natures  would  have  done  under  such  a  calamity ;  her  mother 
and  her  kinsman  knew  that  she  would  disdain  their  pity, 
and  that  to  offer  it  would  be  but  to  infuriate  the  cruel 
wound  which  fortune  had  inflicted.  We  knew  that  her  pride 
was  awfully  humbled  and  punished  by  this  sudden  and  ter- 
rible blow ;  she  wanted  no  teaching  of  ours  to  point  out  the 
sad  moral  of  her  story.  Her  fond  mother  could  give  but 
her  prayers,  and  her  kinsman  his  faithful  friendship  and 
patience  to  the  unhappy,  stricken  creature ;  and  it  was 
only  by  hints,  and  a  word  or  two  uttered  mouths  after- 
wards, that  Beatrix  showed  she  understood  their  silent 
commiseration,  and  on  her  part  was  secretly  thankful  for 
their  forbearance.  The  people  about  the  Court  said  there 
was  that  in  her  manner  which  frightened  away  scoffing 
and  condolence :  she  was  above  their  triumph  and  their 
pity,  and  acted  her  part  in  that  dreadful  tragedy  greatly 
and  courageously ;  so  that  those  who  liked  her  least  were 
yet  forced  to  admire  her.  We,  who  watched  her  after 
her  disaster,  could  not  but  respect  the  indomitable  courage 
and  majestick  calm  with  which  she  bore  it.  "I  would 
rather  see  her  tears  than  her  pride,"  her  mother  said,  who 
was  accustomed  to  bear  her  sorrows  in  a  very  different 
way,  and  to  receive  them  as  the  stroke  of  God,  with  an 
awful  submission  and  meekness.  But  Beatrix's  nature  was 
different  to  that  tender  parent's;  she  seemed  to  accept  her 
grief,  and  to  defy  it ;  nor  would  she  allow  it  (I  believe  not 
even  in  private  and  in  her  own  chamber)  to  extort  from 
her  the  confession  of  even  a  tear  of  humiliation  or  a  cry  of 
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pain.  Friends  and  children  of  our  race,  who  come  after 
me,  in  which  way  will  you  bear  your  trials?  I  know  one 
that  prays  God  will  give  you  love  rather  than  pride,  and 
that  the  Eye  all-seeing  shall  find  you  in  the  humble 
place.  Not  that  we  should  judge  proud  spirits  otherwise 
than  charitably.  'Tis  nature  hath  fashioned  some  for 
ambition  and  dominion,  as  it  hath  formed  others  for  obedi- 
ence and  gentle  submission.  The  leopard  follows  his 
nature  as  the  lamb  does,  and  acts  after  leopard  law ;  she 
can  neither  help  her  beauty,  nor  her  courage,  nor  her 
cruelty;  nor  a  single  spot  on  her  shining  coat;  nor  the 
conquering  spirit  which  impels  her;  nor  the  shot  which 
brings  her  down. 

During  that  well-founded  panick  the  Whigs  had,  lest  the 
Queen  should  forsake  their  Hanoverian  Prince,  bound  by 
oaths  and  treaties  as  she  was  to  him,  and  recall  her 
brother,  who  was  allied  to  her  by  yet  stronger  ties  of  na- 
ture and  duty;  the  Prince  of  Savoy,  and  the  boldest  of 
that  party  of  the  Whigs,  were  for  bringing  the  young  Duke 
of  Cambridge  over,  in  spite  of  the  Queen,  and  the  outcry 
of  her  Tory  servants,  arguing  that  the  Electoral  Prince,  a 
Peer  and  Prince  of  the  Blood-Eoyal  of  this  Eealm  too,  and 
in  the  line  of  succession  to  the  crown,  had  a  right  to  sit  in 
the  Parliament  whereof  he  was  a  member,  and  to  dwell  in 
the  country  which  he  one  day  was  to  govern.  Nothing  but 
the  strongest  ill  will  expressed  by  the  Queen,  and  the 
people  about  her,  and  menaces  of  the  Eoyal  resentment, 
should  this  scheme  be  persisted  in,  prevented  it  from  being 
carried  into  effect. 

The  boldest  on  our  side  were^  in  like  manner,  for  having 
our  Prince  into  the  country.  The  undoubted  inheritor  of 
the  right  divine;  the  feelings  of  more  than  half  the  nation, 
of  almost  all  the  clergy,  cf  the  gentry  of  England  and 
Scotland  with  him;  entirely  innocent  of  the  crime  for 
which  his  father  suffered — brave,  young,  handsome,  un- 
fortunate— who  in  England  would  dare  to  molest  the 
Prince  should  he  come  amongst  us,  and  fling  himself  upon 
British  generosity,  hospitality,  and  lionour?  An  invader 
wii)h  an  army  of  Frenchmen  behind  him.  Englishmen  of 
spirit  would  resist  to  the  death,  and  drive  back  to  the 
shores  whence  he  came ;  but  a  Prince,  alone,  armed  with 
his  right  only,  and  relying  on  the  loyalty  of  his  people, 
was  sure,  many  of  his  friends  argued,  of  welcome,  at  least 
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of  safety,  among  us.  The  hand  of  his  sister  the  Queen, 
of  the  people  his  subjects,  never  could  be  raised  to  do  him 
a  wrong.  But  the  Queen  was  timid  by  nature,  and  the 
successive  Ministers  she  had,  had  private  causes  for  their 
irresolution.  The  bolder  and  honester  men,  who  had  at 
heart  the  illustrious  young  exile's  cause,  had  no  scheme 
of  interest  of  their  own  to  prevent  them  from  seeing  the 
right  done,  and,  provided  only  he  came  as  an  Englishman, 
were  ready  to  venture  their  all  to  welcome  and  defend  him. 

St.  John  and  Harley  both  had  kind  words  in  plenty  for 
the  Prince's  adherents,  and  gave  him  endless  promises  of 
future  support;  but  hints  and  promises  were  all  they 
could  be  got  to  give;  and  some  of  his  friends  were  for 
measures  much  bolder,  more  efficacious,  and  more  open. 
With  a  party  of  these,  some  of  whom  are  yet  alive,  and 
some  whose  names  Mr.  Esmond  has  no  right  to  mention, 
he  found  himself  engaged  the  year  after  that  miserable 
death  of  Duke  Hamilton,  which  deprived  the  Prince  of  his 
most  courageous  ally  in  this  country.  Dean  Atterbury 
was  one  of  the  friends  whom  Esmond  may  mention,  as  the 
brave  bishop  is  now  beyond  exile  and  persecution,  and  to 
him,  and  one  or  two  more,  the  Colonel  opened  himself  of 
a  scheme  of  his  own,  that,  backed  by  a  little  resolution 
on  the  Prince's  part,  could  not  fail  of  bringing  about  the 
accomplishment  of  their  dearest  wishes. 

My  young  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood  had  not  come  to  Eng- 
land to  keep  his  majority,  and  had  now  been  absent  from  the 
country  for  several  years.  The  year  when  his  sister  was 
to  be  married  and  Duke  Hamilton  died,  my  lord  was  kept  at 
Bruxelles  by  his  wife's  lying-in.  The  gentle  Clotilda  could 
not  bear  her  husband  out  of  her  sight ;  perhaps  she  mis- 
trusted the  young  scapegrace  should  he  ever  get  loose  from 
her  leading-strings ;  and  she  kept  him  by  her  side  to  nurse 
the  baby  and  administer  posset  to  the  gossips.  Many  a 
laugh  poor  Beatrix  had  had  about  Frank's  uxoriousness : 
his  mother  would  have  gone  to  Clotilda  when  her  time  was 
coming,  but  that  the  mother-in-law  was  already  in  posses- 
sion, and  the  negotiations  for  poor  Beatrix's  marriage  were 
begun.  A  few  months  after  the  horrid  catastrophe  in 
Hyde  Park,  my  mistress  and  her  daughter  retired  to  Cas- 
tlewood, where  my  lord,  it  was  expected,  would  soon  join 
them.  But,  to  say  truth,  their  quiet  household  was  little 
to  his  taste ;  he  could  be  got  to  come  to  Waleote  but  once 
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after  his  first  campaign ;  and  then  the  young  rogue  spent 
more  than  half  his  time  in  London,  not  appearing  at  Court 
or  in  publicis  under  his  own  name  and  title,  but  fre- 
quenting plays,  bagnios,  and  the  very  worst  company, 
under  tlie  name  of  Captain  Esmond  (whereby  his  innocent 
kinsman  got  more  than  once  into  trouble)  ;  and  so  under 
various  pretexts,  and  in  pursuit  of  all  sorts  of  pleasures, 
until  he  plunged  into  the  lawful  one  of  marriage,  Frank 
Castlewood  had  remained  away  from  this  country  and  was 
unknown,  save  amongst 'the  gentlemen  of  the  army,  with 
whom  he  had  served  abroad.  The  fond  heart  of  his 
mother  was  pained  by  this  long  absence.  'Twas  all  that 
Henry  Esmond  could  do  to  soothe  her  natural  mortifica- 
tion, and  find  excuses  for  his  kinsman's  levity. 

In  the  autumn  of  the  year  1713,  Lord  Castlewood 
thought  of  returning  home.  His  first  child  had  been  a 
daughter ;  Clotilda  was  in  the  way  of  gratifying  his  lord- 
ship with  a  second,  and  the  pious  youth  thought  that,  by 
bringing  his  wife  to  his  ancestral  home,  by  prayers  to  St. 
Philip  of  Castlewood,  and  what  not,  heaven  might  be  in- 
duced to  bless  him  with  a  son  this  time,  for  whose  coming 
the  expectant  mamma  was  very  anxious. 

The  long-debated  peace  had  been  proclaimed  this  year 
at  the  end  of  March ;  and  Erance  was  open  to  us.  Just  as 
Frank's  poor  mother  had  made  all  things  ready  for  Lord 
Castlewood' s  reception,  and  was  eagerly  expecting  her 
son,  it  was  by  Colonel  Esmond's  means  that  the  kind  lady 
was  disappointed  of  her  longing,  and  obliged  to  defer  once 
more  the  darling  hope  of  her  heart. 

Esmond  took  horses  to  Castlewood.  He  had  not  seen 
its  antient  grey  towers  and  well-remembered  woods  for 
nearly  fourteen  years,  and  since  he  rode  thence  with  my 
lord,  to  whom  his  mistress  with  her  young  children  by  her 
side  waved  an  adieu.  What  ages  seemed  to  have  passed 
since  then,  what  years  of  action  and  passion,  of  care,  love, 
hope,  disaster!  The  children  were  grown  up  now,  and  had 
stories  of  their  own.  As  for  Esmond ,  he  felt  to  be  a  hun- 
dred years  old 5  his  dear  mistress  only  seemed  unchanged; 
she  looked  and  welcomed  him  quite  as  of  old.  There  was 
the  fountain  in  the  court  babbling  its  familiar  musiok,  the 
old  hall  and  its  furniture,  the  carved  chair  my  late  lord 
used,  the  very  flagon  he  drank  from.  Esmond's  mistress 
knew  he  would  like  to  sleep  in  the  little  room  he  used  to 
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occupy;  'twas  made  ready  for  him,  and  wall-flowers  and 
sweet  herbs  set  in  the  adjoining  chamber,  the  chaplain's 
room. 

In  tears  of  not  unmanly  emotion,  with  prayers  of  submis- 
sion to  the  awful  Dispenser  of  death  and  life,  of  good  and 
evil  fortune,  Mr.  Esmond  passed  a  part  of  that  first  night  at 
Castlewood,  lying  awake  for  many  hours  as  the  clock  kept 
tolling  (in  tones  so  well  remembered),  looking  back,  as  all 
men  will,  that  revisit  their  home  of  childhood,  over  the 
great  gulf  of  time,  and  surveying  himself  on  the  distant 
bank  yonder,  a  sad  little  melancholy  boy  with  his  lord 
still  alive — his  dear  mistress,  a  girl  yet,  her  children 
sporting  around  her.  Years  ago,  a  boy  on  that  very  bed, 
when  she  had  blessed  him  and  called  him  her  knight,  he 
had  made  a  vow  to  be  faithful  and  never  desert  her  dear 
service.  Had  he  kept  that  fond  boyish  promise?  Yes, 
before  heaven ;  yes,  praise  be  to  God !  His  life  had  been 
hers ;  his  blood,  his  fortune,  his  name,  his  whole  heart  ever 
since  had  been  hers  and  her  children's.  All  night  long  he 
was  dreaming  his  boyhood  over  again,  and  waking  fitfully; 
he  half  fancied  he  heard  Father  Holt  calling  to  him  from 
the  next  chamber,  and  that  he  was  coming  in  and  out  from 
the  mysterious  window. 

Esmond  rose  up  before  the  dawn,  passed  into  the  next 
room,  where  the  air  was  heavy  with  the  odour  of  the  wall- 
flowers ;  looked  into  the  brazier  where  the  papers  had  been 
burnt,  into  the  old  presses  where  Holt's  books  and  papers 
had  been  kept,  and  tried  the  spring  and  whether  the  win- 
dow worked  still.  The  spring  had  not  been  touched  for 
years,  but  yielded  at  length,  and  the  whole  fabrick  of  the 
window  sank  down.  He  lifted  it  and  it  relapsed  into  its 
frame ;  no  one  had  ever  passed  thence  since  Holt  used  it 
sixteen  years  ago. 

Esmond  remembered  his  poor  lord  saying,  on  the  last 
day  of  his  life,  that  Holt  used  to  come  in  and  out  of  the 
house  like  a  ghost,  and  knew  that  the  Father  liked  these 
mysteries,  and  practised  such  secret  disguises,  entrances 
and  exits :  this  was  the  way  the  ghost  came  and  went,  his 
pupil  had  always  conjectured.  Esmond  closed  the  case- 
ment up  again  as  the  dawn  was  rising  over  Castlewood  vil- 
lage; he  could  hear  the  clinking  at  the  blacksmith's  forge 
yonder  among  the  trees,  across  the  green,  and  past  the 
river,  on  which  a  mist  still  lay  sleeping. 
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Next  Esmond  opened  that  long  cupboard  over  the  wood- 
work of  the  mantelpiece,  big  enough  to  hold  a  man,  and  in 
which  Mr.  Holt  used  to  keep  sundry  secret  properties  of 
his.  The  two  swords  he  remembered  so  well  as  a  boy,  lay 
actually  there  still,  and  Esmond  took  them  out  and  wiped 
them,  with  a  strange  curiosity  of  emotion.  There  were  a 
bundle  of  papers  here,  too,  which  no  doubt  had  been  left  at 
Holt's  last  visit  to  the  place,  in  my  Lord  Viscount's  life, 
that  very  day  when  the  priest  had  been  arrested  and  taken 
to  Hexham  Castle.  Esmond  made  free  with  these  papers, 
and  found  treasonable  matter  of  King  William's  reign,  the 
names  of  Charnock  and  Perkins,  Sir  John  Fenwick  and 
Sir  John  Friend,  Eookwood  and  Lodwick,  Lords  Mont- 
gomery and  Ailesbury,  Clarendon  and  Yarmouth,  that  had 
all  been  engaged  in  plots  against  the  usurper;  a  letter 
from  the  Duke  of  Berwick  too,  and  one  from  the  King  at 
St.  Germains,  offering  to  confer  upon  his  trusty  and  well- 
beloved  Francis  Viscount  Castlewood  the  titles  of  Earl 
and  Marquis  of  Esmond,  bestowed  by  patent  royal,  and  in 
the  fourth  year  of  his  reign,  upon  Thomas  Viscount  Cas- 
tlewood and  the  heirs-male  of  his  body,  in  default  of 
which  issue  the  ranks  and  dignities  were  to  pass  to  Fran- 
cis aforesaid. 

This  was  the  paper,  whereof  my  lord  had  spoken,  which 
Holt  showed  him  the  very  day  he  was  arrested,  and  for  an 
answer  to  which  he  would  come  back  in  a  week's  time.  I 
put  these  papers  hastily  into  the  crypt  whence  I  had  taken 
them,  being  interrupted  by  a  tapping  of  a  light  finger  at 
the  ring  of  the  chamber-door :  'twas  my  kind  mistress  with 
her  face  full  of  love  and  welcome.  She,  too,  had  passed 
the  night  wakefully,  no  doubt ;  but  neither  asked  the  other 
how  the  hours  had  been  spent.  There  are  things  we  di- 
vine without  speaking,  and  know  though  they  happen  out 
of  our  sight.  This  fond  lady  hath  told  me  that  she  knew 
both  days  when  I  was  wounded  abroad.  Who  shall  say  how 
far  sympathy  reaches,  and  how  truly  love  can  prophesy? 
"  I  looked  into  your  room,"  was  all  she  said ;  "  the  bed  was 
vacant,  the  little  old  bed !  I  knew  I  should  find  you 
here."  And  tender  and  blushing  faintly  with  a  benedic- 
tion in  her  eyes,  the  gentle  creature  kissed  him. 

They  walked  out,  hand-in-hand,  through  the  old  court, 
and  to  the  terrace-walk,  where  the  grass  was  glistening 
with  dew.  and  the  birds  in  the  green  woods  above  were 
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singing  their  delicious  choruses  under  the  blushing  morn- 
ing sky.  How  well  all  things  were  remembered !  The  an- 
tient  towers  and  gables  of  the  hall  darkling  against  the 
east,  the  purple  shadows  on  the  green  slopes,  the  quaint 
devices  and  carvings  of  the  dial,  the  forest-crowned 
heights,  the  fair  yellow  plain  cheerful  with  crops  and 
corn,  the  shining  river  rolling  through  it  towards  the  pearly 
hills  beyond ;  all  these  were  before  us,  along  with  a  thou- 
sand beautiful  memories  of  our  youth,  beautiful  and  sad, 
but  as  real  and  vivid  in  our  minds  as  that  fair  and  always- 
remembered  scene  our  eyes  beheld  once  more.  We  forget 
nothing.  The  memory  sleeps,  but  wakens  again ;  I  often 
think  how  it  shall  be  when,  after  the  last  sleep  of  death, 
the  reveille  shall  arouse  us  for  ever,  and  the  past  in  one 
flash  of  self -consciousness  rush  back,  like  the  soul  re- 
vivified. 

The  house  would  not  be  up  for  some  hours  yet,  (it  V7as 
July,  and  the  dawn  was  only  just  awake,)  and  here  Es- 
mond opened  himself  to  his  mistress,  of  the  business  he 
had  in  hand,  and  what  part  Frank  was  to  play  in  it.  He 
tnew  he  could  confide  anything  to  her,  and  that  the  fond 
soul  would  rather  die  than  reveal  it ;  and  bidding  her  keep 
the  secret  from  all,  he  laid  it  entirely  before  his  mistress 
(always  as  staunch  a  little  loyalist  as  any  in  the  kingdom), 
and  indeed  was  quite  sure  that  any  plan  of  his  was  secure 
of  her  applause  and  sympathy.  Never  was  such  a  glori- 
ous scheme  to  her  partial  mind,  never  such  a  devoted 
knight  to  execute  it.  An  hour  or  two  may  have  passed 
whilst  they  were  having  their  colloquy.  Beatrix  came  out 
to  them  just  as  their  talk  was  over;  her  tall  beautiful 
form  robed  in  sable  (which  she  wore  without  ostentation 
ever  since  last  year's  catastrophe),  sweeping  over  the  green 
terrace,  and  casting  its  shadows  before  her  across  the  grass. 

She  made  us  one  of  her  grand  curtsies  smiling,  and 
called  us  "the  young  people."  She  was  older,  paler,  and 
more  majestick  than  in  the  year  before ;  her  mother  seemed 
the  youngest  of  the  two.  She  never  once  spoke  of  her  grief. 
Lady  Castlewood  told  Esmond,  or  alluded,  save  by  a  quiet 
word  or  two,  to  the  death  of  her  hopes. 

When  Beatrix  came  back  to  Castlewood  she  took  to  vis- 
iting all  the  cottages  and  all  the  sick.  She  set  up  a  school 
of  children,  and  taught  singing  to  some  of  them.  We  had 
a  pair  of  beautiful  old  oi^gans  in  Castlewood  Church,  on 
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which  she  played  admirably,  so  that  the  musick  there  be- 
came to  be  known  in  the  country  for  many  miles  round, 
and  no  doubt  people  came  to  see  the  fair  organist  as  well 
as  to  hear  her.  Parson  Tusher  and  his  wife  were  estab- 
lished at  the  vicarage,  but  his  wife  had  brought  him  no 
children  wherewith  Tom  might  meet  his  enemies  at  the  gate. 
Honest  Tom  took  care  not  to  have  many  such,  his  great 
shovel-hat  was  in  his  hand  for  everybody.  He  was  profuse 
of  bows  and  compliments.  He  behaved  to  Esmond  as  if  the 
Colonel  had  been  a  Commander-in-Chief ;  he  dined  at  the 
hall  that  day,  being  Sunday,  and  would  not  partake  of 
pudding  except  under  extreme  pressure.  He  deplored  my 
lord's  perversion,  but  drank  his  lordship's  health  very  de- 
voutly ;  and  an  hour  before  at  church  sent  the  Colonel  to 
sleep,  with  a  long,  learned,  and  refreshing  sermon. 

Esmond's  visit  home  was  but  for  two  days;  the  busiaess 
he  had  in  hand  calling  him  away  and  out  of  the  country. 
Ere  he  went,  he  saw  Beatrix  but  once  alone,  and  then 
she  summoned  him  out  of  the  long  tapestry  room,  where 
he  and  his  mistress  were  sitting,  quite  as  in  old  times,  into 
the  adjoining  chamber,  that  had  been  Viscountess  Isabel's 
sleeping  apartment,  and  where  Esmond  perfectly  well  re- 
membered seeing  the  old  lady  sitting  up  in  the  bed,  in  her 
night-rail,  that  morning  when  the  troop  of  guard  came  to 
fetch  her.  The  most  beautiful  woman  in  England  lay  in 
that  bed  now,  whereof  the  great  damask  hangings  were 
scarce  faded  since  Esmond  saw  them  last. 

Here  stood  Beatrix  in  her  black  robes,  holding  a  box  in 
her  hand;  'twas  that  which  Esmond  had  given  her  before 
her  marriage,  stamped  with  a  coronet  which  the  disap- 
pointed girl  was  never  to  wear;  and  containing  his  aunt's 
legacy  of  diamonds. 

"You  had  best  take  these  with  you,  Harry,"  says  she; 
"  I  have  no  need  of  diamonds  anymore."  There  was  not 
the  least  token  of  emotion  in  her  quiet  low  voice.  She 
held  out  the  black  shagreen-case  with  her  fair  arm,  that 
did  not  shake  in  the  least.  Esmond  saw  she  wore  a  black 
velvet  bracelet  on  it,  with  my  Lord  Duke's  picture  in 
enamel;  he  had  given  it  her  but  three  days  before  he 
fell. 

Esmond  said  the  stones  were  his  no  longer,  and  strove 
to  turn  off  that  proffered  restoration  with  a  laugh :  "  Of 
what  good,"  says  he,  "  are  they  to  me?     The  diamond  loop 
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to  his  hat  did  not  set  off  Prince  Eugene,  and  will  not  make 
my  yellow  face  look  any  handsomer. " 

"You  will  give  them  to  your  wife,  cousin,"  says  she. 
"My  cousin,  your  wife  has  a  lovely  complexion  and 
shape." 

"  Beatrix,"  Esmond  burst  out,  the  old  fire  flaming  out  as 
it  would  at  times,  "  will  your  wear  those  trinkets  at  your 
marriage?  You  whispered  once  you  did  not  know  me: 
you  know  me  better  now:  how  I  fought,  what  I  have 
sighed  for,  for  ten  years,  what  foregone!  " 

"  A  price  for  your  constancy,  my  lord !  "  says  she ; 
"such  a  preux  chevalier  wants  to  be  paid.  Oh  fie, 
cousin ! " 

"Again,"  Esmond  spoke  out,  "if  I  do  something  you 
have  at  heart ;  something  worthy  of  me  and  you ;  some- 
thing that  shall  make  me  a  name  with  which,  to  endow 
you;  will  you  take  it?  There  was  a  chance  for  me  once, 
you  said;  is  it  impossible  to  recall  it?  Never  shake  your 
head,  but  hear  me ;  say  you  will  hear  me  a  year  hence.  If 
I  come  back  to  you  and  bring  you  fame,  will  that  please 
you?  If  I  do  what  you  desire  most — what  he  who  is  dead 
desired  most — will  that  soften  you?  " 

"  What  is  it,  Henry?  "  says  she,  her  face  lighting  up ; 
"  what  mean  you?  " 

"Ask  no  questions,"  he  said;  "wait,  and  give  me  but 
time;  if  I  bring  back  that  you  long  for,  that  I  have  a 
thousand  times  heard  you  pray  for,  will  you  have  no  re- 
ward for  him  who  has  done  you  that  service?  Put  away 
those  trinkets,  keep  them :  it  shall  not  be  at  my  marriage, 
it  shall  not  be  at  yours ;  but  if  man  can  do  it,  I  swear  a  day 
shall  come  when  there  shall  be  a  feast  in  your  house,  and 
you  shall  be  proud  to  wear  them.  I  say  no  more  now; 
put  aside  these  words,  and  lock  away  yonder  box  until  the 
day  when  I  shall- remind  you  of  both.  All  I  pray  of  you 
now  is,  to  wait  and  to  remember." 

"  You  are  going  out  of  the  country,''  says  Beatrix,  in 
some  agitation. 

"Yes,  to-morrow,"  says  Esmond. 

" To  Lorraine,  cousin?"  says  Beatrix,  laying  her  hand 
on  his  arm;  'twas  the  hand  on  which  she  wore  the  Duke's 
bracelet.  "  Stay,  Harry ! "  continued  she,  with  a  tone 
that  had  more  despondency  in  it  than  she  was  accustomed 
to  show.'    "Hear  a  last  word.     I  do  love  you.     I  do  ad- 
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mire  you — who  would  not,  that  has  known  such  love  as 
yours  has  been  for  us  all?  But  I  think  I  have  no  heart; 
at  least,  I  have  never  seen  the  man  that  could  touch  it; 
and,  had  I  found  him,  I  would  have  followed  him  in  rags 
had  he  been  a  private  soldier,  or  to  sea,  like  one  of  those 
buccaneers  you  used  to  read  to  us  about  when  we  were 
children.  I  would  do  anything  for  such  a  man,  bear  any- 
thing for  him :  but  I  never  found  one.  You  were  ever  too 
much  of  a  slave  to  win  my  heart;  even  my  Lord  Duke 
could  not  command  it.  I  had  not  been  happy  had  I  mar- 
ried him.  I  knew  that  three  months  after  our  engagement 
— and  was  too  vain  to  break  it.  Oh,  Harry !  I  cried  once 
or  twice,  not  for  him,  but  with  tears  of  rage  because  I 
could  not  be  sorry  for  him.  I  was  frightened  to  find  I 
was  glad  of  his  death ;  aiyd  were  I  joined  to  you,  I  should 
have  the  same  sense  of  servitude,  the  same  longing  to  es::_ 
cape.  We  should  both  be  unhappy,  and  you  the  moSt,  who 
are^  as  jealous  as  the  Duke  was  himself.  I  tried  to  love 
liim ;  I  tried,  indeed  I  did :  affected  gladness  when  he 
came :  submitted  to  hear  when  he  was  by  me,  and  tried  the 
wife's  part  I  thought  I  was  to  play  for  the  rest  of  my 
days.  But  half  an  hour  of  that  complaisance  wearied 
me,  and  what  would  a  lifetime  be?  My  thoughts  were 
away  when  he  was  speaking ;  and  I  was  thinking,  Oh  that 
this  man  would  drop  my  hand,  and  rise  up  from  before 
my  feet!  I  knew  his  great  and  noble  qualities,  greater 
and  nobler  than  mine  a  thousand  times,  as  yours  are, 
cousin,  I  tell  you,  a  million  and  a  million  times  bet- 
ter. But  'twas  not  for  these  I  took  him.  I  took  him  to 
have  a  great  place  in  the  world,  and  I  lost  it.  I  lost  it,  and 
do  not  deplore  him — and  I  often  thought,  as  I  listened  to 
his  fond  vows  and  ardent  words,  Oh,  if  I  yield  to  this  man, 
and  meet  the  other,  I  shall  hate  him  and  leave  him!  I  am 
not  good,  Harry :  my  mother  is  gentle  and  good  like  an 
angel.  I  wonder  how  she  should  have  had  such  a  child. 
She  is  weak,  but  she  would  die  rather  than  do  a  wrong ;  I 
am  stronger  than  she,  but  I  would  do  it  out  of  defiance.  I 
do  not  care  for  what  the  parsons  tell  me  with  their  dronihgT 
sermons:  I  used  to  see  them  at  court  as  mean  and  as 
worthless  as  the  meanest  women  there.  Oh,  I  am  sick 
and  weary  of  the  world !  I  wait  but  for  one  thing,  and 
when  'tis  done,  I  will  take  Frank's  religion  and  your  poor 
mother's,  and  go  into  a  nunnery,  and  end  like  her."     Shall 
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I  wear  the  diamonds  then? — they  say  the  nuns  wear  their 
best  trinkets  the  day  they  take  the  veil.  I  will  put  them 
away  as  you  bid  me ;  farewell,  cousin :  mamma  is  pacing 
the  next  room,  racking  her  little  head  to  know  what  we 
have  been  saying.  She  is  jealous,  all  women  are.  I  some- 
times think  that  is  the  only  womanly  quality  I  have." 

"Farewell.  Farewell,  brother."  She  gave  him  her 
cheek  as  a  brotherly  privilege.  The  cheek  was  as  cold  as 
marble. 

Esmond's  mistress  showed  no  signs  of  jealousy  when  he 
returned  to  the  room  where  she  was.  She  had  schooled 
herself  so  as  to  look  quite  inscrutably,  when  she  had  a 
mind.  Amongst  her  other  feminine  qualities  she  had  that 
of  being  a  perfect  dissembler. 

He  rid  away  from  Castlewood  to  attempt  the  task  he 
was  bound  on,  and  stand  or  fall  by  it ;  in  truth  his  state 
of  mind  was  such  that  he  was  eager  for  some  outward  ex- 
citement to  counteract  that  gnawing  malady  which  he  was 
inwardly  enduring, 
26 
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CHAPTEK     VIII. 

I  TRAVEL  TO  FRANCE  AND  BRING  HOME  A  POR- 
TRAIT OF  RIGAUD. 

Mb.  Esmond  did  not  think  fit  to  take  leave  at  Court,  or 
to  inform  all  the  world  of  Pall  Mall  and  the  cofEee-houses, 
that  he  was  about  to  quit  England ;  and  chose  to  depart  iu 
the  most  private  manner  possible.  He  procured  a  pass  as 
for  a  Frenchman,  through  Doctor  Atterbury,  who  did  that 
business  for  him,  getting  the  signature  even  from  Lord 
Bolingbroke's  office,  without  any  personal  application  to 
the  Secretary.  Lockwood,  his  faithful  servant,  he  took 
with  him  to  Castlewood,  and  left  behind  there :  giving  out 
ere  he  left  London  that  he  himself  was  sick,  and  gone  to 
Hampshire  for  country  air,  and  so  departed  as  silently  as 
might  be  upon  his  business. 

As  Frank  Castlewood' s  aid  was  indispensable  for  Mr. 
Esmond's  scheme,  his  first  visit  was  to  Bruxelles  (pass- 
ing by  way  of  Antwerp,  where  the  Duke  of  Marlborough 
was  in  exile),  and  in  the  first-named  place  Haxry  found 
his  dear  young  Benedick,  the  married  man,  who  appeared 
to  be  rather  out  of  humour  with  his  matrimonial  chain, 
and  clogged  with  the  obstiaate  embraces  which  Clotilda 
kept  round  his  neck.  Colonel  Esmond  was  not  presented 
to  her;  but  Monsieur  Simon  was,  a  gentleman  of  the 
Royal  Cravat  (Esmond  bethought  him  of  the  regiment 
of  his  honest  Irishman,  whom  he  had  seen  that  day 
after  Malplaquet,  when  he  first  set  eyes  on  the  young 
King)  ;  and  Monsieur  Simon  was  introduced  to  the  Vis- 
countess Castlewood,  nee  Comptesse  Wertheim;  to  tlie 
numerous  counts,  the  Lady  Clotilda's  tall  brothers;  to 
her  father  the  chamberlain;  and  to  the  lady  his  wife, 
Frank's  mother-in-law,  a  tall  and  majestick  person  of  large 
proportions,  such  as  became  the  mother  of  such  a  company 
of  grenadiers  as  her  warlike  sons  formed.  The  whole  race 
were  at  free  quarters  in  the  little  castle  nigh  to  Bruxelles 
which  Frank  had  taken ;  rode  his  horses ;  drank  his  wine ; 
and  lived  easily  at  the  poor  lad's  charges.  Mr.  Esmond 
had  always  maintained  a  perfect  fluency  in  the  French, 
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which  was  his  mother  tongue;  and  if  this  family  (that 
spoke  French  with  the  twang  which  the  Flemings  use) 
discovered  any  inaccuracy  in  Mr.  Simon's  pronunciation, 
'twas  to  be  attributed  to  the  latter' s  long  residence  in  Eng- 
land, where  he  had  married  and  remained  ever  since  he 
was  taken  prisoner  at  Blenheim.  His  story  was  perfectly 
pat ;  there  were  none  there  to  doubt  it  save  honest  Frank, 
and  he  was  charmed  with  his  kinsman's  scheme,  when  he 
became  acquainted  with  it ;  and,  in  truth,  always  admired 
Colonel  Esmond  with  an  affectionate  fidelity,  and  thought 
his  cousin  the  wisest  and  best  of  all  cousins  and  men. 
Frank  entered  heart  and  soul  into  the  plan,  and  liked  it 
the  better  as  it  was  to  take  him  to  Paris,  out  of  reach  of 
his  brothers,  his  father,  and  his  mother-in-law,  whose  at- 
tentions rather  fatigued  him. 

Castlewood,  I  have  said,  was  born  in  the  same  year  as 
the  Prince  of  Wales;  had  not  a  little  of  the  Prince's  air, 
height,  and  figure ;  and,  especially  since  he  had  seen  the 
Chevalier  de  St.  George  on  the  occasion  before-named, 
took  no  small  pride  in  his  resemblance  to  a  person  so  illus- 
trious ;  which  likeness  he  increased  by  all  the  means  in  his 
power,  wearing  fair  brown  periwigs,  such  as  the  Prince 
wore,  and  ribbons,  and  so  forth,  of  the  Chevalier's  colour. 

This  resemblance  was,  in  truth,  the  circumstance  on 
which  Mr.  Esmond's  scheme  was  founded;  and  having  se- 
cured Frank's  secrecy  and  enthusiasm,  he  left  him  to  con- 
tinue his  journey,  and  see  the  other  personages  on  whom 
its  success  depended.  The  place  whither  Mr.  Simon  next 
travelled  was  Bar,  in  Lorraine,  where  that  merchant  ar- 
rived with  a  consignment  of  broadcloths,  valuable  laces 
from  Malines,  and  letters  for  his  correspondent  there. 

Would  you  know  how  a  prince,  heroick  from  misfortunes, 
and  descended  from  a  line  of  kings,  whose  race  seemed  to 
be  doomed  like  the  Atridae  of  old — would  you  know  how 
he  was  employed,  when  the  envoy  who  came  to  him 
through  danger  and  difficulty  beheld  him  for  the  first 
time?  The  young  king,  in  a  flannel  jacket,  was  at  tennis 
with  the  gentlemen  of  his  suite,  crying  out  after  the  balls, 
and  swearing  like  the  meanest  of  his  subjects.  The  next 
time  Mr.  Esmond  saw  him,  'twas  when  Monsieur  Simon 
took  a  packet  of  laces  to  Miss  Oglethorpe :  the  Prince's 
antechamber  in  those  days,  at  which  ignoble  door  men  were 
forced  to  knock  for  admission  to  his  Majesty.     The  admis- 
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sion  was  given,  the  envoy  found  the  King  and  the  mis- 
tress together;  the  pair  were  at  cards  and  his  Majesty  was 
in  liquor.  He  cared  more  for  three  honours  than  three 
kingdoms ;  and  a  half-dozen  glasses  of  ratafia  made  him 
forget  all  his  woes  and  his  losses,  his  father's  crown,  and 
his  grandfather's  head. 

Mr.  Esmond  did  not  open  himself  to  the  Prince  then. 
His  Majesty  was  scarce  in  a  condition  to  hear  hun ;  and  he 
doubted  whether  a  King  who  drank  so  much  could  keep  a 
secret  in  his  fuddled  head ;  or  whether  a  hand  that  shook 
so,  was  strong  enough  to  grasp  at  a  crown.  However,  at 
last,  and  after  taking  counsel  with  the  Prince's  advisers, 
amongst  whom  were  many  gentlemen,  honest  and  faithful, 
Esmond's  plan  was  laid  before  the  King,  and  her  actual 
Majesty  Queen  Oglethorpe,  in  council.  The  Prince  liked 
the  scheme  well  enough;  'twas  easy  and  daring,  and 
suited  to  his  reckless  gaiety  and  lively  youthful  spirit.  In 
the  morning  after  he  had  slept  his  wine  off,  he  was  very 
gay,  lively,  and  agreeable.  His  manner  had  an  extreme 
charm  of  archness,  and  a  kind  simplicity ;  and,  to  do  her 
justice,  her  Oglethorpean  Majesty  was  kind,  acute,  reso- 
lute, and  of  good  counsel ;  she  gave  the  Prince  much  good 
advice  that  he  was  too  weak  to  follow,  and  loved  him  with 
a  fidelity  which  he  returned  with  an  ingratitude  quite  Royal. 

Having  his  own  forebodings  regarding  his  scheme  should 
it  ever  be  fulfilled,  and  his  usual  sceptick  doubts  as  to  the 
benefit  which  might  accrue  to  the  country  by  bringing  a 
tipsy  young  monarch  back  to  it.  Colonel  Esmond  had  his 
audience  of  leave,  and  quiet  Monsieur  Simon  took  his  de- 
parture. At  any  rate  the  youth  at  Bar  was  as  good  as  the 
older  Pretender  at  Hanover ;  if  the  worst  came  to  the 
worst,  the  Englishman  could  be  dealt  with  as  easy  as  the 
German.  Monsieur  Simon  trotted  on  that  long  journey 
from  Nancy  to  Paris,  and  saw  that  famous  town,  stealthily 
and  like  a  spy,  as  in  truth  he  was ;  and  where,  sure,  more 
magnificence  and  more  misery  is  heaped  together,  more 
rags  and  lace,  more  filth  and  gilding,  than  in  any  city  in 
this  world.  Here  he  was  put  in  communication  with  the 
King's  best  friend,  his  half  brother,  the  famous  Duke  of 
Berwick ;  Esmond  recognized  him  as  the  stranger  who  had  ■ 
visited  Castlewood  now  near  twenty  years  ago.  His  Grace 
opened  to  him  when  he  found  that  Mr.  Esmond  was  one 
of  Webb's  brave  regiment,  that  had  once  been  his  Grace's 
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own.  He  was  the  sword  and  buckler  indeed  of  the  Stuart 
cause:  there  was  no  stain  on  his  shield  except  the  bar 
across  it,  which  Marlborough's  sister  left  him.  Had  Ber- 
wick been  his  father's  heir,  James  the  Third  had  assuredly- 
sat  on  the  English  throne.  He  could  dare,  endure,  strike, 
speak,  be  silent.  The  fire  and  genius,  perhaps,  he  had  not 
(that  were  given  to  baser  men),  but  except  these  he  had 
some  of  the  best  qualities  of  a  leader.  His  Grace  knew 
Esmond's  father  and  history;  and  hinted  at  the  latter  in 
such  a  way  as  made  the  Colonel  to  think  he  was  aware  of 
the  particulars  of  that  story.  But  Esmond  did  not  choose 
to  enter  on  it,  nor  did  the  Duke  press  him.  Mr.  Esmond 
said,  "No  doubt  he  should  come  by  his  name  if  ever 
greater  people  came  by  theirs." 

What  confirmed  Esmond  in  his  notion  that  the  Duke  of 
Berwick  knew  of  his  case  was,  that  when  the  Colonel  went 
to  pay  his  duty  at  St.  Germains,  her  Majesty  once  ad- 
dressed him  by  the  title  of  Marquis.  He  took  the  Queen 
the  dutiful  remembrances  of  her  goddaughter,  and  the  lady 
whom,  in  the  days  of  her  prosperity,  her  Majesty  had  be- 
friended. The  Queen  remembered  Eachel  Esmond  per- 
fectly well,  had  heard  of  my  Lord  Castlewood's  conver- 
sion, and  was  much  edified  by  that  act  of  heaven  in  his 
favour.  She  knew  that  others  of  that  family  had  been  of 
the  only  true  church  too  :  "  Your  father  and  your  mother, 
Monsieur  le  Marquis,"  her  Majesty  said  (that  was  the  only 
time  she  used  the  phrase).  Monsieur  Simon  bowed  very 
low,  and  said  he  had  found  other  parents  than  his  own, 
who  had  taught  him  differently ;  but  these  had  only  one 
king:  on  which  her  Majesty  was  pleased  to  give  him  a 
medal  blessed  by  the  Pope,  which  had  been  found  very 
efficacious  in  cases  similar  to  his  own,  and  to  promise  she 
would  offer  up  prayers  for  his  conversion  and  that  of  the 
family :  which  no|doubt  this  pious  lady  did,  though  up  to  the 
present  moment,  and  after  twenty-seven  years.  Colonel 
Esmond  is  bound  to  say  that  neither  the  medal  nor  the 
prayers  have  had  the  slightest  known  effect  upon  his  relig- 
ious convictions. 

As  for  the  splendours  of  Versailles,  Monsieur  Simon, 
the  merchant,  only  beheld  them  as  a  humble  and  distant 
spectator,  seeing  the  old  King  but  once,  when  he  went  to 
feed  his  carps;  and  asking  for  no  presentation  at  his 
Majesty's  Court. 
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By  this  time  my  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood  was  got  to 
Paris,  where,  as  the  London  prints  presently  announced, 
her  ladyship  was  brought  to  bed  of  a  son  and  heir.  For. 
a  long  while  afterwards  she  was  in  a  delicate  state  of 
health,  and  ordered  by  the  physicians  not  to  travel ;  other- 
wise 'twas  well  known  that  the  Viscount  Castlewood  pro- 
posed returning  to  England,  and  taking  up  his  residence  at 
his  own  seat. 

Whilst  he  remained  at  Paris,  my  Lord  Castlewood  had 
his  picture  done  by  the  famous  French  painter.  Monsieur 
Eigaud,  a  present  for  his  mother  in  London;  and  this 
piece  Monsieur  Simon  took  back  with  him  when  he  re- 
turned to  that  city,  which  he  reached  about  May,  in  the 
year  1714,  very  soon  after  which  time  my  Lady  Castle- 
wood and  her  daughter  and  their  kinsman,  Colonel  Es- 
mond, who  had  been  at  Castlewood  all  this  time,  likewise 
returned  to  London ;  her  ladyship  occupying  her  house  at 
Kensington,  Mr.  Esmond  returning  to  his  lodgings  at 
KJtiightsbridge,  nearer  the  town,  and  once  more  making 
his  appearance  at  all  publick  places,  his  health  greatly  im- 
proved by  his  long  stay  in  the  country. 

The  portrait  of  my  lord,  in  a  handsome  gilt  frame,  was 
hung  up  in  the  place  of  honour  in  her  ladyship" s  drawing- 
room.  His  lordship  was  represented  in  his  scarlet  uni- 
form of  Captain  of  the  Guard,  with  a  light  brown  peri- 
wig, a  cuirass  under  his  coat,  a  blue  ribbon,  and  a  fall  of 
Bruxelles  lace.  Many  of  her  ladyship's  friends  admired 
the  piece  beyond  measure,  and  flocked  to  see  it ;  Bishop 
Atterbury,  Mr.  Lesly,  good  old  Mr.  Collier,  and  others 
amongst  the  clergy,  were  delighted  with  the  performance, 
and  many  among  the  first  quality  examined  and  praised  it ; 
only  I  must  own  that  Doctor  Tusher  happening  to  come 
up  to  Loudon,  and  seeing  the  picture,  (it  was  ordinarily 
covered  by  a  curtain,  but  on  this  day  Miss  Beatrix  hap- 
pened to  be  looking  at  it  when  the  Doctor  arrived,)  the 
Vicar  of  Castlewood  vowed  he  could  not  see  any  resem- 
blance in  the  piece  to  his  old  pupil,  except,  perhaps,  a  little 
about  the  chin  and  the  periwig ;  but  we  all  of  us  convinced 
him  that  he  had  not  seen  Frank  for  five  years  or  more ;  that 
he  knew  no  more  about  the  Fine  Arts  than  a  plough-boy,  and 
that  he  must  be  mistaken ;  and  we  sent  him  home  assured 
that  the  piece  was  an  excellent  likeness.  As  for  my  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  who  honoured  her  ladyship  with  a  visit  occa- 
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sionally,  when  Colonel  Esmond  showed  him  the  picture  he 
burst  out  laughing,  and  asked  what  devilry  he  was  en- 
gaged on?  Esmond  owned  simply  that  the  portrait  was 
not  that  of  Viscount  Castlewood ;  besought  the  Secretary 
on  his  honour  to  keep  the  secret ;  said  that  the  ladies  of 
the  house  were  enthusiastick  Jacobites,  as  was  well  known; 
and  confessed  that  the  picture  was  that  of  the  Chevalier  St. 
George. 

The  truth  is,  that  Mr.  Simon,  waiting  upon  Lord  Castle- 
wood one  day  at  Monsieur  Rigaud's,  whilst  his  lordship 
was  sitting  for  his  picture,  affected  to  be  much  struck  with 
a  piece  representing  the  Chevalier,  whereof  the  head  only 
was  finished,  and  purchased  it  of  the  painter  for  a  hundred 
crowns.  It  had  been  intended,  the  artist  said,  for  Miss 
Oglethorpe,  the  Prince's  mistress,  but  that  young  lady 
quitting  Paris,  had  left  the  work  on  the  artist's  hands; 
and  taking  this  piece  home,  when  my  lord's  portrait  ar- 
rived. Colonel  Esmond,  alias  Monsieur  Simon,  had  copied 
the  uniform  and  other  accessories  from  my  lord's  picture 
to  fill  up  Eigaud's  incomplete  canvas:  the  Colonel  all  his 
life  having  been  a, practitioner  of  painting,  and  especially 
followed  it  during  his  long  residence  in  the  cities  of  Elan- 
ders,  among  the  masterpieces  of  Vandyck  and  Rubens. 
My  grandson  hath  the  piece,  such  as  it  is,  in  Virginia 
now. 

At  the  commencement  of  the  month  of  June,  Miss 
Beatrix  Esmond  and  my  Lady  Viscountess,  her  mother, 
arrived  from  Castlewood;  the  former  to  resume  her  ser- 
vices at  Court,  which  had  been  interrupted  by  the  fatal 
catastrophe  of  Duke  Hamilton' s  death.  She  once  more  took 
her  place,  then,  in  her  Majesty's  suite  and  at  the  Maids' 
table,  being  always  a  favourite  with  Mrs.  Masham,  the 
Queen's  chief  woman,  partly  perhaps  on  account  of  their 
bitterness  against  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough,  whom 
Miss  Beatrix  loved  no  better  than  her  rival  did.  The  gen- 
tlemen about  the  Court,  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  amongst 
others,  owned  that  the  young  lady  had  come  back  hand- 
somer than  ever,  and  that  the  serious  and  tragick  air  which 
her  face  now  involuntarily  wore  became  her  better  than  her 
former  smiles  and  archness. 

All  the  old  domesticks  at  the  little  house  of  Kensington 
Square  were  changed;  the  old  steward  that  had  served  the 
family  any  time   these  five-and-tweuty   years,   since   the 
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birth  of  the  children  of  the  house,  was  despatched  into  the 
kingdom  of  Ireland  to  see  my  lord's  estate  there:  the 
housekeeper,  who  had  been  my  lady's  woman  time  out  of 
mind,  and  the  attendant  of  the  young  children,  was  sent 
away  grumbling  to  Walcote,  to  see  to  the  new  painting  and 
preparing  of  that  house,  which  my  Lady  Dowager  intended 
to  occupy  for  the  future,  giving  up  Castlewood  to  her 
daughter-in-law  that  might  be  expected  daily  from  France. 
Another  servant  the  Viscountess  had  was  dismissed  too — : 
with  a  gratuity — on  the  pretext  that  her  ladyship's  train  of 
domesticks  must  be  diminished ;  so,  finally,  there  was  not 
left  in  the  household  a  single  person  who  had  belonged  to 
it  during  the  time  my  young  Lord  Castlewood  was  yet  at 
home. 

For  the  plan  which  Colonel  Esmond  had  in  view,  and 
the  stroke  he  intended,  'twas  necessary  that  the  very 
smallest  number  of  persons  should  be  put  in  possession  of 
his  secret.  It  scarce  was  known  except  to  three  or  four 
out  of  his  family,  and  it  was  kept  to  a  wonder. 

On  the  10th  of  June,  1714,  there  came  by  Mr.  Prior's 
messenger  from  Paris  a  letter  from  my  Lord  Viscount 
Castlewood  to  his  mother,  saying  that  he  had  been  foolish 
in  regard  of  money  matters,  that  he  was  ashamed  to  own 
he  had  lost  at  play,  and  by  other  extravagances ;  and  that 
instead  of  having  great  entertainments  as  he  had  hoped  at 
Castlewood  this  year,  he  must  live  as  quiet  as  he  could, 
and  make  every  effort  to  be  saving.  So  far  every  word  of 
poor  Frank's  letter  was  true,  nor  was  there  a  doubt  that 
he  and  his  tall  brothers-in-law  had  spent  a  great  deal  more 
than  they  ought,  and  engaged  the  revenues  of  the  Castle- 
wood property,  which  the  fond  mother  had  husbanded  and 
improved  so  carefully  during  the  time  of  her  guardianshp. 

His  "Clotilda,''  Castlewood  went  on  to  say,  "was 
still  delicate,  and  the  physicians  thought  her  lying-in  had 
best  take  place  at  Paris.  He  should  come  without  her 
ladyship,  and  be  at  his  mother's  house  about  the  17th  or 
18th  day  of  June,  proposing  to  take  horse  from  Paris  im- 
mediately, and  bringing  but  a  single  servant  with  him; 
and  he  requested  that  the  lawyers  of  Gray's  Inn  might  be 
invited  to  meet  him  with  their  account,  and  the  land-stew- 
ard come  from  Castlewood  with  his,  so  that  he  might  settle 
with  them  speedily,  raise  a  sum  of  money  whereof  he 
stood  in  need,  and  be  back  to  his  viscountess  by  the  time 
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of  her  lying-in."  Then  his  lordship  gave  some  of  the  news 
of  the  town,  sent  his  remembrance  to  kinsfolk,  and  so  the 
letter  ended.  'Twas  put  in  the  common  post,  and  no 
doubt  the  French  police  and  the  English  there  had  a  copy 
of  it,  to  which  they  were  exceeding  welcome. 

Two  days  after  another  letter  was  despatched  by  the 
publick  post  of  Prance,  in  the  same  open  way,  and  this, 
after  giving  news  of  the  fashion  at  Court  there,  ended  by 
the  following  sentences,  in  which,  but  for  those  that  had 
the  key,  'twould  be  difficult  for  any  man  to  find  any  secret 
lurked  at  all : — 

"(The  King  will  take)  medicine  on  Thursday.  His 
Majesty  is  better  than  he  hath  been  of  late,  though  incom- 
moded by  indigestion  from  his  too  great  appetite.  Ma- 
dame Maintenon  continues  well.  They  have  performed  a 
play  of  Mons.  Eacine  at  St.  Cyr.  The  Duke  of  Shrews- 
bury and  Mr.  Prior,  our  envoy,  and  all  the  English 
nobility  here  were  present  at  it.  (The  Viscount  Castle- 
wood's  passports)  were  refused  to  hun,  'twas  said;  his 
lordship  being  sued  by  a  goldsmith  for  Vaisselie  plate,  and 
a  pearl  necklace  supplied  to  Mademoiselle  Meruel  of  the 
French  Comedy.  'Tis  a  pity  such  news  should  get  abroad 
(and  travel  to  England)  about  our  young  nobility  here. 
Mademoiselle  Meruel  has  been. sent  to  the  Fort  I'Evesque; 
they  say  she  has  ordered  not  only  plate,  but  furniture,  and 
a  chariot  and  horses  (under  that  lord's  name),  of  which 
extravagance  his  unfortunate  Viscountess  knows  nothing. 

"  (His  Majesty  will  be)  eighty-two  years  of  age  on  his 
next  birthday.  The  Court  prepares  to  celebrate  it  with  a 
great  feast.  Mr.  Prior  is  in  a  sad  way  about  their  refus- 
ing at  home  to  send  him  his  plate.  All  here  admired  my 
Lord  Viscount's  portrait,  and  said  it  was  a  masterpiece 
of  Eigaud.  Have  you  seen  it?  It  is  (at  the  Lady  Castle- 
wood's  house  in  Kensington  Square).  I  think  no  English 
painter  could  produce  such  a  piece. 

"  Our  poor  friend  the  Abbe  hath  been  at  the  Bastile,  but 
is  now  transported  to  the  Conciergerie  (where  his  friends 
may  visit  him.  They  are  to  ask  for)  a  remission  of  his 
sentence  soon.  Let  us  hope  the  poor  rogue  will  have  re- 
pented in  prison. 

("  The  Lord  Castlewood)  has  had  the  affair  of  the  plate 
made  up,  and  departs  for  England. 
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"  Is  not  this  a  dull  letter?  I  have  a  cursed  headache 
with  drinking  with  Mat  and  some  more  over-night,  and 
tipsy  or  sober  am  "Thine  ever ." 

All  this  letter,  save  some  dozen  of  words  which  I  have 
put  above  between  brackets,  was  mere  idle  talk,  though  the 
substance  of  the  letter  was  as  important  as  any  letter  well 
could  be.  It  told  those  that  had  the  key,  that  The,  King 
will  take  the  Viscount  Castlewood'  s  passpoHs  and  travel  to 
England  under  that  lord's  name.  His  Majesty  will  be  at 
the  Lady  Castlewood' s  house  in  Kensington  Square,  where 
his  friends  may  visit  him ;  they  are  to  ask  for  the  Lord 
Castlewood.  This  note  may  have  passed  under  Mr. 
Prior's  eyes,  and  those  of  our  new  allies  the  French,  and 
taught  them  nothing ;  though  it  explains  sufficiently  to  per- 
sons in  London  what  the  event  was  which  was  about  to 
happen,  as  'twill  show  those  who  read  my  memoirs  a  hun- 
dred years  hence,  what  was  that  errand  on  which  Colonel 
Esmond  of  late  had  been  busy.  Silently  and  swiftly  to  do 
that  about  which  others  were  conspiring,  and  thousands  of 
Jacobites  all  over  the  country  clumsily  caballing ;  alone  to 
effect  that  which  the  leaders  here  were  only  talking  about ; 
to  bring  the  Prince  of  Wales  into  the  country  openly  in 
the  face  of  all,  under  Bolingbroke' s  very  eyes,  the  walls 
placarded  with  the  proclamation  signed  with  the  Secre- 
tary's name,  and  offering  iive  hundred  pounds  reward  for 
his  apprehension :  this  was  a  stroke,  the  playing  and  win- 
ning of  which  might  well  give  any  adventurous  spirit 
pleasure :  the  loss  of  the  stake  might  involve  a  heavy  pen- 
alty, but  all  our  family  were  eager  to  risk  that  for  the 
glorious  chance  of  winning  the  game. 

Nor  should  it  be  called  a  game,  save  perhaps  with  the 
chief  player,  who  was  not  more  or  less  sceptical  than  most 
publick  men  with  whom  he  had  acquaintance  in  that  age. 
(Is  there  ever  a  publick  man  in  England  that  altogether 
believes  in  his  party?  Is  there  one,  however  doubtful, 
that  will  not  fight  for  it?)  Young  Frank  was  ready  to 
fight  without  much  thinking,  he  was  a  Jacobite  as  his 
father  before  him  was ;  all  the  Esmonds  were  Royalists. 
Give  him  but  the  word,  he  would  cry,  "God  save  King 
James !  "  before  the  palace  guard,  or  at  the  Maypole  in  the 
Strand ;  and  with  respect  to  the  Avomen,  as  is  usual  with 
them,  'twas  not  a  question  of  party  but  of  faith;  their  be- 
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lief  was  a  passion;  either  Esmond's  mistress  or  her  daugh- 
ter would  have  died  for  it  cheerfully.  I  have  laughed 
often,  talking  of  King  William's  reign,  and  said  I  thought 
Lady  Castlewood  was  disappointed  the  King  did  not  perse- 
cute the  family  more ;  and  those  who  know  the  nature  of 
women  may  fancy  for  themselves,  what  needs  not  here  be 
written  down,  the  rapture  with  which  these  neophytes  re- 
ceived the  mystery  when  made  known  to  them ;  the  eager- 
ness with  which  they  looked  forward  to  its  completion ; 
the  reverence  which  they  paid  the  minister  who  initiated 
them  into  that  secret  Truth,  now  known  only  to  a  few, 
but  presently  to  reign  over  the  world.  Sure  there  is  no 
bound  to  the  trustingness  of  women.  Look  at  Arria  wor- 
shipping the  drunken  clodpate  of  a  husband  who  beats  her ; 
look  at  Cornelia  treasuring  as  a  jewel  in  her  maternal  heart 
the  oaf  her  son;  I  have  known  a  woman  preach  Jesuit's 
bark,  and  afterwards  Dr.  Berkeley's  tar- water,  as  though 
to  swallow  them  were  a  divine  decree,  and  to  refuse  them 
no  better  than  blasphemy. 

On  his  return  from  France  Colonel  Esmond  put  himself 
at  the  head  of  this  little  knot  of  fond  conspirators.  Ko 
death  or  torture  he  knew  would  frighten  them  out  of 
their  constancy.  When  he  detailed  his  plan  for  bringing 
the  King  back,  his  elder  mistress  thought  that  that 
Restoration  was  to  be  attributed  under  heaven  to  the  Cas- 
tlewood family  and  to  its  chief,  and  she  worshipped  and 
loved  Esmond,  if  that  could  be,  more  than  ever  she  had 
done.  She  doubted  not  for  one  moment  of  the  success  of 
his  scheme,  to  mistrust  which  would  have  seemed  impi- 
ous in  her  eyes.  And  as  for  Beatrix,  when  she  became  ac- 
quainted with  the  plan,  and  joined  it,  as  she  did  with  all 
her  heart,  she  gave  Esmond  one  of  her  searching  bright 
looks.  "Ah,  Harry,"  says  she,  "why  were  you  not  the 
head  of  our  house?  You  are  the  only  one  fit  to  raise  it; 
why  do  you  give  that  silly  boy  the  name  and  the  honour? 
But  'tis  so  in  the  world ;  those  get  the  prize  that  don't  de- 
serve or  care  for  it.  I  wish  I  could  give  you  your  silly 
prize,  cousin,  but  I  can't;  I  have  tried,  and  I  can't."  And 
she  went  away,  shaking  her  head  mournfully,  but  always, 
it  seemed  to  Esmond,  that  her  liking  and  respect  for  him 
was  greatly  increased,  since  she  knew  what  capability  he 
had  both  to  act  and  bear ;  to  do  and  to  forego. 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

THE  ORIGINAL  OF  THE  PORTRAIT  COMES  TO  ENG- 
LAND. 

'TwAS  announced  in  the  family  that  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood  would  arrive,  having  a  confidential  French  gentleman 
in  his  suite,  who  acted  as  secretary  to  his  lordship,  and 
who  being  a  Papist,  and  a  foreigner  of  a  good  family, 
though  now  in  rather  a  menial  place,  would  have  his  meals 
served  in  his  chamber,  and  not  with  the  domesticks  of  the 
house.  The  Viscountess  gave  up  her  bed-chamber  con- 
tiguous to  her  daughter's,  and  having  a  large  convenient 
closet  attached  to  it,  in  which  a  bed  was  put  up,  ostensibly 
for  Monsieur  Baptiste,  the  Frenchman ;  though,  'tis  needless 
to  say,  when  the  doors  of  the  apartment  were  locked,  and 
the  two  guests  retired  within  it,  the  young  Viscount  be- 
came the  servant  of  the  illjistrious  Prince  whom  he  enter- 
tained, and  gave  up  gladly  the  more  convenient  and  airy 
chamber  and  bed  to  his  master.  Madam  Beatrix  also  re- 
tired to  the  upper  region,  her  chamber  being  converted  into 
a  sitting-room  for  my  lord.  The  better  to  carry  the  deceit, 
Beatrix  affected  to  grumble  before  the  servants,  and  to  be 
jealous  that  she  was  turned  out  of  her  chamber  to  make 
way  for  my  lord. 

No  small  preparations  were  made,  you  may  be  sure,  and 
no  slight  tremor  of  expectation  caused  the  hearts  of  the 
gentle  ladies  of  Castlewood  to  flutter,  before  the  arrival  of 
the  personages  who  were  about  to  honour  their  house. 
The  chamber  was  ornamented  with  flowers ;  the  bed  cov- 
ered with  the  very  finest  of  linen ;  the  two  ladies  insisting 
on  making  it  themselves,  and  kneeling  down  at  the  bedside 
and  kissing  the  sheets  out  of  respect  for  the  web  that  was 
to  hold  the  sacred  person  of  a  King.  The  toilet  was  of 
silver  and  crystal ;  there  was  a  copy  of  "  Eikon  Basilike  " 
laid  on  the  writing-table ;  a  portrait  of  the  martyred  King 
hung  always  over  the  mantel,  having  a  sword  of  my  poor 
Lord  Castlewood  underneath  it,  and  a  little  picture  or  em- 
blem which  the  widow  loved  always  to  have  before  her 
eyes  on  waking,  and  in  which  the  hair  of  her  lord  and  her 
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two  children  was  worked  together.  Her  books  of  private 
devotions,  as  they  were  all  of  the  English  Church,  she 
carried  away  with  her  to  the  upper  apartment,  which  she 
destined  for  herself.  The  ladies  showed  Mr.  Esmond, 
when  they  were  completed,  the  fond  preparations  they  had 
made.  'Twas  then  Beatrix  knelt  down  and  kissed  the 
linen  sheets.  As  for  her  mother.  Lady  Castlewood  made 
a  curtsey  at  the  door,  as  she  would  have  done  to  the  altar 
on  entering  a  church,  and  owned  that  she  considered  the 
chamber  in  a  manner  sacred. 

The  company  in  the  servants'  hall  never  for  a  moment 
supposed  that  these  preparations  were  made  for  any  other 
person  than  the  young  viscount,  the  lord  of  the  house, 
whom  his  fond  mother  had  been  for  so  many  years  without 
seeing.  Both  ladies  were  perfect  housewives,  having  the 
greatest  skill  in  the  making  of  confections,  scented  waters, 
&c.,  and  keeping  a  notable  superintendence  over  the 
kitchen.  Calves  enough  were  killed  to  feed  an  army  of 
prodigal  sons,  Esmond  thought,  and  laughed  when  he  came 
to  wait  on  the  ladies,  on  the  day  when  the  guests  were  to 
arrive,  to  find  two  pairs  of  the  finest  and  roundest  arms  to 
be  seen  in  England  (my  Lady  Castlewood  was  remarkable 
for  this  beauty  of  her  person),  covered  with  flour  above 
the  elbows,  and  preparing  paste,  and  turning  rolling-pins 
in  the  houskeeper's  closet.  The  guest  would  not  arrive 
till  supper-time,  and  my  lord  would  prefer  having  that 
meal  in  his  own  chamber.  You  may  be  sure  the  brightest 
plate  of  the  house  was  laid  out  there,  and  can  understand 
why  it  was  that  the  ladies  insisted  that  they  alone  would 
wait  upon  the  young  chief  of  the  family. 

Taking  horse.  Colonel  Esmond  rode  rapidly  to  Rochester, 
and  there  awaited  the  King  in  that  very  town  where  his 
father  had  last  set  his  foot  on  the  English  shore.  A  room 
had  been  provided  at  an  inn  there  for  my  Lord  Castlewood 
and  his  servant;  and  Colonel  Esmond  timed  his  ride  so 
well  that  he  had  scarce  been  half  an  hour  in  the  place,  and 
was  looking  over  the  balcony  into  the  yard  of  the  inn, 
when  two  travellers  rode  in  at  the  inn  gate,  and  the 
Colonel  running  down,  the  next  moment  embraced  his  dear 
young  lord. 

My  lord's  companion,  acting  the  part  of  a  domestick,  dis- 
mounted, and  was  for  holding  the  viscount's  stirrup;  but 
Colonel  Esmond,  calling  to  his  own  man,  who  was  in  the 
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court,  bade  him  take  the  horses  and  settle  with  the  lad 
who  had  ridden  the  post  along  with  the  two  travellers,  cry- 
ing oat  in  a  cavalier  tone  in  the  French  language  to  my 
lord's  companion,  and  affecting  to  grumble  that  my  lord's 
fellow  was  a  Frenchman,  and  did  not  know  the  money  or 
habits  of  the  country: — "My  man  will  see  to  the  horses, 
Baptiste,"  says  Colonel  Esmond:  "do  you  understand 
English?"  "Very  leetle? "  "So,  follow  my  lord  and 
wait  upon  him  at  dinner  in  his  own  room."  The  landlord 
and  his  people  came  up  presently  bearing  the  dishes ;  'twas 
well  they  made  a  noise  and  stir  in  the  gallery,  or  they 
might  have  found  Colonel  Esmond  on  his  knee  before  Lord 
Castlewood's  servant,  welcoming  his  Majesty  to  his  king- 
dom, and  kissing  the  hand  of  the  King.  We  told  the 
landlord  that  the  Frenchman  would  wait  on  his  master ; 
and  Esmond's  man  was  ordered  to  keep  sentry  in  the  gal- 
lery without  the  door.  The  Prince  dined  with  a  good  ap- 
petite, laughing  and  talking  very  gaily,  and  condescend- 
ingly bidding  his  two  companions  to  sit  with  him  at  table- 
He  was  in  better  spirits  than  poor  Frank  Castlewood,  who 
Esmond  thought  might  be  wobegone  on  account  of  parting 
with  his  divine  Clotilda ;  but  the  Prince  wishing  to  take 
a  short  siesta  after  dinner,  and  retiring  to  an  inner  cham- 
ber where  there  was  a  bed,  the  cause  of  poor  Frank's  dis- 
comfiture came  out;  and  Wrsting  into  tears,  with  many 
expressions  of  fondness,  friendship,  and  humiliation,  the 
faithful  lad  gave  his  kinsman  to  understand  that  he  now 
knew  all  the  truth,  and  the  sacrifices  which  Colonel  Es- 
mond had  made  for  him. 

Seeing  no  good  in  acquaintiug  poor  Frank  with  that 
secret,  Mr.  Esmond  had  entreated  his  mistress  also  not  to 
reveal  it  to  her  son.  The  Prince  had  told  the  poor  lad  all 
as  they  were  riding  from  Dover :  "  I  had  as  lief  he  had 
shot  me,  cousin,"  Frank  said :  "  I  knew  you  were  the 
best,  and  the  braTOSt,  and  the  kindest  of  all  men  "  (so  tlie 
enthusiastick  young  fellow  went  on)  ;  "  but  I  never  thought 
I  owed  you  what  I  do,  and  can  scarce  bear  the  weight  of 
the  obligation." 

"I  stand  in  the  place  of  your  father,"  says  Mr.  Esmond, 
kindly,  "  and  sure  a  father  may  dispossess  himself  in  fa- 
vour of  his  son.  I  abdicate  the  twopenny  crown,  and  in- 
vest you  with  the  kingdom  of  Brentford;  don't  be  a  fool 
and  cry ;  you  make  a  much  taller  and  handsomer  viscount 
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than  ever  I  could."  But  the  fond  boy,  with  oaths  and 
protestations,  laughter  and  incoherent  outbreaks  of  pas- 
sionate emotion,  could  not  be  got,  for  some  little  time,  to 
put  up  with  Esmond's  raillery;  wanted  to  kneel  down  to 
him,  and  kissed  his  hand ;  asked  him  and  implored  him  to 
order  something,  to  bid  Castlewood  give  his  own  life  or 
take  somebody  else's;  anything,  so  that  he  might  show 
his  gratitude  for  the  generosity  Esmond  showed  him. 

"The  K ,  he  laughed,"  Prank  said,  pointing  to  the 

door  where  the  sleeper  was,  and  speaking  in  a  low  tone. 
"  I  don't  think  he  should  have  laughed  as  he  told  me  the 
story.  As  we  rode  along  from  Dover,  talking  in  French, 
he  spoke  about  you,  and  your  coming  to  him  at  Bar;  he 
called  you  '  le  grand  serieux,'  Don  Bellianis  of  Greece,  and 
I  don't  know  what  names ;  mimicking  your  manner  "  (here 
Castlewood  laughed  himself) — "  and  he  did  it  very  well. 
He  seems  to  sneer  at  everything.  He  is  not  like  a  king : 
somehow,  Harry,  I  fancy  you  are  like  a  king.  He  does  not 
seem  to  think  what  a  stake  we  are  all  playing.  He  would 
have  stopped  at  Canterbury  to  ran  after  a  barmaid  there, 
had  I  not  implored  him  to  come  on.  He  hath  a  house  at 
Chaillot,  where  he  used  to  go  and  bury  himself  for  weeks 
away  from  the  Queen,  and  with  all  sorts  of  bad  company," 
says  Frank,  with  a  demure  look ;  "  you  may  smile,  but  I 
am  not  the  wild  fellow  I  was :  no,  no,  I  have  been  taught 
better,"  says  Castlewood  devoutly,  making  a  sign  on  his 
breast. 

"Thou  art  my  dear  brave  boy,"  says  Colonel  Esmond, 
touched  at  the  young  fellow's  simplicity,  "and  there  will 
be  a  noble  gentleman  at  Castlewood  so  long  as  my  Frank  is 
there." 

The  impetuous  young  lad  was  for  going  down  on  his 
knees  again,  with  another  explosion  of  gratitude,  but  that 
we  heard  the  voice  from  the  next  chamber  of  the  august 
sleeper,  just  waking,  calling  out: — "Eh,  La-Fleur,  un 
verre  d'eau!"  His  Majesty  came  out  yawning: — "A 
pest,"  says  he,  "upon  your  English  ale,  'tis  so  strong  that, 
Tnafoi,  it  hath  turned  my  head." 

The  effect  of  the  ale  was  like  a  spur  upon  our  horses, 
and  we  rode  very  quickly  to  London,  reaching  Kensington 
at  nightfall.  Mr.  Esmond's  servant  was  left  behind  at 
Rochester,  to  take  care  of  the  tired  horses,  whilst  we  had 
fresh  beasts  provided  along  the  road.     And  galloping  by 
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the  Prince's  side  the  Colonel  explained  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales  what  his  movements  had  been;  who  the  friends 
were  that  knew  of  the  expedition ;  whom,  as  Esmond  con- 
ceived, the  Prince  should  trust ;  entreating  him,  above  all, 
to  maintain  the  very  closest  secrecy  until  the  time  should 
come  when  his  Eoyal  Highness  should  appear.  The  town 
swarmed  with  friends  of  the  Prince's  cause;  there  were 
scores  of  correspondents  with  St.  Germains;  Jacobites 
known  and  secret;  great  in  station  and  humble;  about  the 
Court  and  the  Queen;  in  the  Parliament,  Church,  and 
among  the  merchants  in  the  City.  The  Prince  had  friends 
numberless  in  the  army,  in  the  Privy  Council,  and  the 
Officers  of  State.  The  great  object,  as  it  seemed,  to  the 
small  band  of  persons  who  had  concerted  that  bold  stroke, 
who  had  brought  the  Queen's  brother  into  his  native  coun- 
try, was,  that  his  visit  should  remain  unknown  till  the 
proper  time  came,  when  his  presence  should  surprise 
friends  and  enemies  alike ;  and  the  latter  should  be  found 
so  unprepared  and  disunited,  that  they  should  not  find 
time  to  attack  him.  We  feared  more  from  his  friends  than 
from  his  enemies.  The  lies  and  tittle-tattle  sent  over  to 
St.  Germains  by  the  Jacobite  agents  about  London,  had 
done  an  incalculable  mischief  to  his  cause,  and  wof  ully  mis- 
guided him.,  and  it  was  from  these  especially,  that  the  per- 
sons engaged  in  the  present  venture  were  anxious  to  defend 
the  chief  actor  in  it.* 

The  party  reached  London  by  nightfall,  leaving  their 
horses  at  the  Posting-House  over  against  Westminster,  and 
being  ferried  over  the  water,  where  Lady  Esmond's  coach 
was  already  in  waiting.  In  another  hour  we  were  all 
landed  at  Kensington,  and  the  mistress  of  the  house  had 
that  satisfaction  which  her  heart  had  yearned  after  for 
many  years,  once  more  to  embrace  her  son,  who,  on  his 
side,  with  all  his  waywardness,  ever  retained  a  most  ten- 
der affection  for  his  parent. 

She  did  not  refrain  from  this  expression  of  her  feeling, 
though  the  domestics  were  by,  and  my  Lord  Castlewood's 
attendant  stood  in  the  hall.     Esmond  had  to  whisper  to 

*  The  managers  were  the  Bishop,  who  cannot  be  hurt  by  having 
his  name  mentioned,  a  very  active  and  loyal  Nonconformist  Divine, 
a  lady  in  the  highest  favour  at  Court,  with  whom  Beatrix  Esmond 
had  communication,  and  two  noblemen  of  the  greatest  rank,  and  a 
member  of  the  House  of  Commons,  who  was  implicated  in  more 
transactions  than  one  in  behalf  of  the  Stuart  family. 
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him  in  French  to  take  his  hat  off.  Monsieur  Baptiste  was 
constantly  neglecting  his  part  with  an  inconceivable  levity : 
more  than  once  on  the  ride  to  London,  little  observations  of 
the  stranger,  light  remarks,  and  words  betokening  the 
greatest  ignorance  of  the  country  the  Prince  came  to  gov- 
ern, had  hurt  the  susceptibility  of  the  two  gentlemen 
forming  his  escort;  nor  could  either  help  owning  in  his 
secret  mind  that  they  would  have  had  his  behaviour  other- 
wise, and  that  the  laughter  and  the  lightness,  not  to  say 
licence,  which  characterized  his  talk,  scarce  befitted  such  a 
great  Prince,  and  such  a  solemn  occasion.  Not  but  that 
he  could  act  at  proper  times  with  spirit  and  dignity.  He 
had  behaved,  as  we  all  knew,  in  a  very  courageous  man- 
ner on  the  field.  Esmond  had  seen  a  copy  of  the  letter 
the  Prince  writ  with  his  own  hand  when  urged  by  his 
friends  in  England  to  abjure  his  religion,  and  admired  that 
manly  and  magnanimous  reply  by  which  he  refused  to 
yield  to  the  temptation.  Monsieur  Baptiste  took  off  his 
hat,  blushing  at  the  hint  Colonel  Esmond  ventured  to  give 
him,  and  said: — "Tenez,  elle  est  jolie,  la  petite  mere. 
Foi  de  Chevalier,  elle  est  eharmante;  mais  1' autre,  qui  est 
cette  nymphe,  cet  astre  qui  brille,  cette  Diane  qui  descend 
sur  nous?  "  And  he  started  back,  and  pushed  forward, 
as  Beatrix  was  descending  the  stair.  She  was  in  colours 
for  the  first  time  at  her  own  house;  she  wore  the  dia- 
monds Esmond  gave  her;  it  had  been  agreed  between 
them,  that  she  should  wear  these  brilliants  on  the  day 
when  the  King  should  enter  the  house,  and  a  Queen  she 
looked,  radiant  in  charms,  and  magnificent  and  imperial  in 
beauty. 

Castlewood  himself  was  startled  by  that  beauty  and 
splendour;  he  stepped  back  and  gazed  at  his  sister  as 
though  he  had  not  been  aware  before  (nor  was  he  very 
likely)  how  perfectly  lovely  she  was,  and  I  thought 
blushed  as  he  embraced  her.  The  Prince  could  not  keep 
his  eyes  ofE  her ;  he  quite  forgot  his  menial  part,  though 
he  had  been  schooled  to  it,  and  a  little  light  portmanteau 
prepared  expressly  that  he  should  carry  it.  He  pressed 
forward  before  my  Lord  Viscount.  'Twas  lucky  the  ser- 
vants' eyes  were  busy  in  other  directions,  or  they  must 
have  seen  this  was  no  servant,  or  at  least  a  very  insolent 
and  rude  one. 

Again  Colonel  Esmond  was  obliged  to  cry  out,  "Bap- 
27 
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tiste,"  in  a  loud  imperious  voice,  "have  a  care  to  the 
valise ! "  at  which  hint  the  wilful  young  man  ground  his 
teeth  together  with  something  very  like  a  curse  between 
them,  and  then  gave  a  brief  look  of  anything  but  pleasure 
to  his  Mentor.  Being  reminded,  however,  he  shouldered 
the  little  portmanteau,  and  carried  it  up  the  stair,  Esmond 
preceding  him,  and  a  servant  with  lighted  tapers.  He  flung 
down  his  burden  sulkily  in  the  bed-chamber:- — "A  Prince 
that  will  wear  a  crown  must  wear  a  mask,"  says  Mr.  Es- 
mond in  French. 

"  Ah  peste !  I  see  how  it  is,"  says  Monsieur  Baptiste, 
continuing  the  talk  in  French.  "The  Great  Serious  is 
seriously" — "alarmed  for  Monsieur  Baptiste,"  broke  in  the 
Colonel.  Esmond  neither  liked  the  tone  with  which  the 
Prince  spoke  of  the  ladies,  nor  the  eyes  with  which  he 
regarded  them. 

The  bed-chamber  and  the  two  rooms  adjoining  it,  the 
closet  and  the  apartment  which  was  to  be  called  my  lord's 
parlour,  were  already  lighted  and  awaiting  their  occupier ; 
and  the  collation  laid  for  my  lord's  supper.  Lord  Castle- 
wood  and  his  mother  and  sister  came  up  the  stair  a  minute 
afterwards,  and,  so  soon  as  the  domesticks  had  quitted  the 
apartment,  Castlewood  and  Esmond  uncovered,  and  the 
two  ladies  went  down  on  their  knees  before  the  Prince, 
who  graciously  gave  a  hand  to  each.  He  looked  his  part 
of  Prince  much  more  naturally  than  that  of  servant,  which 
he  had  just  been  trying,  and  raised  them  both  with  a  great 
deal  of  nobility,  as  well  as  kindness  in  his  air.  "Madam," 
says  he,  "  my  mother  will  thank  your  ladyship  for  your 
hospitality  to  her  son;  for  you,  madam,"  turning  to 
Beatrix,  "  I  cannot  bear  to  see  so  much  beauty  in  such  a 
posture.  You  will  betray  Monsieur  Baptiste  if  you  kneel 
to  him;  sure  'tis  his  place  rather  to  kneel  to  you." 

A  light  shone  out  of  her  eyes ;  a  gleam  bright  enough  to 
kindle  passion  in  any  breast.  There  were  times  when  this 
creature  was  so  handsome,  that  she  seemed,  as  it  were,  like 
Venus  revealing  herself  a  goddess  in  a  flash  of  brightness. 
She  appeared  so  now ;  radiant,  and  with  eyes  bright  with 
a  wonderful  lustre.  A  pang,  as  of  rage  and  jealousy,  shot 
through  Esmond's  heart,  as  he  caught  the  look  she  gave 
the  Prince ;  and  he  clenched  his  hand  involuntarily,  and 
looked  across  to  Castlewood,  whose  eyes  answered  his  alarm- 
signal,  and  were  also  on  the  alert.     The  Prince  gave  his 
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subjects  an  audience  of  a  few  minutes,  and  then  the  two 
ladies  and  Colonel  Esmond  quitted  the  chamber.  Lady 
Castlewood  pressed  his  hand  as  they  descended  the  stair, 
and  the  three  went  down  to  the  lower  rooms,  where  they 
waited  awhile  till  the  travellers  above  should  be  refreshed 
and  ready  for  their  meal. 

Esmond  looked  at  Beatrix,  blazing  with  her  jewels  on 
her  beautiful  neck.  "I  have  kept  my  word,"  says  he: 
"And  I  mine,"  says  Beatrix,  looking  down  on  the  dia- 
monds. 

"Were  I  the  Mogul  Emperor,"  says  the  Colonel,  "you 
should  have  all  that  were  dug  out  of  Golconda. " 

"These  are  a  great  deal  too  good  for  me,"  says  Beatrix, 
dropping  her  head  on  her  beautiful  breast, — -"so  are  you 
all,  all !  "  And  when  she  looked  up  again,  as  she  did  in  a 
moment,  and  after  a  sigh,  her  eyes,  as  they  gazed  at  her 
cousin,  wore  that  melancholy  and  inscrutable  look  which 
'twas  always  impossible  to  sound. 

When  the  time  came  for  the  supper,  of  which  we  were 
advertised  by  a  knocking  overhead,  Colonel  Esmond  and 
the  two  ladies  went  to  the  upper  apartment,  where  the 
Prince  already  was,  and  by  his  side  the  young  Viscount, 
of  exactly  the  same  age,  shape,  and  with  features  not  dis- 
similar, though  Frank's  were  the  handsomer  of  the  two. 
The  Prince  sat  down  and  bade  the  ladies  sit.  The  gentle- 
men remained  standing :  there  was,  indeed,  but  one  more 
cover  laid  at  the  table : — "  Which  of  you  will  take  it?  " 
says  he. 

"  The  head  of  our  house,"  says  Lady  Castlewood,  taking 
her  son's  hand,  and  looking  towards  Colonel  Esmond  with 
a  bow  and  a  great  tremor  of  the  voice ;  "  the  Marquis  of 
Esmond  will  have  the  honour  of  serving  the  King. " 

"  I  shall  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on  his  Royal  High- 
ness," says  Colonel  Esmond,  filling  a  cup  of  wine,  and,  as 
the  fashion  of  that  day  was,  he  presented  it  to  the  King 
on  his  knee. 

"I  drink  to  my  hostess  and  her  family,"  says  the  Prince, 
with  no  very  well-pleased  air ;  but  the  cloud  passed  imme- 
diately off  his  face,  and  he  talked  to  the  ladies  in  a  lively, 
rattling  strain,  quite  undisturbed  by_  poor  Mr.  Esmond's 
yellow  countenance,  that,  I  dare  say,  looked  very  glum. 

When  the  time  came  to  take  leave,  Esmond  marched 
homewards  to  his  lodgings,  and  met  Mr.  Addison  on  the 
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road  that  night,  walking  to  a  cottage  he  had  at  Fulham, 
the  moon  shining  on  his  handsome  serene  face — "  What 
cheer,  brother?"  says  Addison,  laughing:  "I  thought  it 
was  a  footpad  advancing  in  the  dark,  and  behold  'tis  an 
old  friend.  We  may  shake  hands,  Colonel,  in  the  dark, 
'tis  better  than  fighting  by  daylight.  Why  should  we  quar- 
rel, because  I  am  a  Whig  and  thou  art  a  Tory?  Turn  thy 
steps  and  walk  with  me  to  Fulham,  where  there  is  a  night- 
ingale still  singing  in  the  garden,  and  a  cool  bottle  in  a 
cave  I  know  of ;  you  shall  drink  to  the  Pretender  if  you 
like,  and  I  will  drink  my  liquor  my  own  way :  I  have  had 
enough  of  good  liquor? — no,  never!  There  is  no  such  word 
as  enough  as  a  stopper  for  good  wine.  Thou  wilt  not  come? 
Come  any  day,  come  soon.  You  know  I  remember  Simois 
and  the  Sigeia  tellus,  and  the  prcelia  mixta  mero,  Tnixta 
mero,"  he  repeated,  with  ever  so  slight  a  touch  of  merum 
in  his  voice,  and  walked  back  a  little  way  on  the  road  with 
Esmond,  bidding  the  other  remember  he  was  always  his 
friend,  and  indebted  to  him  for  his  aid  in  the  "  Campaign  " 
poem.  And  very  likely  Mr.  Under-Secretary  would  have 
stepped  in  and  taken  t'other  bottle  at  the  Colonel's  lodg 
ing,  had  the  latter  invited  him,  but  Esmond's  mood  was 
none  of  the  gayest,  and  he  bade  his  friend  an  inhospitable 
good-night  at  the  door. 

"I  have  done  the  deed,"  thought  he,  eleepless,  and  look- 
ing out  into  the  night ;  "  he  is  here,  and  I  have  brought 
him;  he  and  Beatrix  are  sleeping  under  the  same  roof 
now.  Whom  did  I  mean  to  serve  in  bringing  him?  Was 
it  the  Prince?  was  it  Henry  Esmond?  Had  I  not  best 
have  joined  the  manly  creed  of  Addison  yonder,  that  scouts 
the  old  doctrine  of  right  divine,  that  boldly  declares  that 
Parliament  and  people  consecrate  the  Sovereign,  not 
bishops,  nor  genealogies,  nor  oils,  nor  coronations."  The 
eager  gaze  of  the  young  Prince,  watching  every  movement 
of  Beatrix,  haunted  Esmond  and  pursued  him.  The 
Prince's  figure  appeared  before  him  in  his  feverish  dreams 
many  times  that  night.  He  wished  the  deed  undone  for 
which  he  had  laboured  so.  He  was  not  the  first  that  has 
regretted  his  own  act,  or  brought  about  his  own  undoing. 
Undoing?  Should  he  write  that  word  in  his  late  years? 
No,  on  his  knees  before  heaven,  rather  be  thankful  for 
what  then  he  deemed  his  misfortune,  and  which  hath  caused 
the  whole  subsequent  happiness  of  his  life. 
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Esmond's  man,  honest  John  Lockwood,  had  served  his 
master  and  the  family  all  his  life,  and  the  Colonel  knew 
that  he  could  answer  for  John's  fidelity  as  for  his  own. 
John  returned  with  the  horses  from  Eochester  betimes  the 
next  morning,  and  the  Colonel  gave  him  to  understand  that 
on  going  to  Kensington,  where  he  was  free  of  the  servants' 
hall,  and  indeed  courting  Mrs.  Beatrix's  maid,  he  was  to 
ask  no  questions,  and  betray  no  surprise,  but  to  vouch 
stoutly  that  the  young  gentleman  he  should  see  in  a  red 
coat  there  was  my  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood,  and  that  his 
attendant  in  grey  was  Monsieur  Baptiste  the  Frenchman. 
He  was  to  tell  his  friends  in  the  kitchen  such  stories  as  he 
remembered  of  my  Lord  Viscount's  youth  at  Castlewood ; 
what  a  wild  boy  he  was ;  how  he  used  to  drill  Jack  and 
cane  him,  before  ever  he  was  a  soldier ;  everything,  in  fine, 
he  knew  respecting  my  Lord  Viscount's  early  days.  Jack's 
ideas  of  painting  had  not,  been  much  cultivated  during  his 
residence  in  Flanders  with  his  master;  and,  before  my 
young  lord's  return,  he  had  been  easily  got  to  believe  that 
the  picture  brought  over  from  Paris,  and  now  hanging  in 
Lady  Castlewood's  drawing-room,  was  a  perfect  likeness  of 
her  son,  the  young  lord.  And  the  domesticks  having  all 
seen  the  picture  many  times,  and  catching  but  a  momentary 
imperfect  glimpse  of  the  two  strangers  on  the  night  of  their 
arrival,  never  had  a  reason  to  doubt  the  fidelity  of  the  por- 
trait ;  and  next  day,  when  they  saw  the  original  of  the 
piece  habited  exactly  as  he  was  represented  in  the  painting, 
with  the  same  periwig,  ribands,  and  uniform  of  the  Guard, 
quite  naturally  addressed  the  gentleman  as  my  Lord  Castle- 
wood, my  Lady  Viscountess's  son. 

The  secretary  of  the  night  previous  was  now  the  vis- 
count; the  viscount  wore  the  secretary's  grey  frock;  and 
John  Lockwood  was  instructed  to  hint  to  the  world  below 
stairs  that  my  lord  being  a  papist,  and  very  devout  in  that 
religion,  his  attendant  might  be  no  other  than  his  chaplain 
from  Bruxelles;  hence,  if  he  took  his  meals  in  my  lord's 
company  there  was  little  reason  for  surprise.  Frank  was 
further  cautioned  to  speak  English  with  a  foreign  accent, 
which  task  he  performed  indiiferently  well,  and  this  cau- 
tion was  the  more  necessary  because  the  Prince  himself 
scarce  spoke  our  language  like  a  native  of  the  island :  and 
John  Lockwood  laughed  with  the  folks  below  stairs  at  the 
manner  in  which  my  lord,  after  five  years  abroad,  some- 
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times  forgot  his  own  tongue  and  spoke  it  like  a  Frenchman. 
"I  warrant,"  says  he,  "that  with  the  English  beef  and 
beer,  his  lordship  will  soon  get  back  the  proper  use  of  his 
mouth ; "  and  to  do  his  new  lordship  justice,  he  took  to 
beer  and  beef  very  kindly. 

The  Prince  drank  so  much,  and  was  so  loud  and  impru- 
dent in  his  talk  after  his  drink,  that  Esmond  often  trem- 
bled for  him.  His  meals  were  served  as  much  as  possible 
in  his  own  chamber,  though  frequently  he  made  his  ap- 
pearance in  Lady  Castlewood's  parlour  and  drawing-room, 
calling  Beatrix  "sister,"  and  her  ladyship  "mother,"  or 
"madam,"  before  the  servants.  And,  choosing  to  act  en- 
tirely up  to  the  part  of  brother  and  son,  the  Prince  some- 
times saluted  Mrs.  Beatrix  and  Lady  Castlewood  with  a 
freedom  which  his  secretary  did  not  like,  and  which,  for 
his  part,  set  Colonel  Esmond  tearing  with  rage. 

The  guests  had  not  been  three  days  in  the  house  when 
poor  Jack  Lockwood  came  with  a  rueful  countenance  to 
his  master,  and  said :  "  My  Lord — that  is  the  gentleman — 
has  been  tampering  with  Mrs.  Lucy  (Jack's  sweetheart), 
and  given  her  guineas  and  a  kiss."  I  fear  that  Colonel 
Esmond's  mind  was  rather  relieved  than  otherwise  when 
he  found  that  the  ancillary  beauty  was  the  one  whom  the 
Prince  had  selected.  His  royal  tastes  were  known  to  lie 
that  way,  and  continued  so  in  after  life.  The  heir  of  one 
of  the  greatest  names,  of  the  greatest  kingdoms,  and  of  the 
greatest  misfortunes  in  Europe,  was  often  content  to  lay 
the  dignity  of  his  birth  and  grief  at  the  wooden  shoes  of  a 
French  chambermaid,  and  to  repent  afterwards  (for  he  was 
very  devout)  in  ashes  taken  from  the  dust-pan.  'Tis  for 
mortals  such  as  these  that  nations  suffer,  that  parties 
struggle,  that  warriors  fight  and  bleed.  A  year  afterwards 
gallant  heads  were  falling,  and  Nithsdale  in  escape,  and 
Derwentwater  on  the  scaffold ;  whilst  the  heedless  ingrate, 
for  whom  they  risked  and  lost  all,  was  tippling  with  his 
seraglio  of  mistresses  in  his  petite  maison  of  Chaillot. 

Blushing  to  be  forced  to  bear  such  an  errand,  Esmond 
had  to  go  to  the  Prince  and  warn  him  that  the  girl  whom 
his  Highness  was  bribing  was  John  Lockwood' s  sweetheart, 
an  honest  resolute  man,  who  had  served  in  six  campaigns, 
and  feared  nothing,  and  who  knew  that  the  person  calling 
himself  Lord  Castlewood  was  not  his  young  master :  and 
the  Colonel  besought  the  Prince  to  consider  what  the  effect 
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of  a  single  man's  jealousy  might  be,  and  to  think  of  other 
designs  he  had  in  hand,  more  important  than  the  seduction 
of  a  waiting-maid,  and  the  humiliation  of  a  brave  man. 

Ten  times,  perhaps,  in  the  course  of  as  many  days,  Mr. 
Esmon  d  had  to  warn  the  royal  young  adventurer  of  some 
imprudence  or  some  freedom.  He  received  these  remon- 
strances very  testily,  save  perhaps  in  this  affair  of  poor 
Loekwood's,  when  he  deigned  to  burst  out  a-laughing,  and 
said,  "  What !  the  souhrette  has  peached  to  the  amoureux, 
and  Crispin  is  angry,  and  Crispin  has  served,  and  Crispin 
has  been  a  corporal,  has  he?  Tell  him  we  will  reward  his 
valour  with  a  pair  of  colours,  and  recompense  his  fidelity." 

Colonel  Esmond  ventured  to  utter  some  other  words  of 
entreaty,  but  the  Prince,  stamping  imperiously,  cried  out, 
"Assez,  milord:  je  m'ennuye  a  la  prSche;  I  am  not  come 
to  London  to  go  to  the  sermon."  And  he  complained  after- 
wards to  Castlewood,  that  "  le  petit  jaune,  le  noir  Colo- 
nel, le  Marquis  Misanthrope "  (by  which  facetious  names 
his  Royal  Highness  was  pleased  to  designate  Colonel  Es- 
mond), "fatigued  him  with  his  grand  airs  and  virtuous 
homilies." 

The  Bishop  of  Rochester,  and  other  gentlemen  engaged 
in  the  transaction  which  had  brought  the  Prince  over, 
waited  upon  his  Royal  Highness,  constantly  asking  for  my 
Lord  Castlewood  on  their  arrival  at  Kensington,  and  being 
openly  conducted  to  his  Royal  Highness  in  that  character, 
who  received  them  either  in  my  lady's  drawing-room  below, 
or  above  in  his  own  apartment ;  and  all  implored  him  to 
quit  the  house  as  little  as  possible,  and  to  wait  there  till 
the  signal  should  be  given  for  him  to  appear.  The  ladies 
entertained  him  at  cards,  over  which  amusement  he  spent 
many  hours  in  each  day  and  night.  He  passed  many  hours 
more  in  drinking,  during  which  time  he  would  rattle  and 
talk  very  agreeably,  and  especially  if  the  Colonel  was  ab- 
sent, whose  presence  always  seemed  to  frighten  him ;  and 
the  poor  "  Colonel  Noir  "  took  that  hint  as  a  command  ac- 
cordingly, and  seldom  intruded  his  black  face  upon  the  con- 
vivial hours  of  this  august  young  prisoner.  Except  for 
those  few  persons  of  whom  the  porter  had  the  list.  Lord 
Castlewood  was  denied  to  all  friends  of  the  house  who 
waited  on  his  lordship.  The  wound  he  had  received  had 
broke  out  again  from  his  journey  on  horseback,  so  the 
world  and  the  domesticks  were   informed.     And  Doctor 
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-,*  his  physician  (I  shall  not  mention  his  name,  but 


he  was  physician  to  the  Queen,  of  the  Scots  nation,  and  a 
man  remarkable  for  his  benevolence  as  well  as  his  wit), 
gave  orders  that  he  should  be  kept  perfectly  quiet  until  the 
wound  should  heal.  With  this  gentleman,  who  was  one  of 
the  most  active  and  influential  of  our  party,  and  the  others 
before  spoken  of,  the  whole  secret  lay ;  and  it  was  kept 
with  so  much  faithfulness,  and  the  story  we  told  so  simple 
and  natural,  that  there  was  no  likelihood  of  a  discovery 
except  from  the  imprudence  of  the  Prince  himself,  and  an 
adventurous  levity  that  we  had  the  greatest  difficulty  to 
control.  As  for  Lady  Castlewood,  although  she  scarce 
spoke  a  word,  'twas  easy  to  gather  from  her  demeanour, 
and  one  or  two  hints  she  dropped,  how  deep  her  mortifica- 
tion was  at  finding  the  hero  whom  she  had  chosen  to  wor- 
ship all  her  life  (and  whose  restoration  had  formed  almost 
the  most  sacred  part  of  her  prayers),  no  more  than  a  man, 
and  not  a  good  one.  She  thought  misfortune  might  have 
chastened  him ;  but  that  instructress  had  rather  rendered 
him  callous  than  humble.  His  devotion,  which  was  quite 
real,  kept  him  from  no  sin  he  had  a  mind  to.  His  talk 
showed  good-humour,  gaiety,  even  wit  enough ;  but  there 
was  a  levity  in  his  acts  and  words  that  he  had  brought 
from  among  those  libertine  devotees  with  whom  he  had 
been  bred,  and  that  shocked  the  simplicity  and  purity  of 
the  English  lady,  whose  guest  he  was.  Esmond  spoke  his 
mind  to  Beatrix  pretty  freely  about  the  Prince,  getting  her 
brother  to  put  in  a  word  of  warning.  Beatrix  was  entirely 
of  their  opinion;  she  thought  he  was  very  light,  very 
light  and  reckless ;  she  could  not  even  see  the  good  looks 
Colonel  Esmond  had  spoken  of.  The  Prince  had  bad  teeth, 
and  a  decided  squint.  How  could  we  say  he  did  not 
squint?  His  eyes  were  fine,  but  there  was  certainly  a  cast 
in  them.  She  rallied  him  at  table  with  wonderful  wit; 
she  spoke  of  him  invariably  as  of  a  mere  boy ;  she  was 
more  fond  of  Esmond  than  ever,  praised  him  to  her 
brother,  praised  him  to  the  Prince,  when  his  Koyal  High- 
ness was  pleased  to  sneer  at  the  Colonel,  and  warmly 
espoused  his  cause :  "  And  if  your  Majesty  does  not  give 
him  the  Garter  his  father  had,  when  the  Marquis  of 
Esmond  comes  to  your  Majesty's  court,  I  will  hang  myself 

*  There  can  be  very  little  doubt  that  the  Doctor  mentioned  by 
my  dear  father  was  the  famous  Doctor  Arbuthnot. — R.  E.  W. 
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m  my  own  garters,  or  will  cry  my  eyes  out."  "Eather 
than  lose  those,"  says  the  Prince,  "he  shall  be  made  Arch- 
bishop and  Colonel  of  the  Guard  "  (it  was  Frank  Castle- 
wood  who  told  me  of  this  conversation  over  their  supper). 

"  Yes,"  cries  she,  with  one  of  her  laughs — I  fancy  I  hear 
it  now.  Thirty  years  afterwards  I  hear  that  delightful 
musick.  "  Yes,  he  shall  be  Archbishop  of  Esmond  and 
Marquis  of  Canterbury." 

"  And  what  will  your  ladyship  be?  "  says  the  Prince ; 
"you  have  but  to  choose  your  place." 

"I,"  says  Beatrix,  "will  be  mother  of  the  maids  to  the 
Queen  of  his  Majesty  King  James  the  Third— Vive  le 
Eoy !  "  and  she  made  him  a  great  curtsey,  and  drank  a  part 
of  a  glass  of  wine  in  his  honour. 

"  The  Prince  seized  hold  of  the  glass  and  drank  the  last 
drop  of  it,"  Castlewood  said,  "and  my  mother,  looking 
very  anxious,  rose  up  and  asked  leave  to  retire.  But  that 
'Trix  is  my  mother's  daughter,  Harry,"  Frank  continued, 
"  I  don't  know  what  a  horrid  fear  I  should  have  of  her.  I 
wish — I  wish  this  business  were  over.  You  are  older  than 
I  am,  and  wiser,  and  better,  and  I  owe  you  everything,  and 
would  die  for  you — before  George  I  would;  but  1  wish  the 
end  of  this  were  come." 

Neither  of  us  very  likely  passed  a  tranquil  night ;  horri- 
ble doubts  and  torments  racked  Esmond's  soul;  'twas  a 
scheme  of  personal  ambition,  a  daring  stroke  for  a  selfish 
end — he  knew  it.  What  cared  he,  in  his  heart,  who  was 
King?  Were  not  his  very  sympathies  and  secret  convic- 
tions on  the  other  side — on  the  side  of  People,  Parliament, 
Freedom?  And  here  was  he,  engaged  for  a  Prince  that 
had  scarce  heard  the  word  liberty ;  that  priests  and  wonien, 
tyrants  by  nature,  both  made  a  tool  of.  The  misanthrope 
was  in  no  better  humour  after  hearing  that  story,  and  his 
grim  face  more  black  and  yellow  than  ever. 
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CHAPTEK    X. 

WE  ENTERTAIN  A  VERY  DISTINGUISHED  GUEST 
AT  KENSINGTON. 

Should  any  clue  be  found  to  the  dark  intrigues  at  the 
latter  end  of  Queen  Anne's  time,  or  any  historian  be  in- 
clined to  follow  it,  'twill  be  discovered,  I  have  little  doubt, 
that  not  one  of  the  great  personages  about  the  Queen  had  a 
defined  scheme  of  policy,  independent  of  that  private  and 
selfish  interest  which  each  was  bent  on  pursuing :  St.  John 
was  for  St.  John,  and  Harley  for  Oxford,  and  Marlborough 
for  John  Churchill,  always ;  and  according  as  they  could 
get  help  from  St.  Germains  or  Hanover,  they  sent  over  prof- 
fers of  allegiance  to  the  Princes  there,  or  betrayed  one  to  the 
other:  one  cause,  or  one  sovereign,  was  as  good  as  another 
to  them,  so  that  they  could  hold  the  best  place  under  him ; 
and  like  Lockit  and  Peachem,  the  Newgate  chiefs  in  the 
"Rogues'  Opera"  Mr.  Gay  wrote  afterwards,  had  each  in 
his  hand  documents  and  proofs  of  treason  which  would 
hang  the  other,  only  he  did  not  dare  to  use  the  weapon, 
for  fear  of  that  one  which  his  neighbour  also  carried  in  his 
pocket.  Think  of  the  great  Marlborough,  the  greatest 
subject  in  all  the  world,  a  conqueror  of  princes,  that  had 
marched  victorious  over  Germany,  Flanders,  and  Prance, 
that  had  given  the  law  to  sovereigns  abroad,  and  been  wor- 
shipped as  a  divinity  at  home,  forced  to  sneak  out  of  Eng- 
land— his  credit,  honours,  places,  all  taken  from  him ;  his 
friends  in  the  army  broke  and  ruined ;  and  flying  before 
Harley,  as  abject  and  powerless  as  a  poor  debtor  before  a 
bailiff  with  a  writ.  A  paper,  of  which  Harley  got  posses- 
sion, and  showing  beyond  doubt  that  the  Duke  was  engaged 
with  the  Stuart  family,  was  the  weapon  with  which  the 
Treasurer  drove  Marlborough  out  of  the  kingdom.  He  fled 
to  Antwerp,  and  began  intriguing  instantly  on  the  other 
side,  and  came  back  to  England,  as  all  know,  a  Whig  and 
a  Hanoverian. 

Though  the  Treasurer  turned  out  of  the  army  and  oiflce 
every  man,  military  or  civil,  known  to  be  the  Duke's 
friend,  and  gave  the  vacant  posts  among  the  Tory  party ; 
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he,  too,  was  playing  the  double  game  between  Hanover 
and  St.  Germains,  awaiting  the  expected  catastrophe  of  the 
Queen's  death  to  be  Master  of  the  State,  and  ofEer  it  to 
either  family  that  should  bribe  him  best,  or  that  the  nation 
should  declare  for.  Whichever  the  King  was,  Harley's 
object  was  to  reign  over  him;  and  to  this  end  he  sup- 
planted the  former  famous  favourite,  decried  the  actions  of 
the  war  which  had  made  Marlborough's  name  illustrious, 
and  disdained  no  more  than  the  great  fallen  competitor  of 
his,  the  meanest  arts,  flatteries,  intimidations,  that  would 
secure  his  power.  If  the  greatest  satirist  the  world  ever 
hath  seen  had  writ  against  Harley,  and  not  for  him,  what 
a  history  had  he  left  behind  of  the  last  years  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign !  But  Swift,  that  scorned  all  mankind,  and 
himself  not  the  least  of  all,  had  this  merit  of  a  faithful 
partisan,  that  he  loved  those  chiefs  who  treated  him  well, 
and  stuck  by  Harley  bravely  in  his  fall,  as  he  gallantly 
had  supported  him  in  his  better  fortune. 

Incomparably  more  brilliant,  more  splendid,  eloquent, 
accomplished  than  his  rival,  the  great  St.  John  could  be  as 
selfish  as  Oxford  was,  and  could  act  the  double  part  as 
skilfully  as  ambidextrous  Churchill.  He  whose  talk  was 
always  of  liberty,  no  more  shrank  from  using  persecution 
and  the  pillory  against  his  opponents  than  if  he  had  been 
at  Lisbon  and  Grand  Inquisitor.  This  lofty  patriot  was 
on  his  knees  at  Hanover  and  St.  Germains  too ;  notoriously 
of  no  religion,  he  toasted  Church  and  Queen  as  boldly  as 
the  stupid  Sacheverel,  whom  he  used  and  laughed  at ;  and 
to  serve  his  turn,  and  to  overthrow  his  enemy,  he  could  in- 
trigue, coax,  bully,  wheedle,  fawn  on  the  Court  favourite, 
and  creep  up  the  back-stair  as  silently  as  Oxford,  who  sup- 
planted Marlborough,  and  whom  he  himself  supplanted. 
The  crash  of  my  Lord  Oxford  happened  at  this  very  time 
whereat  my  history  is  now  arrived.  He  was  come  to  the 
very  last  days  of  his  power,  and  the  agent  whom  he  em- 
ployed to  overthrow  the  conqueror  of  Blenheim,  was  now 
engaged  to  upset  the  conqueror's  conqueror,  and  hand  over 
the  staff  of  government  to  Bolingbroke,  who  had  been 
panting  to  hold  it. 

In  expectation  of  the  stroke  that  was  now  preparing,  the 
Irish  regiments  in  the  French  service  were  all  brought 
round  about  Boulogne  in  Picardy,  to  pass  over  if  need  were 
with   the  Duke  of   Berwick;    the  soldiers  of   France  no 
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longer,  but  subjects  of  James  the  Third  of  England  and 
Ireland  King.  The  fidelity  of  the  great  mass  of  the  Scots 
(though  a  most  active,  resolute,  and  gallant  Whig  party, 
admirably  and  energetically  ordered  and  disciplined,  was 
known  to  be  in  Scotland  too)  was  notoriously  unshaken  in 
their  King.  A  very  great  body  of  Tory  clergy,  nobility, 
and  gentry,  were  publick  partisans  of  the  exiled  Prince ;  and 
the  indifEerents  might  be  counted  on  to  cry  King  George  or 
King  James,  according  as  either  should  prevail.  The 
Queen,  especially  in  her  latter  days,  inclined  towards  her 
own  family.  The  Prince  was  lying  actually  in  London, 
within  a  stone' s-cast  of  his  sister's  palace;  the  first  Min- 
ister toppling  to  his  fall,  aad  so  tottering  that  the  weakest 
push  of  a  woman' s  finger  would  send  him  down ;  and  as 
for  Boliugbroke,  his  successor,  we  know  on  whose  side  his 
power  and  his  splendid  eloquence  would  be  on  the  day 
when  the  Queen  should  appear  openly  before  her  Council 
and  say: — "This,  my  lords,  is  my  brother;  here  is  my 
father's  heir,  and  mine  after  me." 

During  the  whole  of  the  previous  year  the  Queen  had 
had  manj  and  repeated  fits  of  sickness,  fever,  and  leth- 
argy, and  her  death  had  been  constantly  looked  for  by  all 
her  attendants.  The  Elector  of  Hanover  had  wished  to 
send  his  son,  the  Duke  of  Cambridge — to  pay  his  court  to 
his  cousin  the  Queen,  the  Elector  said ; — in  truth,  to  be  on 
the  spot  when  death  should  close  her  career.  Frightened 
perhaps  to  have  such  a  memento  mori  under  her  royal  eyes, 
her  Majesty  had  angrily  forbidden  the  young  Prince's 
coming  into  England.  Either  she  desired  to  keep  the 
chances  for  her  brother  open  yet ;  or  the  people  about  her 
did  not  wish  to  close  with  the  Whig  candidate  till  they 
could  make  terms  with  him.  The  quarrels  of  her  Ministers 
before  her  face  at  the  Council  board,  the  pricks  of  con- 
science very  likely,  the  importunities  of  her  Ministers,  and 
constant  turmoil  and  agitation  round  about  her,  had  weak- 
ened and  irritated  the  Princess  extremely;  her  strength 
was  giving  way  under  these  continual  trials  of  her  temper, 
and  from  day  to  day  it  was  expected  she  must  come  to  a 
speedy  end  of  them.  Just  before  Viscount  Castlewood  and 
his  companion  came  from  France,  her  Majesty  was  taken 
ill.  The  St.  Anthony's  fire  broke  out  on  the  royal  legs; 
there  was  no  hurry  for  the  presentation  of  the  young  lord 
at  Court,   or  that  person  who  should  appear  under  his 
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name ;  and  my  Lord  Viscount's  wound  breaking  out  oppor- 
tunely, he  was  kept  conveniently  in  his  chamber  until 
such  time  as  his  physician  should  allow  him  to  bend  his 
knee  before  the  Queen.  At  the  commencement  of  July, 
that  influential  lady,  with  whom  it  has  been  mentioned 
that  our  party  had  relations,  came  frequently  to  visit  her 
young  friend,  the  Maid  of  Honour,  at  Kensington,  and  my 
Lord  Viscount  (the  real  or  supposititious),  who  was  an  in- 
valid at  Lady  Castlewood's  house. 

On  the  27th  day  of  July,  the  lady  in  question,  who  held 
the  most  intimate  post  about  the  Queen,  came  in  her  chair 
from  the  Palace  hard  by,  bringing  to  the  little  party  in 
Kensington  Square  intelligence  of  the  very  highest  impor- 
tance. The  final  blow  had  been  struck,  and  my  Lord  of 
Oxford  and  Mortimer  was  no  longer  Treasurer.  The  staff 
was  as  yet  given  to  no  successor,  though  my  Lord  Boling- 
broke  would  undoubtedly  be  the  man.  And  now  the  time 
was  come,  the  Queen's  Abigail  said:  and  now  my  Lord 
Castlewood  ought  to  be  presented  to  the  Sovereign. 

After  that  scene  which  Lord  Castlewood  witnessed  and 
described  to  his  cousin,  who  passed  such  a  miserable  night 
of  mortification  and  jealousy  as  he  thought  over  the  trans- 
action, no  doubt  the  three  persons  who  were  set  by  nature 
as  protectors  over  Beatrix  came  to  the  same  conclusion, 
that  she  must  be  removed  from  the  presence  of  a  man 
whose  desires  towards  her  were  expressed  only  too  clearly ; 
and  who  was  no  more  scrupulous  in  seeking  to  gratify  them 
than  his  father  had  been  before  him.  I  suppose  Esmond's 
mistress,  her  son,  and  the  Colonel  himself,  had  been  all 
secretly  debating  this  matter  in  their  minds,  for  when 
Frank  broke  out,  in  his  blunt  way,  with : — "  I  think  Beatrix 
had  best  be  anywhere  but  here," — Lady  Castlewood  said : 
— "  I  thank  you,  Frank,  I  have  thought  so,  too ;"  and  Mr. 
Esmond,  though  he  only  remarked  that  it  was  not  for  him 
to  speak,  showed  plainly,  by  the  delight  on  his  counte- 
nance, how  very  agreeable  that  proposal  was  to  him. 

"  One  sees  that  you  think  with  us,  Henry,"  says  the  Vis- 
countess, with  ever  so  little  of  sarcasm  in  her  tone :  "  Bea- 
trix is  best  out  of  this  house  whilst  we  have  our  guest  in 
it,  and  as  soon  as  this  morning's  business  is  done,  she 
ought  to  quit  London." 

"What  morning's  business?"  asked  Colonel  Esmond, 
not  knowing  what  had  been  arranged,  though  ia  fact  the 
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stroke  next  in  importance  to  that  of  bringing  the  Prince, 
and  of  having  him  acknowledged  by  the  Queen,  was  now 
being  performed  at  the  very  moment  we  three  were  con- 
versing together. 

The  Court-lady  with  whom  our  plan  was  concerted,  and 
who  was  a  chief  agent  in  it,  the  Court  physician,  and  the 
Bishop  of  Eochester,  who  were  the  other  two  most  active 
participators  in  our  plan,  had  held  many  councils  in  our 
house  at  Kensington  and  elsewhere,  as  to  the  means  best 
to  be  adopted  for  presenting  our  young  adventurer  to  his 
sister  the  Queen.  The  simple  and  easy  plan  proposed  by 
Colonel  Esmond  had  been  agreed  to  by  all  parties,  which 
was  that  on  some  rather  private  day,  when  there  were  not 
many  persons  about  the  Court,  the  Prince  should  appear 
there  as  my  Lord  Castlewood,  should  be  greeted  by  his 
sister-in-waiting,  and  led  by  that  other  lady  into  the  closet 
of  the  Queen.  And  according  to  her  Majesty's  health  or 
humour,  and  the  circumstances  that  might  arise  during  the 
interview,  it  was  to  be  left  to  the  discretion  of  those  present 
at  it,  and  to  the  Prince  himself,  whether  he  should  de- 
clare that  it  was  the  Queen's  own  brother,  or  the  brother 
of  Beatrix  Esmond,  who  kissed  her  Royal  hand.  And  this 
plan  being  determined  on,  we  were  all  waiting  in  very 
much  anxiety  for  the  day  and  signal  of  execution. 

Two  mornings  after  that  supper,  it  being  the  27th  day 
of  July,  the  Bishop  of  Eochester  breakfasting  with  Lady 
Castlewood  and  her  family,  and  the  meal  scarce  over.  Doc- 
tor A.' s  coach  drove  up  to  our  house  at  Kensington,  and 
the  Doctor  appeared  amongst  the  party  there,  enlivening 
a  rather  gloomy  company;  for  the  mother  and  daughter 
had  had  words  in  the  morning  in  respect  to  the  transac- 
tions of  that  supper,  and  other  adventures  perhaps,  and  on 
the  day  succeeding.  Beatrix's  haughty  spirit  brooked  re- 
monstrances from  no  superior,  much  less  from  her  mother, 
the  gentlest  of  creatures,  whom  the  girl  commanded  rather 
than  obeyed.  And  feeling  she  was  wrong,  and  that  by  a 
thousand  coquetries  (which  she  could  no  more  help  exercis- 
ing on  every  man  that  came  near  her,  than  the  sun  can 
help  shining  on  great  and  small)  she  had  provoked  the 
Prince's  dangerous  admiration,  and  allured  him  to  the  ex- 
pression of  it,  she  was  only  the  more  wilful  and  imperious 
the  more  she  felt  her  error. 

To  this  party,  the  Prince  being  served  with  chocolate  in 
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his  bed-chamber,  where  he  lay  late  sleeping  away  the 
fumes  of  his  wine,  the  Doctor  came,  and  by  the  urgent  and 
startling  nature  of  his  news,  dissipated  instantly  that  pri- 
vate and  minor  unpleasantry  under  which  the  family  of 
Castlewood  was  labouring. 

He  asked  for  the  guest;  the  guest  was  above  in  his 
own  apartment :  he  bade  Monsieur  Baptiste  go  up  to  his 
master  instantly,  and  request  that  My  Lord  Viscount  Cas- 
tleioood  would  straightway  put  his  uniform  on,  and  come 
away  in  the  doctor's  coach  now  at  the  door. 

He  then  informed  Madam  Beatrix  what  her  part  of  the 
comedy  was  to  be : — "  In  half  an  hour,"  says  he,  "  her  Maj- 
esty and  her  favourite  lady  will  take  the  air  in  the  Cedar- 
walk  behind  the  new  Banqueting-house.  Her  Majesty  will 
be  drawn  in  a  garden-chair,  Madam  Beatrix  Esmond  and 
her  brother,  my  Lord  Viscount  Castlewood,  will  be  walking 
in  the  private  garden,  (here  is  Lady  Masham's  key,)  and 
will  come  unawares  upon  the  Eoyal  party.  The  man  that 
draws  the  chair,  will  retire,  and  leave  the  Queen,  the  fa- 
vourite, and  the  maid  of  honour  and  her  brother  together ; 
Mistress  Beatrix  will  present  her  brother,  and  then ! — and 
then,  my  Lord  Bishop  will  pray  for  the  result  of  the  inter- 
view, and  his  Scots  clerk  will  say  Amen !  Quick,  put  on 
your  hood.  Madam  Beatrix;  why  doth  not  his  Majesty 
come  down?  Such  another  chance  may  not  present  itself 
for  months  again." 

The  Prince  was  late  and  lazy,  and  indeed  had  all  but 
lost  that  chance  through  his  indolence.  The  Queen  was 
actually  about  to  leave  the  garden  just  when  the  party 
reached  it;  the  Doctor,  the  Bishop,  the  maid  of  honour 
and  her  brother  went  off  together  in  the  physician's  coach, 
and  had  been  gone  half  an  hour  when  Colonel  Esmond 
came  to  Kensington  Square. 

The  news  of  this  errand,  on  which  Beatrix  was  gone,  of 
course  for  a  moment  put  all  thoughts  of  private  jealousy 
out  of  Colonel  Esmond's  head.  In  half  an  hour  more  the 
coach  returned;  the  Bishop  descended  from  it  first,  and 
gave  his  arm  to  Beatrix,  who  now  came  out.  His  lordship 
went  back  into  the  carriage  again,  and  the  maid  of  honour 
entered  the  house  alone.  We  were  all  gazing  at  her  from 
the  upper  window,  trying  to  read  from  her  countenance 
the  result  of  the  interview  from  which  she  had  just  come. 

She  came  into  the  drawing-room  in  a  great  tremor  and 
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very  pale ;  she  asked  for  a  glass  of  water  as  her  mother 
went  to  meet  her,  and  after  drinking  that  and  putting  off 
her  hood,  she  began  to  speak : — "  We  may  all  hope  for  the 
best,"  says  she;  "it  has  cost  the  Queen  a  fit.  Her  Maj- 
esty was  in  her  chair  in  the  Cedar-walk,  accompanied  only 

by  Lady ,  when  we  entered  by  the  private  wicket  from 

the  west  side  of  the  garden,  and  .turned  towards  her,  the 
Doctor  following  us.  They  waited  in  a  side  walk  hiddea 
by  the  shrubs,  as  we  advanced  towards  the  chair.  My 
heart  throbbed  so  I  scarce  could  speak;  but  my  Prince 
whispered,  '  Courage,  Beatrix,'  and  marched  on  with  a. 
steady  step.  His  face  was  a  little  flushed,  but  he  was  not 
afraid  of  the  danger.  He  who  fought  so  bravely  at  Mai- 
plaquet  fears  nothing. "  Esmond  and  Castlewood  looked  at 
each  other  at  this  compliment,  neither  liking  the  sound  of  it. 

"The  Prince  uncovered,"  Beatrix  continued,  "and  I  saw 
the  Queen  turning  round  to  Lady  Masham,  as  if  asking  who 
these  two  were.  Her  Majesty  looked  very  pale  and  ill, 
and  then  flushed  up ;  the  favourite  made  us  a  signal  to  ad- 
vance, and  I  went  up,  leading  my  Prince  by  the  hand, 
quite  close  to  the  chair :  '  Your  Majesty  will  give  my  Lord 
Viscount  your  hand  to  kiss,'  says  her  lady,  and  the  Queen 
put  out  her  hand,  which  the  Prince  kissed,  kneeling  on  his 
knee,  he  who  should  kneel  to  no  mortal  man  or  woman. 

"  '  You  have  been  long  from  England,  my  lord, '  says  the 
Queen :  '  why  were  you  not  here  to  give  a  home  to  your 
mother  and  sister? ' 

" '  I  am  come.  Madam,  to  stay  now,  if  the  Queen  de- 
sires me,'  says  the  Prince,  with  another  low  bow. 

" '  You  have  taken  a  foreign  wife,  my  lord,  and  a  foreign 
religion;  was  not  that  of  England  good  enough  for  you?  ' 

"  '  In  returning  to  my  father's  church,'  says  the  Prince, 
'  I  do  not  love  my  mother  the  less,  nor  am  I  the  less  faith- 
ful servant  of  your  Majesty.' 

"Here,"  says  Beatrix,  "the  favourite  gave  me  a  little 
signal  with  her  hand  to  fall  back,  which  I  did,  though  I 
died  to  hear  what  should  pass ;  and  whispered  something 
to  the  Queen,  which  made  her  Majesty  start  and  utter  one 
or  two  words  in  a  hurried  manner,  looking  towards  the 
Prince,  and  catching  hold  with  her  hand  of  the  arm  of  her 
chair.  He  advanced  still  nearer  towards  it ;  he  began  to 
speak  very  rapidly ;  I  caught  the  words,  '  Father,  blessing, 
forgiveness,' — and  then  presently  the  Prince  fell  on  his 
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knees ;  took  from  his  breast  a  paper  he  had  there,  handed 
it  to  the  Queen,  who,  as  soon  as  she  saw  it,  flung  up  both 
her  arms  with  a  scream,  and  took  away  that  hand  nearest 
the  Prince,  and  which  he  endeavoured  to  kiss.  He  went 
on  speaking  with  great  animation  of  gesture,  now  clasping 
his  hands  together  on  his  heart,  now  opening  them  as 
though  to  say:  '  I  am  here,  your  brother,  in  your  power.' 
Lady  Masham  ran  round  on  the  other  side  of  the  chair, 
kneeling  too,  and  speaking  with  great  energy.  She  clasped 
the  Queen's  hand  on  her  side,  and  picked  up  the  paper  her 
Majesty  had  let  fall.  The  Prince  rose  and  made  a  further 
speech  as  though  he  would  go ;  the  f avoui-ite  on  the  other 
hand  urging  her  mistress,  and  then,  running  back  to  the 
Prince,  brought  him  back  once  more  close  to  the  chair. 
Again  he  knelt  down  and  took  the  Queen's  hand,  which  she 
did  not  withdraw,  kissing  it  a  hundred  times ;  my  lady  all 
the  time,  with  sobs  and  supplications,  speaking  over  the 
chair.  This  while  the  Queen  sat  with  a  stupefied  look, 
crumpling  the  paper  with  one  hand,  as  my  Prince  embraced 
the  other ;  then  of  a  sudden  she  uttered  several  piercing 
shrieks,  and  burst  into  a  great  fit  of  hysterick  tears  and 
laughter.  '  Enough,  enough,  sir,  for  this  time,'  I  heard 
Lady  Masham  say :  and  the  chairman,  who  had  withdrawn 
round  the  Banqueting-room,  came  back,  alarmed  by  the 
cries.  '  Quick,'  says  Lady  Masham,  '  get  some  help,'  and 
I  ran  towards  the  Doctor,  who,  with  the  Bishop  of  Roch- 
ester, came  up  instantly.  Lady  Masham  whispered  the 
Prince  he  might  hope  for  the  very  best,  and  to  be  ready  to- 
morrow ;  and  he  hath  gone  away  to  the  Bishop  of  Eoches- 
ter's  house,  to  meet  several  of  his  friends  there.  And  so 
the  great  stroke  is  struck,"  says  Beatrix,  going  down  on 
her  ^ees,  and  clasping  her  hands.  "  God  save  the  King : 
God  save  the  King !  " 

Beatrix's  tale  told,  and  the  young  lady  herself  calmed 
somewhat  of  her  agitation,  we  asked  with  regard  to  the 
Prince,  who  was  absent  with  Bishop  Atterbury,  and  were 
informed  that  'twas  likely  he  might  remain  abroad  the 
whole  day.  Beatrix's  three  kinsfolk  looked  at  one  another 
at  this  intelligence :  'twas  clear  the  same  thought  was  pass- 
ing through  the  minds  of  all. 

But  who  should  begin  to  break  the  news?  Monsieur 
Baptiste,  that  is  Prank  Castlewood,  turned  very  red,  and 
looked  towards  Esmond;  the  Colonel  bit  his  lips,  and 
28 
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fairly  beat  a  retreat  into  the  window :  it  was  Lady  Castle- 
wood  that  opened  upon  Beatrix  with  the  news  which  we 
knew  would  do  anything  but  please  her. 

"We  are  glad,"  says  she,  taking  her  daughter's  hand, 
and  speaking  in  a  gentle  voice,  "that  the  guest  is  away." 

Beatrix  drew  back  in  an  instant,  looking  round  her  at  us 
three,  and  as  if  divining  a  danger.  "Why  glad?"  says 
she,  her  breast  beginning  to  heave ;  "  are  you  so  soon  tired 
of  him?  " 

"  We  think  one  of  us  is  devilishly  too  fond  of  him,"  cries 
out  Frank  Castlewood. 

"  And  which  is  it — you,  my  lord,  or  is  it  mamma,  who 
is  jealous  because  he  drinks  my  health?  or  is  it  the  head  of 
the  family"  (here  she  turned  with  an  imperious  look 
towards  Colonel  Esmond),  "  who  has  taken  of  late  to  preach 
the  King  sermons?  " 

"  We  do  not  say  you  are  too  free  with  his  Majesty." 

"I  thank  you,  madam,"  says  Beatrix,  with  a  toss  of  the 
head  and  a  curtsey. 

But  her  mother  ci^ntinued,  with  very  great  calmness  and 
dignity — "At  least  we  have  not  said  so,  though  we  might, 
were  it  possible  for  a  mother  to  say  such  words  to  her  own 
daughter,  your  father's  daughter." 

"Eh?  mon  pere,"  breaks  out  Beatrix,  "was  no  better 
than  other  persons'  fathers."  And  again  she  looked 
towards  the  Colonel. 

We  all  felt  a  shock  as  she  uttered  those  two  or  three 
French  words ;  her  manner  was  exactly  imitated  from  that 
of  our  foreign  guest. 

"  You  had  not  learned  to  speak  French  a  month  ago, 
Beatrix,"  says  her  mother,  sadly,  "nor  to  speak  ill  of  your 
father." 

Beatrix,  no  doubt,  saw  that  slip  she  had  made  in  her 
flurry,  for  she  blushed  criuison :  "  I  have  leariit  to  honour 
the  King,"  says  she,  drawing  up,  "and  'twere  as  well  that 
others  suspected  neither  his  Majesty  nor  me." 

"If  you  respected  your  mother  a  little  more,"  Frank 
said,  "  'Trix,  you  would  do  yourself  no  hurt." 

"  I  am  no  child,"  says  she,  turning  round  on  him;  "we 
have  lived  very  well  these  five  years  without  the  benefit  of 
your  advice  or  example,  and  I  intend  to  take  neither  now. 
Why  does  not  the  head  of  the  house  speak?  "  she  went  on ; 
"he  rules  everything  here.     When  his  chaplain  has  done 
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singing  the  psalms,  will  his  lordship  deliver  the  sermon? 
I  am  tired  of  the  psalms."  The  Prince  had  used  almost 
the  very  same  words  in  regard  to  Colonel  Esmond  that 
the  imprudent  girl  repeated  in  her  wrath. 

"You  show  yourself  a  very  apt  scholar,  madam,"  says 
the  Colonel ;  and,  turning  to  his  mistress,  "  Did  your  guest 
use  these  words  in  your  ladyship's  hearing,  or  was  it  to 
Beatrix  in  private  that  he  was  pleased  to  impart  his  opin- 
ion regarding  my  tiresome  sermon?" 

"  Have  you  seen  him  alone?  "  cries  my  lord,  starting  up 
with  an  oath :  "by  God,  have  you  seen  him  alone?  " 

"Were  he  here,  you  wouldn't  dare  so  to  insult  me;  no, 
you  would  not  dare!"  cries  Frank's  sister.  "Keep  your 
oaths,  my  lord,  for  your  wife ;  we  are  not  used  here  to  such 
language.  Till  you  came,  there  used  to  be  kindness  be- 
tween me  and  mamma,  and  I  cared  for  her  when  you  never 
did,  when  you  were  away  for  years  with  your  horses  and 
your  mistress,  and  your  Popish  wife." 

"By ,"    says  my  lord,  rapping  out  another  oath, 

"Clotilda  is  an  angel;  how  dare  you  say  a  word  against 
Clotilda?  " 

Colonel  Esmond  could  not  refrain  from  a  smile,  to  see 
how  easy  Frank's  attack  was  drawn  off  by  that  feint: — "I 
fancy  Clotilda  is  not  the  subject  in  hand,"  says  Mr. 
Esmond,  rather  scornfully;  "her  ladyship  is  at  Paris,  a 
hundred  leagues  off,  preparing  baby-linen.  It  is  about  my 
Lord  Castlewood's  sister,  and  not  his  wife,  the  question 
is." 

"  He  is  not  my  Lord  Castlewood,"  says  Beatrix,  "  and  he 
knows  he  is  not;  he  is  Colonel  Francis  Esmond's  son,  and 
no  more,  and  he  wears  a  false  title ;  and  he  lives  on  an- 
other man's  land,  and  he  knows  it."  Here  was  another 
desperate  sally  of  the  poor  beleaguered  garrison,'  and  an 
alerte  in  another  quarter.  "  Again,  I  beg  your  pardon," 
says  Esmond.  "If  there  are  no  proofs  of  my  claim,  I 
have  no  claim.  If  my  father  acknowledged  no  heir,  yours 
was  his  lawful  successor,  and  my  Lord  Castlewood  hath  as 
good  a  right  to  his  rank  and  small  estate  as  any  man  in 
England.  But  that  again  is  not  the  question,  as  you  know 
very  well;  let  us  bring  our  talk  back  to  it,  as  you  will 
have  me  meddle  in  it.  And  I  will  give  you  frankly  my 
opinion,  that  a  house  where  a  Pfiiice  lies  all  day,  who  re- 
spects no  woman,  is  no  house  for  a  young  unmarried  lady; 
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that  you  were  better  in  the  country  than  here ;  that  he  Id 
here  on  a  great  end,  from  which  no  folly  should  divert 
him ;  and  that  having  nobly  done  your  part  of  this  morn- 
ing, Beatrix,  you  should  retire  oft'  the  scene  awhile,  and 
leave  it  to  the  other  actors  of  the  play." 

As  the  Colonel  spoke  with  a  perfect  calmness  and  polite- 
ness, such  as  'tis  to  be  hoped  he  hath  always  shown  to 
women,*  his  mistress  stood  by  him  on  one  side  of  the 
table,  and  Erank  Castlewood  on  the  other,  hemming  in 
poor  Beatrix,  that  was  behind  it,  and,  as  it  were,  surround- 
ing her  with  our  approaches. 

Having  twice  sallied  out  and  been  beaten  back,  she  now, 
as  I  expected,  tried  the  ultima  ratio  of ,  women,  and  had 
recourse  to  tears.  Her  beautiful  eyes  filled  with  them ;  I 
never  could  bear  in  her,  nor  in  any  woman,  that  expression 
of  pain : — "  I  am  alone,"  sobbed  she ;  "  you  are  three  against 
me — my  brother,  my  mother,  and  you.  What  have  I  done, 
that  you  should  speak  and  look  so  unkindly  at  me?  Is  it 
my  fault  that  the  Prince  should,  as  you  say,  admire  me? 
Did  I  bring  him  here?  Did  I  do  aught  but  what  you  bade 
me,  in  making  him  welcome?  Did  you  not  tell  me  that 
our  duty  was  to  die  for  him?  Did  you  not  teach  me, 
mother,  night  and  morning  to  pray  for  the  King,  before 
even  ourselves?  What  would  you  have  of  me,  cousin,  for 
you  are  the  chief  of  the  conspiracy  against  me ;  I  know 
you  are,  sir,  and  that  my  mother  and  brother  are  acting 
but  as  you  bid  them ;  whither  would  you  have  me  go?  " 

"  I  would  but  remove  from  the  Prince,"  says  Esmond, 
gravely,  "  a  dangerous  temptation ;  heaven  forbid  I  should 
say  you  would  yield ;  I  would  only  have  him  free  of  it. 

*  My  dear  father  saith  quite  truly,  that  his  manner  towards  ova 
sex  was  "uniformly  courteous.  From  my  infancy  upwards,  he 
treated  me  with  an  extreme  gentleness,  as  though  I  was  a  little  lady. 
I  can  scarce  remember  (though  I  tried  him  often)  ever  hearing  a 
rough  word  from  him,  nor  was  he  less  grave  and  kind  in  his  manner 
to  the  humblest  negresses  on  his  estate.  He  was  familiar  with  no 
one  except  my  mother,  and  it  was  delightful  to  witness  up  to  the 
very  last  days  the  confidence  between  them.  He  was  obeyed  eagerly 
by  all  under  him ;  and  my  mother  and  all  her  household  lived  in  a 
constant  emulation  to  please  him,  and  quite  a  terror  lest  in  any  way 
they  should  offend  him.  He  was  the  humblest  man,  with  all  this ; 
the  least  exacting,  the  most  easily  contented ;  and  Mr.  Benson,  our 
minister  at  Castlewood,  who  attended  him  at  the  last,  ever  said — "  I 
know  not  what  Colonel  Esmond's  doctrine  was,  but  his  life  and 
death  were  those  of  a  devout  Chiistian." — R.  E.  W. 
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'  For  shame!  '  burst  out  Beatrix." 

—Henri/  Esmond,  Bk.  III.,  chap,  x.,  p.  437. 
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Your  honour  needs  no  guardian,  please  God,  but  his  im- 
prudence doth.  He  is  so  far  removed  from  all  women  by 
his  rank,  that  his  pursuit  of  them  cannot  but  be  unlawful. 
We  would  remove  the  dearest  and  fairest  of  our  family 
from  the  chance  of  that  insult,  and  that  is  why  we  would 
have  you  go,  dear  Beatrix." 

"Harry  speaks  like  a  book,"  says  Frank,  with  one  of 

his  oaths,  "and,  by ,  every  word  he  saith  is  true. 

You  can't  help  being  handsome,  'Trix;  no  more  can  the 
Prince  help  following  you.  My  counsel  is  that  you  go  out 
of  harm's  way;  for,  by  the  Lord,  were  the  Prince  to  play 
any  tricks  with  you,  King  as  he  is,  or  is  to  be,  Harry 
Esmond  and  I  would  have  justice  of  him." 

"  Are  not  two  such  champions  enough  to  guard  me?  " 
says  Beatrix,  something  sorrowfully  ;  "  sure,  with  you  two 
watching,  no  evil  could  happen  to  me." 

"In  faith,  I  think  not,  Beatrix,"  says  Colonel  Esmond; 
"nor  if  the  Prince  knew  us  would  he  try." 

"  But  does  he  know  you?  "  interposed  Lady  Castlewood, 
very  quiet :  "  he  comes  of  a  country  where  the  pursuit  of 
kings  is  thought  no  dishonour  to  a  woman.  Let  us  go, 
dearest  Beatrix!  Shall  we  go  to  Walcote  or  to  Castle- 
wood? We  are  best  away  from  the  city ;  and  when  the 
Prince  is  acknowledged,  and  our  champions  have  restored 
him,  and  he  hath  his  own  house  at  St.  James's  or  Wind- 
sor, we  can  come  back  to  ours  here.  Do  you  not  think  so, 
Harry  and  Prank?  " 

Prank  and  Harry  thought  with  her,  you  may  be  sure. 

"We  will  go,  then,"  says  Beatrix,  turning  a  little  pale; 
"  Lady  Masham  is  to  give  me  warning  to-night  how  her 
Majesty  is,  and  to-morrow " 

"I  think  we  had  best  go  to-day,  my  dear,"  says  my 
Lady  Castlewood ;  "  we  might  have  the  coach  and  sleep  at 
Hounslo w,  and  reach  home  to-morrow.  '  Tis  twelve  o'  clock ; 
bid  the  coach,  cousin,  be  ready  at  one." 

"  Por  shame ! "  burst  out  Beatrix,  in  a  passion  of  tears 
and  mortification.  "  You  disgrace  me  by  your  cruel  pre- 
cautions ;  my  own  mother  is  the  first  to  suspect  me,  and 
would  take  me  away  as  my  gaoler.  I  will  not  go  with  you, 
mother;  ,1  will  go  as  no  one's  prisoner.  If  I  wanted  to  de- 
ceive, do  you  think  I  could  find  no  means  of  evading  you? 
My  family  suspects  me.  As  those  mistrust  me  that  ought 
to  love  me  most,  let  me  leave  them ;  I  will  go,  but  I  will 
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go  alone :  to  Castlewood,  be  it.  I  have  been  unhappy  there 
and  lonely  enough ;  let  me  go  back,  but  spare  me  at  least 
the  humiliation  of  setting  a  watch  over  my  misery,  which 
is  a  trial  I  can't  bear.  Let  me  go  when  you  will,  but  alone, 
or  not  at  all.  You  three  can  stay  and  triumph  over  my 
unhappiness,  and  I  will  bear  it  as  I  have  borne  it  before. 
Let  my  gaoler-in-chief  go  order  the  coach  that  is  to  take 
me  away.  I  thank  you,  Henry  Esmond,  for  your  share  in 
the  conspiracy.  All  my  life  long  I'll  thank  you,  and  re- 
member you,  and  you,  brother,  and  you,  mother,  how  shall 
I  show  my  gratitude  to  you  for  your  careful  defence  of  my 
honour?  " 

She  swept  out  of  the  room  with  the  air  of  an  empress, 
flinging  glances  of  defiance  at  us  all,  and  leaving  us  con- 
querors of  the  field,  but  scared,  and  almost  ashamed  of  our 
victory.  It  did  indeed  seem  hard  and  cruel  that  we  three 
should  have  conspired  the  banishment  and  humiliation  of 
that  fair  creature.  We  looked  at  each  other  in  silence ; 
'twas  not  the  first  stroke  by  many  of  our  actions  in  that 
unlucky  time,  which,  being  done,  we  wished  undone.  We 
agreed  it  was  best  she  should  go  alone,  speaking  stealthily 
to  one  another,  and  under  our  breaths,  like  persoins  en- 
gaged in  an  act  they  felt  ashamed  in  doing. 

In  a  half  hour,  it  might  be,  after  our  talk  she  came  back, 
her  countenance  wearing  the  same  defiant  air  which  it  had 
borne  when  she  left  us.  She  held  a  shagreen-case  in  her 
hand ;  Esmond  knew  it  as  containiag  his  diamonds  which 
he  had  given  to  her  for  her  marriage  with  Duke  Hamilton, 
and  which  she  had  worn  so  splendidly  on  the  inauspicious 
night  of  the  Prince's  arrival.  "I  have  brought  back," 
says  she,  "to  the  Marquis  of  Esmond  the  present  he 
deigned  to  make  me  in  days  when  he  trusted  me  better 
than  now.  I  will  never  accept  a  benefit  or  a  kindness 
from  Henry  Esmond  more,  and  I  give  back  these  family  dia- 
monds, which  belonged  to  one  king's  mistress,  to  the  gen- 
tleman that  suspected  I  would  be  another.  Have  you 
been  upon  your  message  of  coach-caller,  my  Lord  Mar- 
quis? Will  you  send  your  valet  to  see  that  I  do  not  run 
away?  "  We  were  right,  yet,  by  her  manner,  she  had  put 
us  all  in  the  wrong ;  we  were  conquerors,  yet  the  honour 
of  the  day  seemed  to  be  with  the  poor  oppressed  girl. 

That  luckless  box  containing  the  stones  had  first  been 
ornamented  with  a  baron's  coronet,  when  Beatrix  was  en- 
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gaged  to  the  young  gentleman  from  whom  she  parted,  and 
afterwards  the  gilt  crown  of  a  duchess  figured  on  the  cover, 
which  also  poor  Beatrix  was  destined  never  to  wear. 
Lady  Castlewood  opened  the  case  mechanically  and  scarce 
thinking  what  she  did;  and  behold,  besides  the  diamonds, 
Esmond's  present,  there  lay  in  the  box  the  enamelled 
miniature  of  the  late  Duke,  which  Beatrix  had  laid  aside 
with  her  mourning  when  the  King  came  into  the  house ; 
and  which  the  poor  heedless  thing  very  likely  had  for- 
gotten. 

"  Do  you  leave  this,  too,  Beatrix?  "  says  her  mother, 
taking  the  miniature  out,  and  with  a  cruelty  she  did  not 
very  often  show ;  but  there  are  some  moments  when  the 
tenderest  women  are  cruel,  and  some  triumphs  which  an- 
gels can't  forego.* 

Having  delivered  this  stab.  Lady  Esmond  was  fright- 
ened at  the  effect  of  her  blow.  It  went  to  poor  Beatrix's 
heart:  she  flushed  up  and  passed  a  handkerchief  across 
her  eyes,  and  kissed  the  miniature,  and  put  it  into  her 
bosom: — "I  had  forgot  it,"  says  she;  "my  injury  made 
me  forget  my  grief:  my  mother  has  recalled  both  to  me. 
Farewell,  mother ;  I  think  I  never  can  forgive  you ;  some- 
thing hath  broke  between  us  that  no  tears  nor  years  can 
repair.  I  always  said  I  was  alone ;  you  never  loved  me, 
never— and  were  jealous  of  me  from  the  time  I  sat  or  my 
father's  knee.  Let  me  go  away,  the  sooner  the  better :  I 
can  bear  to  be  with  you  no  more." 

"Go,  child,"  says  her  mother,  still  very  stern;  "go  and 
bend  your  proud  knees  and  ask  forgiveness ;  go,  pray  in 
solitude  for  humility  and  repentance.  'Tis  not  your  re- 
proaches that  make  me  unhappy,  'tis  your  hard  heart,  my 
poor  Beatrix ;  may  God  soften  it,  and  teach  you  one  day 
to  feel  for  your  mother. " 

If  my  mistress  was  cruel,  at  least  she  never  could  be  got 
to  own  as  much.  Her  haughtiness  quite  overtopped  Bea- 
trix's ;  and,  if  the  girl  had  a  proud  spirit,  I  very  much 
fear  it  came  to  her  by  inheritance. 

*  This  remark  shows  how  unjustly  and  contemptuously  even  the 
best  of  men  will  sometimes  judge  of  our  sex.  Lady  Esmond  had  no 
intention  of  triumphing  over  her  daughter ;  but  from  a  sense  of  duty 
alone  pointed  out  her  deplorable  wrong. — R.  E. 
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CHAPTEE    XI. 

OUR  GUEST  QUITS  US  AS  NOT  BEING  HOSPITABLE 
ENOUGH. 

Beatrix's  departure  took  place  ■within  an  hour,  her  maid 
going  with  her  in  the  post-chaise,  and  a  man  armed  on  the 
coach-box  to  prevent  any  danger  of  the  road.  Esmond 
and  Frank  thought  of  escorting  the  carriage,  but  she  indig- 
nantly refused  their  company,  and  another  man  was  sent 
to  follow  the  coach,  and  not  to  leave  it  till  it  had  passed 
over  Hounslow  Heath  on  the  next  day.  And  these  two 
forming  the  whole  of  Lady  Castlewood's  male  domesticks, 
Mr,  Esmond's  faithful  John  Lockwood  came  to  wait  on 
his  mistress  during  their  absence,  though  he  would  have 
preferred  to  escort  Mrs.  Lucy,  his  sweetheart,  on  her 
journey  into  the  country. 

We  had  a  gloomy  and  silent  meal ;  it  seemed  as  if  a 
darkness  was  over  the  house,  since  the  bright  face  of 
Beatrix  had  been  withdrawn  from  it.  In  the  afternoon 
came  a  message  from  the  favourite  to  relieve  us  somewhat 
from  this  despondency.  "The  Queen  hath  been  much 
shaken,"  the  note  said;  "she  is  better  now,  and  all  things 
will  go  well.  Let  my  Lord  Castlewood  be  ready  against 
we  send  for  him." 

At  night  there  came  a  second  billet :  "  There  hath  been  a 
great  battle  in  Council;  Lord  Treasurer  hath  broke  his 
staff,  and  hath  fallen  never  to  rise  again ;  no  successor  is 
appointed.  Lord  B receives  a  great  Whig  company  to- 
night at  Golden  Square.  If  he  is  trimming,  others  are 
true ;  the  Queen  hath  no  more  fits,  but  is  a-bed  now,  and 
more  quiet.  Be  ready  against  morning,  when  I  still  hope 
all  will  be  well." 

The  Prince  came  home  shortly  after  the  messenger  who 
bore  this  billet  had  left  the  house.  His  Royal  Highness 
was  so  much  the  better  for  the  Bishop's  liquor,  that  to  talk 
affairs  to  him  now  was  of  little  service.  He  was  helped 
to  the  royal  bed ;  he  called  Castlewood  familiarly  by  his 
own  name ;  he  quite  forgot  the  part  upon  the  acting  of 
which  his  crown,  his  safety,  depended.     'Twas  lucky  that 
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my  Lady  Castlewood's  servants  were  out  of  the  way,  and 
only  those  heard  him  who  would  not  betray  him.  He  in- 
quired after  the  adorable  Beatrix,  with  a  royal  hiccup  in 
his  voice ;  he  was  easily  got  to  bed,  and  in  a  minute  or  two 
plunged  in  that  deep  slumber  and  forgetfulness  with  which 
Bacchus  rewards  the  votaries  of  that  god.  We  wished 
Beatrix  had  been  there  to  see  him  in  his  cups.  We  re- 
gretted, perhaps,  that  she  was  gone. 

One  of  the  party  at  Kensington  Square  was  fool  enough 
to  ride  to  Hounslow  that  night,  coram  latronihus,  and  to 
the  inn  which  the  family  used  ordinarily  in  their  journeys 
out  of  London.  Esmond  desired  my  landlord  not  to  ac- 
quaint Madam  Beatrix  with  his  coming,  and  had  the  grim 
satisfaction  of  passing  by  the  door  of  the  chamber  where 
she  lay  with  her  maid,  and  of  watching  her  chariot  set 
forth  in  the  early  morning.  Her  saw  her  smile  and  slip 
money  into  the  man's  hand  who  was  ordered  to  ride  behind 
the  coach  as  far  as  Bagshot.  The  road  being  open,  and 
the  other  servant  armed,  it  appeared  she  dispensed  with 
the  escort  of  a  second  domestik;  and  this  fellow,  bidding 
his  young  mistress  adieu  with  many  bows,  went  and  took  a 
pot  of  ale  in  the  kitchen,  and  returned  in  cordpany  with  his 
brother  servant,  John  Coachman,  and  his  horses,  back  to 
London. 

They  were  not  a  mile  out  of  Hounslow  when  the  two 
worthies  stopped  for  more  drink,  and  here  they  were  scared 
by  seeing  Colonel  Esmond  gallop  by  them.  The  man  said 
in  reply  to  Colonel  Esmond's  stern  question,  that  his 
young  mistress  had  sent  her  duty;  only  that,  no  other 
message :  she  had  had  a  very  good  night,  and  would  reach 
Castlewood  by  nightfall.  The  Colonel  had  no  time  for 
further  colloquy,  and  galloped  on  swiftly  to  London,  hav- 
ing business  of  great  importance  there,  as  my  reader  very 
well  knoweth.  The  thought  of  Beatrix  riding  away  from 
the  danger  soothed  his  mind  not  a  little.  His  horse  was 
at  Kensington  Square  (honest  Dapple  knew  the  way 
thither  well  enough)  before  the  tipsy  guest  of  last  night 
was  awake  and  sober. 

The  account  of  the  previous  evening  was  known  all 
over  the  town  early  next  day.  A  violent  altercation  had 
taken  place  before  the  Queen  in  the  Council  Chamber ;  and 
all  the  coffee-houses  had  their  version  of  the  quarrel.  The 
news    brought    my   Lord   Bishop    early    to    Kensington 


442  HENRY  ESMOND. 

Square,  where  he  awaited  the  waking  of  his  Eoyal  master 
above  stairs,  and  spoke  confidently  of  having  him  pro-, 
claimed  as  Prince  of  Wales  and  heir  to  the  throne  before 
that  day  was  over.  The  Bishop  had  entertained  on  the 
previous  afternoon  certain  of  the  most  influential  gentle- 
men of  the  true  British  party.  His  Royal  Highness  had 
charmed  all,  both  Scots  and  English,  Papists  and  Church- 
men: "Even  Quakers,"  says  he,  "were  at  our  meeting; 
and,  if  the  stranger  took  a  little  too  much  British  punch 
and  ale,  he  will  soon  grow  more  accustomed  to  those 
liquors;  and  my  Lord  Castlewood,"  says  the  Bishop  with 
a  laugh,  "  must  bear  the  cruel  charge  of  having  been  for 
once  in  his  life  a  little  tipsy.  He  toasted  your  lovely  sis- 
ter a  dozen  times,  at  which  we  all  laughed,"  says  the 
Bishop,  "  admiring  so  much  fraternal  aifection. — Where  is 
that  charming  nymph,  and  why  doth  she  not  adorn  your 
ladyship's  tea-table  with  her  bright  eyes?  " 

Her  ladyship  said,  drily,  that  Beatrix  was  not  at  home 
that  morning ;  my  Lord  Bishop  was  too  busy  with  great 
affairs  to  trouble  himself  much  about  the  presence  or  ab- 
sence of  any  lady,  however  beautiful. 

We  were  yet  at  table  when  Dr.  A — • —  came  from  the 
Palace  with  a  look  of  great  alarm ;  the  shocks  the  Queen 
had  had  the  day  before  had  acted  on  her  severely ;  he  had 
been  sent  for,  and  had  ordered  her  to  be  blooded.  The 
surgeon  of  Long  Acre  had  come  to  cup  the  Queen,  and  her 
Majesty  was  now  more  easy  and  breathed  more  freely. 
What  made  us  start  at  the  name  of  Mr.  Ayme?  "  II  faut 
gtre  aimable  pour  §tre  aim^,"  says  the  merry  Doctor; 
Esmond  pulled  his  sleeve,  and  bade  him  hush.  It  was  to 
Aym^'s  house,  after  his  fatal  duel,  that  my  dear  Lord 
Castlewood,  Frank's  father,  had  been  carried  to  die. 

No  second  visit  could  be  paid  to  the  Queen  on  that  day 
at  any  rate;  and  when  our  guest  above  gave  his  signal 
that  he  was  awake,  the  Doctor,  the  Bishop,  and  Colonel 
Esmond  waited  upon  the  Prince's  levee,  and  brought  him 
their  news,  cheerful  or  dubious.  The  Doctor  had  to  go 
away  presently,  but  promised  to  keep  the  Prince  constantly 
acquainted  with  what  was  taking  place  at  the  Palace  hard 
by.  His  counsel  was,  and  the  Bishop's,  that  as  soon  as 
ever  the  Queen's  malady  took  a  favourable  turn,  the  Prince 
should  be  introduced  to  her  bedside ;  the  Council  sum- 
moned;   the   guard   at  Kensington   and  St.   James's,  of 
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which  two  regiments  were  to  be  entirely  relied  on,  and  one 
known  not  to  be  hostile,  would  declare  for  the  Prince,  as 
the  Queen  would  before  the  Lords  of  her  Council,  designat- 
ing him  as  the  heir  to  her  throne. 

With  locked  doors,  and  Colonel  Esmond  acting  as  secre- 
tary, the  Prince  and  his  Lordship  of  Eochester  passed 
many  hours  of  this  day,  composing  Proclamations  and 
Addresses  to  the  Country,  to  the  Scots,  to  the  Clergy,  to 
the  People  of  London  and  England ;  announcing  the  arrival 
of  the  exile  descendant  of  three  sovereigns,  and  his  ac- 
knowledgment by  his  sister  as  heir  to  the  throne.  Every 
safeguard  for  their  liberties,  the  Church  and  People  could 
ask,  was  promised  to  them.  The  Bishop  could  answer  for 
the  adhesion  of  very  many  prelates,  who  besought  of  their 
flocks  and  other  ecclesiasticks  to  recognize  the  sacred  right 
of  the  future  sovereign,  and  to  purge  the  country  of  the  sin 
of  rebellion. 

During  the  composition  of  these  papers,  more  messen- 
gers than  one  came  from  the  Palace  regarding  the  state  of 
the  august  patient  there  lying.  At  mid-day  she  was  some- 
what better ;  at  evening  the  torpor  again  seized  her,  and 

she  wandered  in  her  mind.     At  night  Dr.  A was  with 

us  again,  with  a  report  rather  more  favourable :  no  instant 
danger  at  any  rate  was  apprehended.  In  the  course  of  the 
last  two  years  her  Majesty  had  had  many  attacks  similar, 
but  more  severe. 

By  this  time  we  had  finished  a  half  dozen  of  Proclama- 
tions (the  wording  of  them  so  as  to  offend  no  parties,  and 
not  to  give  umbrage  to  Whigs  or  Dissenters,  required  very 
great  caution),  and  the  young  Prince,  who  had  indeed 
shown,  during  a  long  day's  labour,  both  alacrity  at  seizing 
the  information  given  him,  and  ingenuity  and  skill  in  turn- 
ing the  phrases  which  were  to  go  out  signed  by  his  name, 
here  exhibited  a  good-humour  and  thoughtfulness  that 
ought  to  be  set  down  to  his  credit. 

"Were  these  papers  to  be  mislaid,"  says  he,  "or  our 
scheme  to  come  to  mishap,  my  Lord  Esmond's  writing 
would  bring  him  to  a  place  where  I  heartily  hope  never  to 
see  him;  and  so,  by  your  leave,  I  will  copy  the  papers 
myself,  though  I  am  not  very  strong  in  spelling ;  and  if 
they  are  found  they  will  implicate  none  but  the  person 
they  most  concern;"  and  so,  having  carefully  copied  the 
Proclamations  out,    the   Prince   burned  those  in   Colonel 
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Esmond's  handwriting:  "And  now,  and  now,  gentlemen," 
says  he,  "  let  us  go  to  supper,  and  drink  a  glass  with  the 
ladies.  My  Lord  Esmond,  you  will  sup  with  us  to-night ; 
you  have  given  us  of  late  too  little  of  your  company. " 

The  Prince's  meals  were  commonly  served  in  the  cham- 
ber which  had  been  Beatrix's  bed-room,  adjoining  that  in 
which  he  slept.  And  the  dutiful  practice  of  his  entertain- 
ers was  to  wait  until  their  Royal  guest  bade  them  take 
their  places  at  table  before  they  sat  down  to  partake  of 
the  meal.  On  this  night,  as  you  may  suppose,  only 
Frank  Castlewood  and  his  mother  were  in  waiting  when 
the  supper  was  announced  to  receive  the  Prince ;  who  had 
passed  the  whole  of  the  day  in  his  own  apartment,  with 
the  Bishop  as  his  Minister  of  State,  and  Colonel  Esmond 
officiating  as  Secretary  of  his  Council. 

The  Prince's  countenance  wore  an  expression  by  no 
means  pleasant ;  when  looking  towards  the  little  company 
assembled,  and  waiting  for  him,  he  did  not  see  Beatrix's 
bright  face  there  as  usual  to  greet  him.  He  asked  Lady 
Esmond  for  his  fair  introducer  of  yesterday :  her  ladyship 
only  cast  her  eyes  down,  and  said  quietly,  Beatrix  could 
not  be  of  the  supper  that  night ;  nor  did  she  show  the  least 
sign  of  confusion,  whereas  Castlewood  turned  red,  and  Es- 
mond was  no  less  embarrassed.  I  think  women  have  an 
instinct  of  d.issimulation ;  they  know  by  nature  how  t_o  dis- 
guise their  emotions  far  better  than  the  most  consummate 
male  courtiers  can  do.  Is  not  the  better  part  of  the  life  of 
many  of  them  spent  in  hiding  their  feelings,  in  cajoling 
their  tyrants,  in  masking  over  with  fond  smiles  and  artful 
gaiety  their  doubt,  or  their  grief,  or  their  terror? 

Our  guest  swallowed  his  supper  very  sulky ;  it  was  not 
till  the  second  bottle  his  Highness  began  to  rally.  When 
Lady  Castlewood  asked  leave  to  depart,  he  sent  a  message 
to  Beatrix,  hoping  she  would  be  present  at  the  next 
day's  dinner,  and  applied  himself  to  drink,  and  to  talk  af- 
terwards, for  which  there  was  subject  in  plenty. 

The  next  day,  we  heard  from  our  informer  at  Kensing- 
ton that  the  Queen  wa-s  somewhat  better,  and  had  been  up 
for  an  hour,  though  she  was  not  well  enough  yet  to  receive 
any  visitor. 

At  dinner  a  single  cover  was  laid  for  his  Eoyal  High- 
ness ;  and  the  two  gentlemen  alone  waited  on  him.  We 
had  had  a  consultation  in  the  morning  with  Lady  Castle- 


HENRY  ESMOND.  445 

wood,  in  which  it  had  been  determined  that,  should  his 
Highness  ask  further  questions  about  Beatrix,  he  should  be 
answered  by  the  gentlemen  of  the  house. 

He  was  evidently  disturbed  and  uneasy,  looking  towards 
the  door  constantly,  as  if  expecting  some  one.  There 
came,  however,  nobody,  except  honest  John  Lockwood, 
when  he  knocked  with  a  dish,  which  those  within  took 
from  him ;  so  the  meals  were  always  arranged,  and  I  be- 
lieve the  council  in  the  kitchen  were  of  opinion  that  my 
young  lord  had  brought  over  a  priest,  who  had  converted 
us  all  into  Papists,  and  that  Papists  were  like  Jews,  eating 
together,  and  not  choosing  to  take  their  meals  in  the  sight 
of  Christians. 

The  Prince  tried  to  cover  his  displeasure ;  he  was  but  a 
clumsy  dissembler  at  that  time,  and  when  out  of  humour 
could  with  difB.culty  keep  a  serene  countenance ;  and  hav- 
ing made  some  foolish  attempts  at  trivial  talk,  he  came 
to  his  point  presently,  and  in  as  easy  a  manner  as  he 
could,  saying  to  Lord  Castlewood,  he  hoped,  he  requested, 
his  lordship's  mother  and  sister  would  be  of  the  supper 
that  night.  As  the  time  hung  heavy  on  him,  and  he  must 
not  go  abroad,  would  not  Miss  Beatrix  hold  him  company 
at  a  game  of  cards? 

At  this,  looking  up  at  Esmond  and  taking  the  signal 
from  him,  Lord  Castlewood  informed  his  Royal  Highness  * 
that  his  sister  Beatrix  was  not  at  Kensington ;  and  that 
her  family  had  thought  it  best  she  should  quit  the  town. 

"liot  at  Kensington!"  says  he;  "is  she  ill?  she  was 
well  yesterday ;  wherefore  should  she  quit  the  town?  Is  it 
at  your  orders,  my  lord,  or  Colonel  Esmond's,  who  seems 
the  master  of  this  house?  " 

"Not  of  this,  sir,"  says  Frank  very  nobly,  "only  of 
our  house  in  the  country,  which  he  hath  given  to  us.  This 
is  my  mother's  house,  and  Walcote  is  my  father's,  and  the 
Marquis  of  Esmond  knows  he  hath  but  to  give  his  word, 
and  I  return  his  to  him." 

"The  Marquis  of  Esmond! — the  Marquis  of  Esmond," 
says  the  Prince,  tossing  off  a  glass,  "meddles  too  much 
with  my  affairs,  and  presumes  on  the  service  he  hath  done 
me.     If  you  want  to  carry  your  suit  with  Beatrix,  my  lord, 

*  In  London  we  addressed  the  Prince  as  Royal  Highness  in- 
variably ;  though  the  women  persisted  in  giving  him  the  title  of 
King. 
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by  blocking  her  up  in  gaol,  let  me  tell  you  that  is  not  the 
way  to  win  a  woman." 

"  I  was  not  aware,  sir,  that  I  had  spoken  of  my  suit  to 
Madam  Beatrix  to  your  Royal  Highness." 

"Bah,  bah,  Monsieur!  we  need  not  be  a  conjuror  to  see 
that.  It  makes  itself  seen  at  all  moments.  You  are 
jealous,  my  lord,  and  the  maid  of  honour  cannot  look  at 
another  face  without  yours  beginning  to  scowl.  That 
which  you  do  is  unworthy.  Monsieur ;  is  inhospitable — is, 
is  lache,  yes,  lS,che :  "  (he  spoke  rapidly  in  French,  his  rage 
carrying  him  away  with  each  phrase:)  "I  come  to  your 
house;  I  risk  my  life;  I  pass  it  in  ennui;  I  repose" myself 
on  your  fidelity;  I  have  no  company  but  your  lordship's 
sermons  or  the  conversations  of  that  adorable  young  lady, 
and  you  take  her  from  me,  and  you,  you  rest!  Merci, 
Monsieur !  I  shall  thank  you  when  I  have  the  means ;  I 
shall  know  to  recompense  a  devotion  a  little  importunate, 
my  lord — a  little  importunate.  For  a  month  past .  your 
airs  of  protector  have  annoyed  me  beyond  measure.  You 
deign  to  offer  me  the  crown,  and  bid  me  take  it  on  my 
knees  like  King  John — eh !  I  know  my  history.  Monsieur, 
and  mock  myself  of  frowning  barons.  I  admire  your 
mistress,  and  you  send  her  to  a  Bastile  of  the  Province,  I 
enter  your  house,  and  you  mistrust  me.  I  will  leave  it, 
Monsieur;  from  to-night  I  will  leave  it.  I  have  other 
friends  whose  loyalty  will  not  be  so  ready  to  question  mine. 
If  I  have  garters  to  give  away,  'tis  to  noblemen  who  are 
not  so  ready  to  think  evil.  Bring  me  a  coach  and  let  me 
quit  this  place,  or  let  the  fair  Beatrix  return  to  it.  I  will 
not  have  your  hospitality  at  the  expense  of  the  freedom 
of  that  fair  creature." 

This  harangue  was  uttered  with  rapid  gesticulation  such 
as  the  French  use,  and  in  the  language  of  that  nation.  The 
Prince  striding  up  and  down  the  room ;  his  face  flushed, 
and  his  hands  trembling  with  anger.  He  was  very  thin 
and  frail  from  repeated  illness  and  a  life  of  pleasure. 
Either  Castlewood  or  Esmond  could  have  broke  him  across 
their  knee,  and  in  half  a  minute's  struggle  put  an  end  to 
him ;  and  here  he  was  insulting  us  both,  and  scarce  deign- 
ing to  hide  from  the  two,  whose  honour  it  most  concerned, 
the  passion  he  felt  for  the  young  lady  of  our  family.  My 
Lord  Castlewood  replied  to  the  Prince's  tirade  very  nobly 
and  simply. 
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"  Sir,"  says  he,  "  your  Eoyal  Highness  is  pleased  to  for- 
get that  others  risk  their  lives,  and  for  your  cause.  Very 
few  Englishmen,  please  God,  would  dare  to  lay  hands  on 
your  sacred  person,  though  none  would  ever  think  of  re- 
specting ours.  Our  family's  lives  are  at  your  service,  and 
everything  we  have  except  our  honour." 

"Honour!  bah,  sir,  who  ever  thought  of  hurting  your 
honour?  "  says  the  Prince  with  a  peevish  air. 

"  We  implore  your  Eoyal  Highness  never  to  think  of 
hurting  it,"  says  Lord  Castlewood  with  a  low  bow.  The 
night  being  warm,  the  windows  were  open  both  towards 
the  Gardens  and  the  Square.  Colonel  Esmond  heard 
through  the  closed  door  the  voice  of  the  watchman  calling 
the  hour,  in  the  square  on  the  other  side.  He  opened  the 
door  communicating  with  the  Prince's  room;  Martin,  the 
servant  that  had  rode  with  Beatrix  to  Hounslow,  was  just 
going  out  of  the  chamber  as  Esmond  entered  it,  and  when 
the  fellow  was  gone,  and  the  watchman  again  sang  his  cry 
of  "Past  ten  o'clock,  and  a  star-light  night,"  Esmond 
spoke  to  the  Prince  in  a  low  voice,  and  said — "  Your  Eoyal 
Highness  hears  that  man." 

"  Apres,  Monsieur?  "  says  the  Prince. 

"  I  have  but  to  beckon  him  from  the  window,  and  send 
him  fifty  yards,  and  he  returns  with  a  guard  of  men,  and  I 
deliver  up  to  him  the  body  of  the  person  calling  himself 
James  the  Third,  for  whose  capture  Parliament  hath 
offered  a  reward  of  600^. ,  as  your  Eoyal  Highness  saw  on 
our  ride  from  Eochester.  I  have  but  to  say  the  word,  and 
by  the  heaven  that  made  me,  I  would  say  it  if  I  thought 
the  Prince,  for  his  honour's  sake,  would  not  desist  from 
insulting  ours.  But  the  first  gentleman  of  England  knows 
his  duty  too  well  to  forget  himself  with  the  humblest,  or 
peril  his  crown  for  a  deed  that  were  shameful  if  it  were 
done." 

"Has  your  lordship  anything  to  say,"  says  the  Prince, 
turning  to  Frank  Castlewood  and  quite  pale  with  anger ; 
"  any  threat  or  any  insult,  with  which  you  would  like  to 
end  this  agreeable  night's  entertainment?  " 

"I  follow  the  head  of  our  house,"  says  Castlewood, 
bowing  gravely.  "  At  what  time  shall  it  please  the  Prince 
that  we  should  wait  upon  him  in  the  morning?  " 

"  You  will  wait  on  the  Bishop  of  Eochester  early,  you 
wiU  bid  him  bring  his  coach  hither ;  and  prepare  an  apart- 
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ment  for  me  in  his  own  house,  or  in  a  place  of  safety. 
The  King  will  reward  you  handsomely,  never  fear,  for  all 
you  have  done  in  his  behalf.  I  wish  you  a  good  night  and 
shall  go  to  bed,  unless  it  pleases  the  Marquis  of  Esmond 
to  call  his  colleague,  the  watchman,  and  that  I  should 
pass  the  night  with  the  Kensington  guard.  Fare  you  well, 
be  sure  I  will  remember  you.  My  Lord  Castlewood,  I  can 
go  to  bed  to-night  without  need  of  a  chamberlain."  And 
the  Prince  dismissed  us  with  a  grim  bow,  locking  one  door 
as  he  spoke,  that  into  the  supping-room,  and  the  other 
through  which  we  passed,  after  us.  It  led  into  the  small 
chamber  which  Frank  Castlewood  or  Monsieur  JBaptiste  oc- 
cupied, and  by  which  Martin  entered  when  Colonel  Es- 
mond but  now  saw  him  in  the  chamber. 

At  an  early  hour  next  morning  the  bishop  arrived,  and 
was  closeted  for  some  tjjne  with  his  master  in  his  own 
apartment,  where  the  Prince  laid  open  to  his  counsellor  the 
wrongs  which,  according  to  his  version,  he  had  received 
from  the  gentlemen  of  the  Esmond  family.  The  worthy 
prelate  came  out  from  the  conference  with  an  air  of  great 
satisfaction ;  he  was  a  man  full  of  resources,  and  of  a  most 
assured  fidelity,  and  possessed  of  genius,  and  a  hundred 
good  qualities;  but  captious  and  of  a  most  jealous  temper, 
that  could  not  help  exulting  at  the  downfall  of  any 
favourite ;  and  he  was  pleased  in  spite  of  himself  to  hear 
that  the  Esmond  Ministry  was  at  an  end. 

"I  have  soothed  your  guest,"  says  he,  coming  out  to  the 
two  gentlemen  and  the  widow,  who  had  been  made  ac- 
quainted with  somewhat  of  the  dispute  of  the  night  be- 
fore. (By  the  version  we  gave  her,  the  Prince  was  only 
made  to  exhibit  anger  because  we  doubted  of  his  intentions 
in  respect  to  Beatrix ;  and  to  leave  us,  because  we  ques- 
tioned his  honour.)  "But  I  think,  all  things  considered, 
'tis  as  well  he  should  leave  this  house;  and  then,  my 
Lady  Castlewood,"  says  the  Bishop,  "my  pretty  Beatrix 
may  come  back  to  it. " 

"She  is  quite  as  well  at  home  at  Castlewood," Esmond's 
mistress  said,  "till  everything  is  over." 

"You  shall  have  your  title,  Esmond,  that  I  promise 
you,"  says  the  good  Bishop,  assuming  the  airs  of  a  Prime 
Minister.  "  The  Prince  hath  expressed  himself  most  nobly 
in  regard  of  the  little  difference  of  last  night,  and  I  prom- 
ise you  he  hath  listened  to  my  sermon,  as  well  as  to  that 
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of  other  folks,"  says  the  Doctor,  archly;  "he  hath  every 
great  and  generous  quality,  with  perhaps  a  weakness  for 
the  sex  which  belongs  to  his  family,  and  hath  been  known 
in  scores  of  popular  sovereigns  from  King  David  down- 
wards." 

"  My  lord,  my  lord ! "  breaks  out  Lady  Esmond,  "  the 
levity  with  whi(5h  you  speak  of  such  conduct  towards  oup 
sex  shocks  me,  and  what  you  call  weakness  I  call  deplor- 
able sin." 

"Sin  it  is,  my  dear  creature,"  says  the  Bishop,  with  a 
shrug,  taking  snuff;  "but  consider  what  a  sinner  King 
Solomon  was,  and  in  spite  of  a  thousand  of  wives  too." 

"Enough  of  this,  my  lord,"  says  Lady  Castlewood,  with 
a  fine  blush,  and  walked  out  of  the  room  very  stately. 

The  Prince  entered  it  presently  with  a  smile  on  his  face, 
and  if  he  felt  any  offence  against  us  on  the  previous  night, 
at  present  exhibited  none.  He  offered  a  hand  to  each  gen- 
tleman with  great  courtesy.  "  If  all  your  bishops  preach 
so  well  as  Doctor  Atterbury,"  says  he,  "I  don't  know,  gen- 
tlemen, what  may  happen  to  me.  I  spoke  very  hastily, 
my  lords,  last  night,  and  ask  pardon  of  both  of  you.  But 
I  must  not  stay  any  longer,"  says  he,  "giving  umbrage  to 
good  friends,  or  keeping  pretty  girls  away  from  their 
homes.  My  Lord  Bishop  hath  found  a  safe  place  for  me, 
hard  by  at  a  curate's  house,  whom  the  Bishop  can  trust, 
and  whose  wife  is  so  ugly  as  to  be  beyond  all  danger ;  we 
will  decamp  into  those  new  quarters,  and  I  leave  you, 
thanking  you  for  a  hundred  kindnesses  here.  Where  is 
my  hostess,  that  I  may  bid  her  farewell?  to  welcome  her 
in  a  house  of  my  own,  soon,  I  trust,  where  my  friends 
shall  have  no  cause  to  quarrel  with  me." 

Lady  Castlewood  arrived  presently,  blushing  with  great 
grace,  and  tears  filling  her  eyes  as  the  Prince  graciously 
saluted  her.  She  looked  so  charming  and  young,  that  the 
Doctor,  in  his  bantering  way,  could  not  help  speaking  of 
her  beauty  to  the  Prince;  whose  compliment  made  her 
blush,  and  look  more  charming  still. 
29 
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CHAPTER   XII. 

A  GREAT  SCHEME,   AND   WHO  BAPLKED  IT. 

As  characters  written  with  a  secret  ink  come  out  with 
the  application  of  fire,  and  disappear  again  and  leave  the 
paper  white,  so  soon  as  it  is  cool ;  a  hundred  names  of  men, 
high  iu  repute  and  favouring  the  Prince's  cause,  that  were 
writ  in  our  private  lists,  would  have  been  visible  enough 
on  the  great  roll  of  the  conspiracy,  had  it  ever  been  laid 
open  under  the  sun.  What  crowds  would  have  pressed  for- 
ward, and  subscribed  their  names  and  protested  their  loy- 
alty, when  the  danger  was  over!  What  a  number  of 
Whigs,  now  high  in  place  and  creatures  of  the  all-powerful 
Minister,  scorned  Mr.  Walpole  then !  If  ever  a  match  was 
gained  by  the  manliness  and  decision  of  a  few  at  a  moment 
of  danger ;  if  ever  one  was  lost  by  the  treachery  and  im- 
becility of  those  that  had  the  cards  in  their  hands,  and 
might  have  played  them,  it  was  in  that  momentous  game 
which  was  enacted  in  the  next  three  days,  and  of  which 
the  noblest  crovvu  in  the  world  was  the  stake. 

From  the  conduct  of  my  Lord  Bolingbroke,  those  who 
were  interested  in  the  scheme  we  had  in  hand,  saw  pretty 
well  that  he  was  not  to  be  trusted.  Should  the  Prince 
prevail,  it  was  his  lordship's  gracious  intention  to  declare 
for  him :  should  the  Hanoverian  party  bring  ia  their  sov- 
ereign, who  more  ready  to  go  on  his  knee,  and  cry,  "  God 
Save  King  George  "  ?  And  he  betrayed  the  one  Prince  and 
the  other ;  but  exactly  at  the  wrong  time.  When  he  should 
have  struck  for  King  James,  he  faltered  and  coquetted 
with  the  Whigs;  and  having  committed  himself  by  the 
most  monstrous  professions  of  devotion,  which  the  Elector 
rightly  scorned,  he  proved  the  justness  of  their  contempt  for 
him  by  flying  and  taking  renegado  service  with  St.  Ger- 
mains,  just  when  he  should  have  kept  aloof:  and  that 
Court  despised  him,  as  the  manly  and  resolute  men  who 
established  the  Elector  in  England  had  before  done.  He 
signed  his  own  name  to  every  accusation  of  insincerity  his 
enemies  made  against  him ;  and  the  King  and  the  Pretender 
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alike  could  show  proofs  of  St.  John's  treachery  uuder  his 
own  hand  and  seal. 

Our  friends  kept  a  pretty  close  watch  upon  his  motions, 
as  on  those  of  the  brave  and  hearty  Whig  party,  that  made 
little  concealment  of  theirs.  They  would  have  in  the 
Elector,  and  used  every  means  in  their  power  to  effect  their 
end.  My  Lord  Marlborough  was  now  with  them.  His 
expulsion  from  power  by  the  Tories  had  thrown  that  great 
captain  at  once  on  the  Whig  side.  We  heard  he  was  com- 
ing from  Antwerp ;  and,  in  fact,  on  the  day  of  the  Queen's 
death,  he  once  more  landed  on  English  shore.  A  great 
part  of  the  army  was  always  with  their  illustrious  leader ; 
even  the  Tories  in  it  were  indignant  at  the  injustice  of  the 
persecution  which  the  Whig  officers  were  made  to  undergo. 
The  chiefs  of  these  were  in  London,  and  at  the  head  of 
them  one  of  the  most  intrepid  men  in  the  world,  the  Scots 
Duke  of  Argyle,  whose  conduct  on  the  second  day  after 
that  to  which  I  have  now  brought  down  my  history,  ended, 
as  such  honesty  and  bravery  deserved  to  end,  by  establish- 
ing the  present  Royal  race  on  the  English  throne. 

Meanwhile  there  was  no  slight  difCerence  of  opinion 
amongst  the  councillors  surrounding  the  Prince,  as  to  the 
plan  his  Highness  should  pursue.  His  female  Minister  at 
Court,  fancying  she  saw  some  amelioration  in  the  Queen, 
was  for  waiting  a  few  days,  or  hours  it  might  be,  until  he 
could  be  brought  to  her  bedside,  and  acknowledged  as  her 
heir.  Mr.  Esmond  was  for  having  him  march  thither, 
escorted  by  a  couple  of  troops  of  Horse  Guards,  and  openly 
presenting  himself  to  the  Council.  During  the  whole  of 
the  night  of  the  29th-30th  July,  the  Colonel  was  engaged 
with  gentlemen  of  the  military  profession,  whom  'tis  need- 
less here  to  name ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  several  of  them  had 
exceeding  high  rank  in  the  army,  and  one  of  them  in  espe- 
cial was  a  General,  who,  when  he  heard  the  Duke  of  Marl- 
borough was  coming  on  the  other  side,  waved  his  crutch 
over  his  head  with  a  huzzah,  at  the  idea  that  he  should 
march  out  and  engage  him.  Of  the  three  Secretaries  of 
State,  we  knew  that  one  was  devoted  to  us.  The  Governor 
of  the  Tower  was  ours;  the  two  companies  on  duty  at 
Kensington  barrack  were  safe;  and  we  had  intelligence, 
very  speedy  and  accurate,  of  all  that  took  place  at  the 
Palace  within. 

At  noon,  on  the  30th  of  July,  a  message  came  to  the 
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Prince's  friends  that  the  Committee  of  Council  was  sitting 
at  Kensington  Palace,  their  Graces  of  Ormonde  and  Shrews- 
bury, the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  the  three  Secre- 
taries of  State,  being  there  assembled.  In  an  hour  after- 
wards, hurried  news  was  brought  that  the  two  great 
Whig  Dukes,  Argyle  and  Somerset,  had  broke  into  the 
Council-chamber  without  a  summons,  and  taken  their  seat  at 
table,  After  holding  a  debate  there,  the  whole  party  pro- 
ceeded to  the  chamber  of  the  Queen,  who  was  lying  in  great 
weakness,  but  still  sensible,  and  the  Lords  recommended 
his  Grace  of  Shrewsbury  as  the  fittest  person  to  take  the 
vacant  place  of  Lord  Treasurer ;  her  Majesty  gave  him  the 
staff,  as  all  know.  "And  now,"  writ  my  messenger  from 
Court,  "now  or  never  is  the  tiTne." 

Now  or  never  was  the  time  indeed.  In  spite  of  the 
Whig  Dukes,  our  side  had  still  the  majority  in  the  Council, 
and  Esmond,  to  whom  the  message  had  been  brought,  (the 
personage  at  Court  not  being  aware  that  the  Prince  had 
quitted  his  lodging  in  Kensington  Square,)  and  Esmond's 
gallant  young  aide-de-camp,  Frank  Castlewood,  putting  on 
sword  and  uniform,  took  a  brief  leave  of  their  dear  lady, 
who  embraced  and  blessed  them  both,  and  went  to  her 
chamber  to  pray  for  the  issue  of  the  great  event  which  was 
then  pending. 

Castlewood  sped  to  the  barrack  to  give  warning  to  the 
captain  of  the  Guard  there;  and  then  went  to  the  "King's 
Arms  "  tavern  at  Kensington,  where  our  friends  were  as- 
sembled, having  come  by  parties  of  twos  and  threes,  riding 
or  in  coaches,  and  were  got  together  in  the  upper  chamber, 
fifty-three  of  them ;  their  servants,  who  had  been  instructed 
to  bring  arms  likewise,  being  below  in  the  garden  of  the 
tavern,  where  they  were  served  with  drink.  Out  of  this 
garden  is  a  little  door  that  leads  into  the  road  of  the  Pal- 
ace, and  through  this  it  was  arranged  that  masters  and 
servants  were  to  march ;  when  that  signal  was  given,  and 
that  Personage  appeared,  for  whom  all  were  waiting. 
There  was  in  our  company  the  famous  ofl&cer  next  in  com- 
mand to  the  Captain-General  of  the  Forces,  his  Grace  the 
Duke  of  Ormonde,  who  was  within  at  the  Council.  There 
were  with  him  two  more  lieutenant-generals,  nine  major- 
generals  and  brigadiers,  seven  colonels,  eleven  Peers  of  Par- 
liament, and  twenty-one  membets  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons.    The  Guard  was  with  us  within  and  without  the 
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Palace :  the  Queen  was  with  us ;  the  Council  (save  the  two 
Whig  Dukes,  that  must  have  succumbed) ;  the  day  was  our 
own,  and  with  a  beating  heart  Esmond  walked  rapidly  to 
the  Mall  at  Kensington,  where  he  had  parted  with  the 
Prince  on  the  night  before.  For  three  nights  the  Colonel 
had  not  been  to  bed :  the  last  had  been  passed  summoning 
the  Prince's  friends  together,  of  whom  the  great  majority 
had  no  sort  of  inkling  of  the  transaction  pending  until  they 
were  told  that  he  was  actually  on  the  spot,  and  were  sum- 
moned to  strike  the  blow.  The  night  before  and  after  the 
altercation  with  the  Prince,  my  gentleman,  having  suspi- 
cions of  his  Royal  Highness,  and  fearing  lest  he  should  be 
minded  to  give  us  the  slip,  and  fly  ofE  after  his  fugitive 
beauty,  had  spent,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  at  the  "  Grey 
hound"  tavern,  over  against  my  Lady  Esmond's  house 
in  Kensington  Square,  with  an  eye  on  the  door,  lest  the 
Prince  should  escape  from  it.  The  night  before  that  he 
had  passed  in  his  boots  at  the  "Crown"  at  Hounslow, 
where  he  must  watch  forsooth  all  night,  in  order  to  get  one 
moment's  glimpse  of  Beatrix  in  the  morning.  And  fate 
had  decreed  that  he  was  to  have  a  fourth  night's  ride  and 
wakefulness  before  his  business  was  ended. 

He  ran  to  the  curate's  house  in  Kensington  Mall,  and 
asked  for  Mr.  Bates,  the  name  the  Prince  went  by.  The 
curate's  wife  said  Mr.  Bates  had  gone  abroad  very  early  in 
the  morning  in  his  boots,  saying  he  was  going  to  the  Bishop 
of  Rochester's  house  at  Chelsea.  But  the  Bishop  had  been 
at  Kensington  himself  two  hours  ago  to  seek  for  Mr.  Bates, 
and  had  returned  in  his  coach  to  his  own  house,  when  he 
heard  that  the  gentleman  was  gone  thither  to  seek  him. 

This  absence  was  most  unpropitious,  for  an  hour's  delay 
might  cost  a  kingdom ;  Esmond  had  nothing  for  it  but  to 
hasten  to  the  "King's  Arms,"  and  tell  the  gentlemen  there 
assembled  that  Mr.  George  (as  we  called  the  Prince  there) 
was  not  at  home,  but  that  Esmond  would  go  fetch  him ; 
and  taking  a  General's  coach  that  happened  to  be  there, 
Esmond  drove  across  the  country  to  Chelsea,  to  the  Bishop's 
house  there. 

The  porter  said  two  gentlemen  were  with  his  lordship, 
and  Esmond  ran  past  this  sentry  up  to  the  locked  door  of 
the  Bishop's  study,  at  which  he  rattled,  and  was  admitted 
presently.  Of  the  Bishop's  guests  one  was  a  brother  prel- 
ate, and  the  other  the  Abbe  G . 
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"Where  is  Mr.  George?"  says  Mr.  Esmond;  "now  is 
the  time."  The  Bishop  looked  scared;  "I  went  to  his 
lodging,"  he  said,  "  and  they  told  me  he  was  come  hither. 
I  returned  as  quick  as  coach  would  carry  me ;  and  he  hath 
not  been  here." 

The  Colonel  burst  out  with  an  oath;  that  was  all  he 
could  say  to  their  reverences ;  ran  down  the  stairs  again, 
and  bidding  the  coachman,  an  old  friend  and  fellow-cam- 
paigner, drive  as  if  he  was  charging  the  French  with  his 
master  at  Wynendael — they  were  back  at  Kensington  in 
half  an  hour. 

Again  Esmond  went  to  the  curate's  house.  Mr.  George 
had  not  returned.  The  Colonel  had  to  go  with  this  blank 
errand  to  the  gentlemen  at  the  "King's  Arms,"  that  were 
grown  very  impatient  by  this  time. 

Out  of  the  window  of  the  tavern,  and  looking  over  the 
garden  wall,  you  can  see  the  green  before  Kensington  Pal- 
ace, the  Palace  gate  (round  which  the  Ministers'  coaches 
were  standing),  and  the  barrack  building.  As  we  were 
looking  out  from  this  window  in  gloomy  discourse,  we 
heard  presently  trumpets  blowing,  and  some  of  us  ran  to 
the  window  of  the  front-room,  looking  into  the  High  Street 
of  Kensington,  and  saw  a  regiment  of  Horse  coming. 

"It's  Ormonde's  Guards,"  says  one. 

"No,  by  God,  it's  Argyle's  old  regiment!"  says  my 
General,  clapping  down  his  crutch. 

It  was,  indeed,  Argyle's  regiment  that  was  brought  from 
Westminster,  and  that  took  the  place  of  the  regiment  at 
Kensington  on  which  we  could  rely. 

"  Oh,  Harry ! "  says  one  of  the  Generals  there  present, 
"you  were  born  under  an  unlucky  star ;  I  begin  to  think 
that  there's  no  Mr.  George,  nor  Mr.  Dragon  either.  'Tis 
not  the  peerage  I  care  for,  for  our  name  is  so  ancient  and 
famous,  that  merely  to  be  called  Lord  Lydiard  would  do 
me  no  good;  but  'tis  the  chance  you  promised  me  of  fight- 
ing Marlborough." 

As  we  were  talking,  Castlewood  entered  the  room  with  a 
disturbed  air. 

"What  news,  Frank?"  says  the  Colonel.  "Is  Mr. 
George  coming  at  last?  " 

"Damn  him,  look  here!  "  says  Castlewood,  holding  out 
a  paper.  "  I  found  it  in  the  book — the  what  you  call  it, 
'  Eikum  Basilikum,' — that  villain  Martin  put  it  there — he 
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said  his  young  mistress  bade  him.  It  was  directed  to  me, 
but  it  was  meant  for  him  I  know,  and  I  broke  the  seal  and 
read  it." 

The  whole  assembly  of  officers  seemed  to  swim  away  be- 
fore Esmond's  eyes  as  he  read  the  paper;  all  that  was 
written  on  it  was : — "  Beatrix  Esmond  is  sent  away  to  prison, 
to  Castlewood,  where  she  will  pray  for  happier  days." 

"  Can  you  guess  where  he  is?  "  says  Castlewood. 

"Yes,"  says  Colonel  Esmond.  He  knew  full  well, 
Frank  knew  full  well:  our  instinct  told  whither  that 
traitor  had  fled. 

He  had  courage  to  turn  to  the  company  and  say,  "  Gen- 
tlemen, I  fear  very  much  that  Mr.  George  will  not  be  here 
to-day ;  something  hath  happened — and — and — I  very  much 
fear  some  accident  may  befall  him,  which  must  keep  him 
out  of  the  way.  Having  had  your  noon's  draught,  you 
had  best  pay  the  reckoning  and  go  home ;  there  can  be  no 
game  where  there  is  no  one  to  play  it." 

Some  of  the  gentlemen  went  away  without  a  word,  others 
called  to  pay  their  duty  to  her  Majesty  and  ask  for  her 
health.  The  little  army  disappeared  into  the  darkness  out 
of  which  it  had  been  called ;  there  had  been  no  writings, 
no  paper  to  implicate  any  man.  Some  few  officers  and 
Members  of  Parliament  had  been  invited  over  night  to 
breakfast  at  the  "King's  Arms,"  at  Kensington;  and  they 
had  called  for  their  bill  and  gone  home. 
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CHAPTER    XIII. 

AUGUST  IsT,   1714. 

"  Does  my  mistress  know  of  this?  "  Esmond  asked  of 
Frank,  as  they  walked  along. 

"  My  mother  found  the  letter  in  the  book,  on  the  toilet- 
table.  She  had  writ  it  ere  she  had  left  home,"  Frank  said. 
"  Mother  met  her  on  the  stairs,  with  her  hand  upon  the 
door,  trying  to  enter,  and  never  left  her  after  that  till  she 
went  away.  He  did  not  think  of  looking  at  it  there,  nor 
had  Martin  the  chance  of  telling  him.  I  believe  the  poor 
devil  meant  no  harm,  though  I  half  killed  him ;  he  thought 
'twas  to  Beatrix's  brother  he  was  bringing  the  letter." 

Frank  never  said  a  word  of  reproach  to  me  for  having 
brought  the  villain  amongst  us.  As  we  knocked  at  the 
door  I  said,  "  When  will  the  horses  be  ready?  "  Frank 
pointed  with  his  cane,  they  were  turning  the  street  that 
moment. 

We  went  up  and  bade  adieu  to  our  mistress ;  she  was  in 
a  dreadful  state  of  agitation  by  this  time,  and  that  Bishop 
was  with  her  whose  company  she  was  so  fond  of. 

"Did  you  tell  him,  my  lord,"  says  Esmond,  "that  Bea- 
trix was  at  Castlewood?  "  The  Bishop  blushed  and  stam- 
mered: "Well,"  says  he,  "I  .  .  ." 

"  You  served  the  villain  right,"  broke  out  Mr.  Esmond, 
"  and  he  has  lost  a  crown  by  what  you  told  him." 

My  mistress  turned  quite  white.  "  Henry,  Henry,"  says 
she,  "  do  not  kill  him !  " 

"It  may  not  be  too  late,"  says  Esmond;  "he  may  not 
have  gone  to  Castlewood;  pray  God,  it  is  not  too  late." 
The  Bishop  was  breaking  out  with  some  banales  phrases 
about  loyalty,  and  the  sacredness  of  the  Sovereign's  person ; 
but  Esmond  sternly  bade  him  hold  his  tongue,  burn  all 
papers,  and  take  care  of  Lady  Castlewood;  and  in  five 
minutes  he  and  Frank  were  in  the  saddle,  John  Lockwood 
behind  them,  riding  towards  Castlewood  at  a  rapid  pace. 

We  were  just  got  to  Alton,  when  who  should  meet  us 
but  old  Lockwood,  tho   porter  from  Castlewood,  John's 
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father,  -walking  by  the  side  of  the  Hexton  flying-coach, 
who  slept  the  night  at  Alton.  Lockwood  said  his  young 
mistress  had  arrived  at  home  on  Wednesday  night,  and  this 
morning,  Friday,  had  despatched  him  with  a  packet  for 
my  lady  at  Kensington,  saying  the  letter  was  of  great  im- 
portance. 

We  took  the  freedom  to  break  it,  while  Lockwood  stared 
with  wonder,  and  cried  out  his  "Lord  bless  me's,"  and 
"Who'd  a  thought  it's,"  at  the  sight  of  his  young  lord, 
whom  he  had  not  seen  these  seven  years. 

The  packet  from  Beatrix  contained  no  news  of  impor- 
tance at  all.  It  was  written  in  a  jocular  straui,  affecting  to 
make  light  of  her  captivity.  She  asked  whether  she  might 
have  leave  to  visit  Mrs.  Tusher,  or  to  walk  beyond  the 
court  and  the  garden  wall.  She  gave  news  of  the  pea- 
cocks, and  a  fawn  she  had  there.  She  bade  her  mother 
send  her  certain  gowns  and  smocks  by  old  Lockwood ;  she 
sent  her  duty  to  a  certain  Person,  if  certain  other  persons 
permitted  her  to  take  such  a  freedom ;  how  that,  as  she  was 
not  able  to  play  cards  with  him,  she  hoped  he  would  read 
good  books,  such  as  Doctor  Atterbury's  sermons  and 
"  Eikon  Basilike :  "  she  was  going  to  read  good  books ;  she 
thought  her  pretty  mamma  would  like  to  know  she  was  not 
crying  her  eyes  out. 

"  Who  is  in  the  house  besides  you,  Lockwood?  "  says  the 
Colonel. 

"  There  be  the  laundry-maid,  and  the  kitchen-maid. 
Madam  Beatrix's  maid,  the  man  from  London,  and  that  be 
all ;  and  he  sleepeth  in  my  lodge  away  from  the  maids," 
says  old  Lockwood. 

Esmond  scribbled  a  line  with  a  pencil  on  the  note,  giv- 
ing it  to  the  old  man,  and  bidding  him  go  on  to  his  lady. 
We  knew  why  Beatrix  had  been  so  dutiful  on  a  sudden, 
and  why  she  spoke  of  "Eikon  Basilike."  She  writ  this 
letter  to  put  the  Prince  on  the  scent,  and  the  porter  out  of 
the  way. 

"  We  have  a  fine  moonlight  night  for  riding  on, "  says 
Esmond ;  "  Frank,  we  may  reach  Castlewood  in  time  yet. " 
All  the  way  along  they  made  inquiries  at  the  post-houses, 
when  a  tall  young  gentleman  in  a  grey  suit,  with  a  light 
brown  periwig,  just  the  colour  of  my  lord's,  had  been  seen 
to  pass.  He  had  set  off  at  six  that  morning,  and  we  at 
three  in  the  afternoon.     He  rode  almost  as  quickly  as  we 
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had  done ;  he  was  seven  hours  a-head  of  us  still  when  we 
reached  the  last  stage. 

We  rode  over  Castlewood  Downs  before  the  breaking  of 
dawn.  We  passed  the  very  spot  where  the  car  was  upset 
fourteen  years  since,  and  Mohun  lay.  The  village  was  not 
up  yet,  nor  the  forge  lighted,  as  we  rode  through  it,  pass- 
ing by  the  elms,  where  the  rooks  were  still  roosting,  and 
by  the  church,  and  over  the  bridge.  We  got  off  our  horses 
at  the  bridge  and  walked  up  to  the  gate. 

"If  she  is  safe,"  says  Frank,  trembling,  and  his  honest 
eyes  filling  with  tears,  "  a  silver  statue  to  Our  Lady !  "  He 
was  going  to  rattle  at  the  great  iron  knocker  on  the  oak 
gate;  but  Esmond  stopped  his  kinsman's  hand.  He  had 
his  own  fears,  his  own  hopes,  his  own  despairs  and  griefs, 
too ;  but  he  spoke  not  a  word  of  these  to  his  companion, 
or  showed  any  signs  of  emotion. 

He  went  and  tapped  at  the  little  window  at  the  porter's 
lodge,  gently,  but  repeatedly,  until  the  man  came  to  the  bars. 

"Who's  there?"  says  he,  looking  out;  it  was  the  ser- 
vant from  Kensington. 

"My  Lord  Castlewood  and  Colonel  Esmond,"  we  said, 
from  below.  "  Open  the  gate  and  let  us  in  without  any 
noise. " 

"My  Lord  Castlewood?"  says  the  other;  "my  lord's 
here,  and  in  bed." 

"Open,  d — n  you,"  says  Castlewood,  with  a  curse. 

"I  shall  open  to  no  one,"  says  the  man,  shutting  the 
glass  window  as  Frank  drew  a  pistol.  He  would  have  fired 
at  the  porter,  but  Esmond  again  held  his  hand. 

"There  are  more  ways  than  one,"  says  he,  "of  entering 
such  a  great  house  as  this."  Frank  grumbled  that  the  west 
gate  was  half  a  mile  round.  "  But  I  know  of  a  way  that's 
not  a  hundred  yards  off,"  says  Mr.  Esmond;  and  leading 
his  kinsman  close  along  the  wall,  and  by  the  shrubs  which 
had  now  grown  thick  on  what  had  been  an  old  moat  about 
the  house,  they  came  to  the  buttress,  at  the  side  of  which 
the  little  window  was,  which  was  Father  Holt's  private 
door.  Esmond  climbed  up  to  this  easily,  broke  a  pane 
that  had  been  mended,  and  touched  the  spring  inside,  and 
bhe  two  gentlemen  passed  in  that  way,  treading  as  lightly 
as  they  could ;  and  so  going  through  the  passage  into  the 
court,  over  which  the  dawn  was  now  reddening,  and  where 
the  fountain  plashed  in  the  silence. 
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They  sped  instantly  to  the  porter's  lodge,  where  the  fel- 
low had  not  fastened  his  door  that  let  into  the  court ;  and 
pistol  in  hand  came  upon  the  terrified  wretch,  and  bade 
him  be  silent.  Then  they  asked  him  (Esmond's  head 
reeled,  and  he  almost  fell  as  he  spoke)  when  Lord  Castle- 
wood  had  arrived?  He  said  on  the  previous  evening, 
about  eight  of  the  clock. — "  And  what  then?  " — His  lord- 
ship supped  with  his  sister. — "Did  the  man  wait?  "  Yes, 
he  and  my  lady's  maid  both  waited:  the  other  servants 
made  the  supper ;  and  there  was  no  wine,  and  they  could 
give  his  lordship  but  milk,  at  which  he  grumbled ;  and — 
and  Madam  Beatrix  kept  Miss  Lucy  always  in  the  room 
with  her.  And  there  being  a  bed  across  the  court  in  the 
Chaplain's  room,  she  had  arranged  my  lord  was  to  sleep 
there.  Madam  Beatrix  had  come  downstairs  laughing 
with  the  maids,  and  had  locked  herself  in,  and  my  lord 
had  stood  for  a  while  talking  to  her  through  the  door,  and 
she  laughing  at  him.  And  then  he  paced  the  court  awhile, 
and  she  came  again  to  the  upper  window ;  and  my  lord  im- 
plored her  to  come  down  and  walk  in  the  room ;  but  she 
would  not,  and  laughed  at  him  again,  and  shut  the  win- 
dow ;  and  so  my  lord,  uttering  what  seemed  curses,  but  in 
a  foreign  language,  went  to  the  Chaplain's  room  to  bed. 

"Was  this  all?  " — ^"  All,"  the  man  swore  upon  his  hon- 
our; all  as  he  hoped  to  be  saved. — "Stop,  there  was  one 
thing  more.  My  lord,  on  arriving,  and  once  or  twice  dur- 
ing supper,  did  kiss  his  sister,  as  was  natural,  and  she 
.kissed  him."  At  this  Esmond  ground  his  teeth  with  rage, 
and  well  nigh  throttled  the  amazed  miscreant  who  was 
speaking,  whereas  Castlewood,  seizing  hold  of  his  cousin's 
hand,  burst  into  a  great  fit  of  laughter. 

"If  it  amuses  thee,"  says  Esmond  in  French,  "that 
your  sister  should  be  exchanging  of  kisses  with  a  stranger, 
I  fear  poor  Beatrix  will  give  thee  plenty  of  sport. "  Esmond 
darkly  thought,  how  Hamilton,  Ashburnham,  had  before 
been  masters  of  those  roses  that  the  young  Prince's  lips 
were_now_  fee-ding  on.  iHe  sickened  at  that  notion.  Her 
cheek  was  desecrated,  her  beauty  tarnished;  shame  and 
honour  stood  between  it  and  him.  The  love  was  dead 
within  him ;  and  had  she  a  crown  to  bring  him  with  her 
love,  he  felt  that  both  would  degrade  him. 

But  this  wrath  against  Beatrix  did  not  lessen  the  angry 
feelings  of  the  Colonel  against  the  man  who  had  been  the 
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occasion  if  not  the  cause  of  the  evil.  Frank  sat  down  on  a 
stone  bench  in  the  courtyard,  and  fairly  fell  asleep,  while 
Esmond  paced  up  and  down  the  court,  debating  what 
should  ensue.  What  mattered  how  much  or  how  little  had 
passed  between  the  Prince  and  the  poor  faithless  girl? 
They  were  arrived  in  time  perhaps  to  rescue  herperson, 
but  not  her  mind ;  had  she  not  instigated  the  young  Prince 
to  come  to  her;  suborned  servants,  dismissed  others,  so 
that  she  might  communicate  with  him?  The  treacherous 
heart  within  her  had  surrendered,  though  the  place  was 
safe;  and  it  was  to  win  this  that  he  had  given  a  life's 
struggle  and  devotion ;  this,  that  she  was  ready  to  give 
away  for  the  bribe  of  a  coronet  or  a  wink  of  the  Prince's 
eye. 

When  he  had  thought  his  thoughts  out  he  shook  up  poor 
Prank  from  his  sleep,  who  rose  yawning,  and  said  he  had 
been  dreaming  of  Clotilda.  "You  must  back  me,"  says 
Esmond,  "  in  what  I  am  going  to  do.  I  have  been  thinking 
that  yonder  scoundrel  may  have  been  instructed  to  tell 
that  story,  and  that  the  whole  of  it  may  be  a  lie ;  if  it  be, 
we  shall  find  it  out  from  the  gentleman  who  is  asleep  yon- 
der. See  if  the  door  leading  to  my  lady's  rooms,"  (so  we 
called  the  rooms  at  the  north-west  angle  of  the  house,) 
"  see  if  the  door  is  barred  as  he  saith."  We  tried;  it  was 
indeed  as  the  lacquey  had  said,  closed  within. 

"It  may  have  been  opened  and  shut  afterwards,"  says 
poor  Esmond ;  "  the  foundress  of  our  family  let  our  ancestor 
in  in  that  way." 

"  What  will  you  do,  Harry,  if — if  what  that  fellow  saith 
should  turn  out  untrue?  "  The  young  man  looked  scared 
and  frightened  into  his  kinsman's  face ;  I  dare  say  it  wore 
no  very  pleasant  expression. 

"Let  us  first  go  see  whether  the  two  stories  agree,"  says 
Esmond ;  and  went  in  at  the  passage  and  opened  the  door 
into  what  had  been  his  own  chamber  now  for  well  nigh 
five-and-twenty  years.  A  candle  was  still  burning,  and 
the  Prince  asleep  dressed  on  the  bed — Esmond  did  not  care 
for  making  a  noise.  The  Prince  started  up  in  his  bed,  see- 
ing two  men  in  his  chamber:  "Qui  est  M?"  says  he,  and 
took  a  pistol  from  under  his  pillow. 

"It  is  the  Marquis  of  Esmond,"  says  the  Colonel,  "come 
to  welcome  his  Majesty  to  his  house  of  Castlewood,  and  to 
report  of  what  hath  happened  in  London.     Pursuant  to 
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the  King's  orders,  I  passed  the  night  before  last,  after 
leaving  his  Majesty,  in  waiting  upon  the  friends  of  the 
King.  It  is  a  pity  that  his  Majesty's  desire  to  see  the 
country  and  to  visit  our  poor  house  should  have  caused 
the  King  to  quit  London  without  notice  yesterday,  when  the 
opportunity  happened  which  in  all  human  probability  may 
not  occu.r  again ;  and  had  the  King  not  chosen  to  ride  to 
Castlewood,  the  Prince  of  Wales  might  have  slept  at  St. 
James's." 

"'Sdeath!  gentlemen,"  says  the  Prince,  starting  off  his 
bed,  whereon  he  was  lying  in  his  clothes,  "  the  Doctor  was 
with,  me  yesterday  morning,  and  after  watching  by  my  sis- 
ter all  night,  told  me  I  might  not  hope  to  see  the  Queen." 

"  It  would  have  been  otherwise,"  says  Esmond  with  an- 
other bow ;  "  as,  by  this  time,  the  Queen  may  be  dead  in 
spite  of  the  Doctor.  The  Council  was  met,  a  new  Treas- 
urer was  appointed,  the  troops  were  devoted  to  the  King's 
cause ;  and  fifty  loyal  gentlemen  of  the  greatest  names  of 
this  kingdom  were  assembled  to  accompany  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  who  might  have  been  the  acknowledged  heir  of 
the  throne,  or  the  possessor  of  it  by  this  time,  had  your 
Majesty  not  chosen  to  take  the  air.  We  were  ready ;  there 
was  only  one  person  that  failed  us,  your  Majesty's  gra- 
cious  " 

"Morbleu,  Monsieur,  you  give  me  too  much  Majesty," 
said  the  Prince,  who  had  now  risen  up  and  seemed  to  be 
looking  to  one  of  us  to  help  him  to  his  coat.  But  neither 
stirred. 

"  We  shall  take  care,"  says  Esmond,  "not  much  oftener 
to  offend  in  that  particular. " 

"  What  mean  you,  my  lord?  "  says  the  Prince,  and  mut- 
tered something  about  a  guet-a-pens,  which  Esmond  caught 
up. 

"The  snare.  Sir,"  said  he,  "was  not  of  our  laying;  it  is 
not  we  that  invited  you.  We  came  to  avenge,  and  not  to 
compass,  the  dishonour  of  our  family." 

"Dishonour!  Morbleu,  there  has  been  no  dishonour," 
says  the  Prince,  turning  scarlet,  "only  a  little  harmless 
playing." 

"  That  was  meant  to  end  seriously. " 

"I  swear,"  the  Prince  broke  out  impetuously,  "upon  the 
honour  of  a  gentleman,  my  lords " 

"That  we  arrived  in  time.     No  wrong  hath  been  done, 
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Frank,"  says  Colonel  Esmond,  turning  round  to  young 
Castlewood,  who  stood  at  the  door  as  the  talk  was  going 
on.  "See!  here  is  a  paper  whereon  his  Majesty  hath 
deigned  to  commence  some  verses  in  honour,  or  dishonour, 
of  Beatrix.  Here  is  '  Madame  '  and  '  Flamme,'  '  Cruelle  ' 
and  'Eebelle,'  and  'Amour'  and  'Jour,'  in  the  Eoyal 
writing  and  spelling.  Had  the  Gracious  lover  been  happy, 
he  had  not  passed  his  time  in  sighing."  In  fact,  and  actu- 
ally as  he  was  speaking,  Esmond  cast  his  eyes  down  towards 
the  table,  and  saw  a  paper  on  which  my  young  Prince  had 
been  scrawling  a  madrigal,  that  was  to  finish  his  charmer 
on  the  morrow. 

"Sir,"  says  the  Prince,  burning  with  rage  (he  had  as- 
sumed his  Royal  coat  unassisted  by  this  time),  "did  I 
come  here  to  receive  insults?  " 

"  To  confer  them,  may  it  please  your  Majesty,"  says  the 
Colonel,  with  a  very  low  bow,  "  and  the  gentlemen  of  our 
family  are  come  to  thank  you." 

"  Malediction  !  "  says  the  young  man,  tears  starting  into 
his  eyes  with  helpless  rage  and  mortification.  "  What  will 
you  with  me,  gentlemen?  " 

"  If  your  Majesty  will  please  to  enter  the  next  apart- 
ment," says  Esmond,  preserving  his  grave  tone,  "I  have 
some  papers  there  which  I  would  gladly  submit  to  you, 
and  by  j^our  permission  I  will  lead  the  way ;  "  and,  taking 
the  taper  up,  and  backing  before  the  Prince  with  very 
great  ceremony,  Mr.  Esmond  passed  into  the  little  Chap- 
lain's room,  through  which  we  had  just  entered  into  the 
house: — "Please  to  set  a  chair  for  his  Majesty,  Frank," 
says  the  Colonel  to  his  companion,  who  wondered  almost 
as  much  at  this  scene,  and  was  as  much  puzzled  by  it,  as 
the  other  actor  in  it.  Then  going  to  the  crypt  over  the 
mantel-piece,  the  Colonel  opened  it,  and  drew  thence  the 
papers  which  so  long  had  lain  there. 

"Here,  may  it  please  your  Majesty,"  says  he,  "is  the 
Patent  of  Marquis  sent  over  by  your  Koyal  Father  at  St. 
Germains  to  Viscount  Castlewood,  my  father :  here  is  the 
witnessed  certificate  of  my  father's  marriage  to  my  mother, 
and  of  my  birth  and  christening ;  I  was  christened  of  that 
religion  of  which  your  sainted  sire  gave  all  through  life  so 
shining  an  example.  These  are  my  titles,  dear  Frank,  and 
this  what  I  do  with  them :  here  go  Baptism  and  IMarriage, 
and  here  the  Marquisate  and  the  August  Sign-Manual,  with 
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which  your  predecessor  was  pleased  to  honour  our  race." 
And  as  Esmond  spoke  he  set  the  papers  burning  in  the 
brazier.  "  You  will  please,  sir,  to  remember,"  he  continued, 
"  that  our  family  hath  ruiued  itself  by  fidelity  to  yours : 
that  my  grandfather  spent  his  estate,  and  gave  his  blood 
and  his  son  to  die  for  your  service;  that  my  dear  lord's 
grandfather  (for  lord  you  are  now,  Frank,  by  right  and 
title  too)  died  for  the  same  cause;  that  my  poor  kins- 
woman, my  father's  second  wife,  after  giving  away  her 
honour  to  your  wicked  perjured  race,  sent  all  her  wealth 
to  the  King;  and  got  in  return  that  precious  title  that  lies 
in  ashes,  and  this  inestimable  yard  of  blue  riband.  I  lay 
this  at  your  feet  and  stamp  upon  it :  I  draw  this  sword, 
and  break  it  and  deny  you ;  and,  had  you  completed  the 
wrong  you  designed  us,  by  heaven  I  would  have  driven  it 
through  your  heart,  and  no  more  pardoned  you  than  your 
father  pardoned  Monmouth.  Prank  will  do  the  same,  won't 
you,  cousin?" 

Frank,  who  had  been  looking  on  with  a  stupid  air  at  the 
papers,  as  they  flamed  in  the  old  brazier,  took  out  his 
sword  and  broke  it,  holding  his  head  down: — "I  go  with 
my  cousin,"  says  he,  giving  Esmond  a  grasp  of  the  hand. 

"  Marquis  or  not,  by ,  I  stand  by  him  any  day.    I  beg 

your  Majesty's  pardon  for  swearing;  that  is — that  is — I'm 
for  the  Elector  of  Hanover.  It's  all  your  Majesty's  own 
fault.  The  Queen's  dead  most  likely  by  this  time.  And 
you  might  have  been  King  if  you  hadi't  come  dangling 
after  'Trix," 

"Thus  to  lose  a  crown,"  says  the  young  Prince,  starting 
up,  and  speaking  French  in  his  eager  way ;  "  to  lose  the 
loveliest  woman  in  the  world ;  to  lose  the  loyalty  of  such 
hearts  as  yours,  is  not  this,  my  lords,  enough  of  humilia- 
tion?— Marquis,  if  I  go  on  my  knees  will  you  pardon  me? 
— No,  I  can't  do  that,  but  I  can  offer  you  reparation,  that 
of  honour,  that  of  gentlemen.  Favour  me  by  crossing  the 
sword  with  mine:  yours  is  broke — see,  yonder  in  the 
armoire  are  two ; "  and  the  Prince  took  them  out  as  eager 
as  a  boy,  and  held  them  towards  Esmond: — "Ah!  you 
will?     Merci,  monsieur,  merci !  " 

Extremely  touched  by  this  immense  mark  of  condescen- 
sion and  repentance  for  wrong  done.  Colonel  Esmond 
bowed  down  so  low  as  almost  to  kiss  the  gracious  young 
hand  that  conferred  on  him  such  an  honour,  and  took  his 
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guard  in  silence.  The  swords  were  no  sooner  met,  than 
Castlewood  knocked  up  Esmond's  with  the  blade  of  his 
own,  which  he  had  broke  off  short  at  the  shell ;  and  the 
Colonel  falling  back  a  step  dropped  his  point  with  another 
very  low  bow,  and  declared  himself  perfectly  satisfied. 

"  Eh  bien,  Vicomte !  "  says  the  young  Prince,  who  was 
a  boy,  and  a  French  boy,  "  il  ne  nous  reste  qu'une  chose  a 
f  aire :  "  he  placed  his  sword  upon  the  table,  and  the  fingers 
of  his  two  hands  upon  his  breast : — "  We  have  one  more 
thing  to  do,"  says  he;  "you  do  not  divine  it?"  He 
stretched  out  his  arms  : — "  Embrassons  nous  !  " 

The  talk  was  scarce  over  when  Beatrix  entered  the  room : 
— What  came  she  to  seek  there?  She  started  and  turned 
pale  at  the  sight  of  her  brother  and  kinsman,  drawn 
swords,  broken  sword-blades,  and  papers  yet  smouldering 
in  the  brazier.   , 

"Charming  Beatrix,"  says  the  Prince,  with  a  blush 
which  became  him  very  well,  "these  lords  have  come 
a-horseback  from  London  where  my  sister  lies  in  a  de- 
spaired state,  and  where  her  successor  makes  himself  de- 
sired. Pardon  me  for  my  escapade  of  last  evening.  I  had 
been  so  long  a  prisoner,  that  I  seized  the  occasion  of  a 
promenade  on  horseback,  and  my  horses  naturally  bore  me 
towards  you.  I  found  you  a  Queen  in  your  little  court, 
where  you  deigned  to  entertain  me.  Present  my  homages 
to  your  maids  of  honour.  I  sighed  as  you  slept,  under 
the  window  of  your  chamber,  and  then  retired  to  seek  rest 
in  my  own.  It  was  there  that  these  gentlemen  agreeably 
roused  me.  Yes,  milords,  for  that  is  a  happy  day  that 
makes  a  Prince  acquainted,  at  whatever  cost  to  his  vanity, 
with  such  a  noble  heart  as  that  of  the  Marquis  of  Esmond. 
Mademoiselle,  may  we  take  your  coach  to  town?  I  saw  it 
in  the  hangar,  and  this  poor  Marquis  must  be  dropping 
with  sleep." 

"  Will  it  please  the  King  to  breakfast  before  he  goes?  " 
was  all  Beatrix  could  say.  The  roses  had  shuddered  out  of 
her  cheeks ;  her  eyes  were  glaring ;  she  looked  quite  old. 
She  came  up  to  Esmond  and  hissed  out  a  word  or  two : — 
"If  I  did  not  love  you  before,  cousin,"  says  she,  "think 
how  I  love  you  now."  If  words  could  stab,  no  doubt  she 
would  have  killed  Esmond ;  she  looked  at  him  as  if  she 
could. 

But  her  keen  words  gave  no  wound  to  Mr.  Esmond ;  his 
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heart  was  top_hard.  As  he  looked  at  her,  he  wondered 
that  he  could  ever  have  loved  her.  His  love  of  ten  years 
was  over;  it  fell  down  dead  on  the  spot,  at  the  Kensing- 
ton Tavern,  where  Frank  brought  him  the  note  out  of 
"Eikon  Basilike."  The  Prince  blushed  and  bowed  low,  as 
she  gazed  at  him,  and  quitted  the  chamber.  I  have  never 
seen  her  from  that  day. 

Horses  were  fetched  and  put  to  the  chariot  presently. 
My  lord  rode  outside,  and  as  for  Esmond  he  was  so  tired 
that  he  was  no  sooner  in  the  carriage  than  he  fell  asleep, 
and  never  woke  till  night,  as  the  coach  came  into  Alton. 

As  we  drove  to  the  "  Bell "  Inn  comes  a  mitred  coach 
with  our  old  friend  Lockwood  beside  the  coachman.  My 
Lady  Castlewood  and  the  Bishop  were  inside ;  she  gave  a 
little  scream  when  she  saw  us.  The  two  coaches  entered 
the  inn  almost  together;  the  landlord  and  people  coming 
out  with  lights  to  welcome  the  visitors. 

We  in  our  coach  sprang  out  of  it,  as  soon  as  ever  we  saw 
the  dear  lady,  and  above  all,  the  Doctor  in  his  cassock. 
What  was  the  news?  Was  there  yet  time?  Was  the 
Queen  alive?  These  questions  were  put  hurriedly,  as 
Boniface  stood  waiting  before  his  noble  guests  to  bow  them 
up  the  stair. 

"  Is  she  safe?  "  was  what  Lady  Castlewood  whispered  in 
a  flutter  to  Esmond. 

"All's  well,  thank  God,"  says  he,  as  the  fond  lady  took 
his  hand  and  kissed  it,  and  called  him  her  preserver  and 
her  dear.     She  wasn't  thinking  of  Queens  and  crowns. 

The  Bishop's  news  was  reassuring:  at  least  all  was  not 
lost;  the  Queen  yet  breathed,  or  was  alive  when  they 
left  London  six  hours  since.  ("It  was  Lady  Castlewood 
who  insisted  on  coming,"  the  Doctor  said.)  Argyle  had 
marched  up  regiments  from  Portsmouth  and  sent  abroad 
for  more ;  the  Whigs  were  on  the  alert,  a  pest  on  them,  (I 
am  not  sure  but  the  Bishop  swore  as  he  spoke,)  and  so  too 
were  our  people.  And  all  might  be  saved,  if  only  the 
Prince  could  be  at  London  in  time.  We  called  for  horses, 
instantly  to  return  to  London.  We  never  went  up  poor 
crestfallen  Boniface's  stairs,  but  into  our  coaches  again. 
The  Prince  and  his  Prime  Minister  in  one,  Esmond  in  the 
other,  with  only  his  dear  mistress  as  a  companion. 

Castlewood  galloped  forwards  on  horseback  to  gather  the 
Prince's  friends  and  warn  them  of  his  coming.  He  trav- 
30 
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elled  through  the  night.  Esmond  discoursing  to  his  mis- 
tress of  the  events  of  the  last  twenty-four  hours ;  of  Cas- 
tlewood's  ride  and  his;  of  the  Prince's  generous  behaviour 
and  their  reconciliation.  The  night  seemed  short  enough; 
and  the  starlit  hours  passed  away  serenely  in  that  fond 
company. 

So  we  came  along  the  road;  the  Bishop's  coach  heading 
ours ;  and,  with  some  delays  in  procuring  horses,  we  got 
to  Hammersmith  about  four  o'clock  on  Sunday  morning, 
the  first  of  August,  and  half  an  hour  after,  it  being  then 
bright  day,  we  rode  by  my  Lady  Warwick's  house,  and  so 
down  the  street  of  Kensington. 

Early  as  the  hour  was,  there  was  a  bustle  in  the  street, 
and  many  people  moving  to  and  fro.  Eound  the  gate 
leading  to  the  Palace,  where  the  guard  is,  there  was  es- 
pecially a  great  crowd.  And  the  coach  ahead  of  us 
stopped,  and  the  Bishop's  man  got  down  to  know  what  the 
concourse  meant? 

There  presently  came  from  out  of  the  gate — Horse 
Guards  with  their  trumpets,  and  a  company  of  heralds 
with  their  tabards.  The  trumpets  blew,  and  the  herald- 
at-arms  came  forward  and  proclaimed  George,  by  the  Grace 
of  God,  of  Great  Britain,  France,  and  Ireland,  King,  De- 
fender of  the  Faith.  And  the  people  shouted  God  save 
the  King! 

Among  the  crowd  shouting  and  waving  their  hats,  I 
caught  sight  of  one  sad  face,  which  I  had  known  all  my 
life,  and  seen  under  many  disguises.  It  was  no  other  than 
poor  Mr.  Holt's,  who  had  slipped  over  to  England  to  wit- 
ness the  triumph  of  the  good  cause ;  and  now  beheld  its 
enemies  victorious,  amidst  the  acclamations  of  the  English 
people.  The  poor  fellow  had  forgot  to  huzzay  or  to  take 
his  hat  off,  until  his  neighbours  in  the  crowd  remarked  his 
want  of  loyalty,  and  cursed  him  for  a  Jesuit  in  disguise, 
when  he  ruefully  uncovered  and  began  to  cheer.  Sure  he 
was  the  most  unlucky  of  men :  he  never  played  a  game  but 
he  lost  it;  or  engaged  in  a  conspiracy  but  'twas  certain  to 
end  in  defeat.  I  saw  him  in  Flanders  after  this,  whence 
he  went  to  Rome  to  the  head-quarters  of  his  Order ;  and  ac- 
tually reappeared  among  us  in  America,  very  old,  and 
busy,  and  hopeful.  I  am  not  sure  that  he  did  not  assume 
the  hatchet  and  mocassins  there ;  and,  attired  in  a  blanket 
and  war-paint,  skulk  about  a  missionary  amongst  the  In- 
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dians.  He  lies  buried  in  our  neighbouring  province  of 
Maryland  now,  with  a  cross  over  him,  and  a  mound  of  earth 
above  him ;  under  which  that  unquiet  spirit  is  for  ever  at 
peace. 

With  the  sound  of  King  George's  trumpets,  all  the  vain 
hopes  of  the  weak  and  foolish  young  Pretender  were 
blown  away;  and  with  that  musick,  too,  I  may  say,  the 
drama  of  my  own  life  was  ended.  That  happiness,  which 
hath  subsequently  crowned  it,  cannot  be  written  in  words ; 
'tis  of  its  nature  sacred  and  secret,  and  not  to  be  spoken  of, 
though  the  heart  be  ever  so  full  of  thankfulness,  save  to 
Heaven  and  the  One  Ear  alone — to  one  fond  being,  the 
truest  and  tenderest  and  purest  wife  ever  man  was  blessed 
with.  As  I  think  of  the  immense  happiness  which  was  in 
store  for  me,  and  of  the  depth  and  intensity  of  that  love 
which,  for  so  many  years,  hath  blessed  me,  I  own  to  a 
transport  of  wonder  and  gratitude  for  such  a  boon — ^nay, 
am  thankful  to  have  been  endowed  with  a  heart  capable  of 
feeling  and  knowing  the  immense  beauty  and  value  of  the 
gift  which  God  hath  bestowed  upon  me.  Sure,  love  vinoit 
omnia;  is  immeasurably  above  all  ambition,  more  precious 
than  wealth,  more  noble  than  name.  He  knows  not  life 
who  knows  not  that :  he  hath  not  felt  the  highest  faculty 
of  the  soul  who  hath  not  enjoyed  it.  In  the  name  of  my 
wife  I  write  the  completion  of  hope,  and  the  summit  of 
happiness.  To  have  such  a  love  is  the  one  blessing,  in 
comparison  of  which  all  earthly  joy  is  of  no  value ;  and  to 
think  of  her,  is  to  praise  God. 

It  was  at  BruxeUes,  whither  we  retreated  after  the  failure 
of  our  plot — our  Whig  friends  advising  us  to  keep  out  of 
the  way; — that  the  great  joy  of  my  life  was  bestowed 
upon  me,  and  that  my  dear  mistress  became  my  wife.  We 
had  been  so  accustomed  to  an  extreme  intimacy  and  confi- 
dence, and  had  lived  so  long  and  tenderly  together,  that 
we  might  have  gone  on  to  the  end  without  thinking  of  a 
closer  tie ;  but  circumstances  brought  about  that  event  which 
so  prodigiously  multiplied  my  happiness  and  hers  (for 
which  I  humbly  thank  Heaven),  although  a  calamity  befell 
us,  which,  I  blush  to  think,  hath  occurred  more  than  once 
in  our  house.  I  know  not  what  infatuation  of  ambition 
urged  the  beautiful  and  wayward  woman,  whose  name  hath 
occupied  so  many  of  these  pages,  and  who  was  served  by 
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me  with  ten  years  of  such  a  constant  fidelity  and  passion; 
but  ever  after  that  day  at  Castlewood,  when  we  rescued 
her,  she  persisted  in  holding  all  her  family  as  her  enemies, 
and  left  us,  and  escaped  to  France,  to  what  a  fate  I  dis- 
dain to  tell.  Nor  was  her  son's  house  a  home  for  my  dear 
mistress ;  my  poor  Frank  was  weak,  as  perhaps  all  our  race 
hath  been,  and  led  by  women.  Those  around  him  were 
imperious,  and  in  a  terror  of  his  mother's  influence  over 
him,  lest  he  should  recant,  and  deny  the  creed  which  he 
had  adopted  by  their  persuasion.  The  difference  of  their 
religion  separated  the  son  and  the  mother:  my  dearest 
mistress  felt  that  she  was  severed  from  her  children  and 
alone  in  the  world — alone  but  for  one  constant  servant  on 
whose  fidelity,  praised  be  Heaven,  she  could  count. 
'Twas  after  a  scene  of  ignoble  quarrel  on  the  part  of 
Frank's  wife  and  mother  (for  the  poor  lad  had  been  made 
to  marry  the  whole  of  that  German  family  with  whom  he 
had  connected  himself),  that  I  found  my  mistress  one  day 
in  tears,  and  then  besought  her  to  confide  herself  to  the 
care  and  devotion  of  one  who,  by  God's  help,  would  never 
forsake  her.  And  then  the  tender  matron,  as  beautiful  in 
her  autumn,  and  as  pure,  as  virgins  in  their  spring,  with 
blushes  of  love  and  "eyes  of  meek  surrender,"  yielded 
to  my  respectful  importunity,  and  consented  to  share  my 
home.  Let  the  last  words  I  write  thank  her,  and  bless 
her  who  hath  blessed  it. 

By  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Addison,  all  danger  of  prosecu- 
tion, and  every  obstacle  against  our  return  to  England, 
was  removed;  and  my  son  Frank's  gallantry  in  Scotland 
made  his  peace  with  the  King's  government.  But  we  two 
cared  no  longer  to  live  in  England :  and  Frank  formally 
and  joyfully  yielded  over  to  us  the  possession  of  that  es- 
tate which  we  now  occupy,  far  away  from  Europe  and  its 
troubles,  on  the  beautiful  banks  of  the  Potowmac,  where 
we  have  built  a  new  Castlewood,  and  think  with  grateful 
heai-ts  of  our  old  home.  lu  our  Transatlantick  country  we 
have  a  season,  the  calmest  and  most  delightful  of  the  year, 
which  we  call  the  Indian  summer :  I  often  say  the  autumn 
of  our  life  resembles  that  happy  and  serene  weather,  and 
am  thankful  for  its  rest  and  its  sweet  sunshine.  Heaven 
hath  blessed  us  with  a  child,  which  each  parent  loves  for 
her  resemblance  to  the  other.  Our  diamonds  are  turned 
into  ploughs  and  axes  for  our  plantations;  and  into  ne- 
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groes,  the  happiest  and  merriest,  I  think,  in  all  this  coun- 
try :  and  the  only  jewel  by  which  my  wife  sets  any  store, 
and  from  which  she  hath  never  parted,  is  that  gold  button 
she  took  from  my  arm  on  the  day  when  she  visited  me  in 
prison,  and  which  she  wore  ever  after,  as  she  told  me,  on 
the  tenderest  heart  in  the  world. 


THE   END. 
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BALLADS  AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


BALLADS. 

THE   CHRONICLE    OF   THE   DRUM. 
Part  I. 

At  Paris,  hard  by  the  Maine  barriers, 

Whoever  will  choose  to  repair, 
'Midst  a  dozen  of  wooden-legged  warriors. 

May  haply  fall  in  with  old  Pierre. 
On  the  sunshiny  bench  of  a  tavern. 

He  sits  and  he  prates  of  old  wars. 
And  moistens  his  pipe  of  tobacco 

With  a  drink  that  is  named  after  Mars. 

The  beer  makes  his  tongue  run  the  quicker, 

And  as  long  as  his  tap  never  fails, 
Thus  over  his  favourite  liquor 

Old  Peter  will  tell  his  old  tales. 
Says  he,  "  In  my  life's  ninety  summers, 

Strange  changes  and  chances  I've  seen, — 
So  here's  to  all  gentlemen  drummers 

That  ever  have  thump' d  on  a  skin. 

"  Brought  up  in  the  art  military 

For  four  generations  we  are ; 
My  ancestors  drumm'd  for  King  Harry, 

The  Huguenot  lad  of  Navarre. 
And  as  each  man  in  life  has  his  station 

According  as  Fortune  may  fix. 
While  Conde  was  waving  the  baton, 

My  grandsire  was  trolling  the  sticks. 
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"Ah!  those  were  the  days  for  commanders! 

What  glories  my  grandfather  won, 
Ere  bigots,  and  lackies,  and  panders 

The  fortunes  of  France  had  undone ! 
In  Germany,  Flanders,  and  Holland, — 

What  foeman  resisted  us  then? 
No ;  my  grandsire  was  ever  victorious, 

My  grandsire  and  Monsieur  Turenne. 

"He  died,  and  our  noble  battalions 

The  jade,  iiekle  Fortune,  forsook; 
And  at  Blenheim,  in  spite  of  our  valiance, 

The  victory  lay  with  Malbrook. 
The  news  it  was  brought  to  King  Louis ; 

Corbleu !  how  his  majesty  swore. 
When  he  heard  they  had  taken  my  grandsire: 

And  twelve  thousand  gentlemen  more ! 

"  At  Namur,  Eamilies,  and  Malplaquet 

Were  we  posted,  on  plain  or  in  trench, 
Malbrook  only  need  to  attack  it. 

And  away  from  him  scamper' d  we  French. 
Cheer  up !  'tis  no  use  to  be  glum,  boys, — 

'Tis  written,  since  fighting  begun. 
That  sometimes  we  fight  and  we  conquer, 

And  sometimes  we  fight  and  we  run. 

"  To  fight  and  to  run  was  our  fate, 

Our  fortune  and  fame  had  departed; 
And  so  perish' d  Louis  the  Great, — 

Old,  lonely,  and  half  broken-hearted. 
His  coffin  they  pelted  with  mud. 

His  body  they  tried  to  lay  hands  on ; 
And  so  having  buried  King  Louis 

They  loyally  served  his  great-grandson. 

"  God  save  the  beloved  King  Louis ! 

(For  so  he  was  nicknamed  by  some,) 
And  now  came  my  father  to  do  his 

King's  orders  and  beat  on  the  drum. 
My  grandsire  was  dead,  but  his  bones 

Must  have  shaken  I'm  certain  for  joy, 
To  hear  daddy  drumming  the  English 

From  the  meadows  of  famed  Fontenoy. 
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"  So  well  did  lie  drum  in  that  battle 

That  the  enemy  show'd  us  their  backs. 
Corbleu !  it  was  pleasant  to  rattle 

The  sticks  and  to  follow  old  Saxe ! 
We  next  had  Soubise  as  a  leader, 

And  as  luck  hath  its  changes  and  fits, 
At  Eossbach,  in  spite  of  Dad's  drumming, 

'Tis  said  we  were  beaten  by  Fritz. 

"And  now  Daddy  cross' d  the  Atlantic, 

To  drum  for  Montcalm  and  his  men ; 
Morbleu !  but  it  makes  a  man  frantic. 

To  think  we  were  beaten  again ! 
My  daddy  he  cross' d  the  wide  ocean. 

My  mother  brought  me  on  her  neck. 
And  we  came  in  the  year  fifty-seven 

To  guard  the  good  town  of  Quebec. 

"  In  the  year  fifty-nine  came  the  Britons, — 

Full  well  I  remember  the  day, — 
They  knock' d  at  our  gates  for  admittance. 

Their  vessels  were  moor'd  in  our  bay. 
Says  our  general,  '  Drive  me  yon  red-coats 

Away  to  the  sea  whence  they  come ! ' 
So  we  march' d  against  Wolfe  and  his  bull-dogs, 

We  march'd  at  the  sound  of  the  drum. 

"  I  think  I  can  see  my  poor  mammy 

With  me  in  her  hand  as  she  waits. 
And  our  regiment,  slowly  retreating. 

Pours  back  through  the  citadel  gates. 
Dear  mammy !  she  looks  in  their  faces. 

And  asks  if  her  husband  is  come? 
— He  is  lying  all  cold  on  the  glacis, 

And  will  never  more  beat  on  the  drum. 

"Come,  drink,  'tis  no  use  to  be  glum,  boys, 

He  died  like  a  soldier — in  glory ; 
Here's  a  glass  to  the  health  of  all  drum -boys. 

And  now  I'll  commence  my  own  story. 
Once  more  did  we  cross  the  salt  ocean. 

We  came  in  the  year  eighty-one ; 
And  the  wrongs  of  my  father  the  drummer 

Were  avenged  by  the  drummer  his  son. 
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"In  Chesapeake-bay  we  were  landed, 

In  vain  strove  the  British  to  pass ; 
Rochambeau  our  armies  commanded, 

Our  ships  they  were  led  by  De  Gvasse. 
Morbleu!  how  I  rattled  the  drumsticks 

The  day  we  march'd  into  York  town  ; 
Ten  thousand  of  beef-eating  British 

Their  weapons  we  caused  to  lay  down. 

"Then  homewards  returning  victorious, 

In  peace  to  our  country  we  came, 
And  were  thank' d  for  our  glorious  actions 

By  Louis  Sixteenth  of  the  name. 
What  drummer  on  earth  could  be  prouder 

Than  I,  while  I  drumm'd  at  Versailles 
To  the  lovely  court  ladies  in  powder, 

And  lappets,  and  long  satin-tails? 

"The  Princes  that  day  pass'd  before  ns. 

Our  countrymen's  glory  and  hope; 
Monsieur,  who  was  learned  in  Horace, 

D'Artois,  who  could  dance  the  tight-rope, 
One  night  we  kept  guard  for  the  Qaeen 

At  her  Majesty's  opera-box. 
While  the  King,  that  majestical  monarch, 

Sat  filing  at  home  at  his  locks. 

"Yes,  I  drumm'd  for  the  fair  Antoinette, 

And  so  smiling  she  look'd  and  so  tender, 
That  our  officers,  privates,  and  drummers, 

All  vow'd  they  would  die  to  defend  her. 
But  she  cared  not  for  us  honest  fellows. 

Who  fought  and  who  bled  in  her  wars, 
She  sneer' d  at  our  gallant  Kochambeau, 

And  turn'd  Lafayette  out  of  doors. 

"  Ventrebleu!  then  I  swore  a  great  oath. 

No  more  to  such  tyrants  to  kneel, 
And  so  just  to  keep  up  my  drumming. 

One  day  I  drumm'd  down  the  Bastille ! 
Ho,  landlord!  a  stoup  of  fresh  wine. 

Come,  comrades,  a  bumper  we'll  try, 
And  drink  to  the  year  eighty-nine 

And  the  glorious  fourth  of  July ! 
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"Then  bravely  our  cannon  it  thunder'd, 

As  onwards  our  patriots  bore, 
Our  enemies  were  but  a  hundred, 

And  we  twenty  thousand  or  more. 
They  carried  the  news  to  King  Louis, 

He  heard  it  as  calm  as  you  please, 
And  like  a  majestical  monarch, 

Kept  filing  his  loots  and  his  keys. 

"  We  show'd  our  republican  courage, 

We  storm'd  and  we  broke  the  great  gate  in, 
And  we  murder'd  the  insolent  governor 

For  daring  to  keep  us  a  waiting. 
Lambesc  and  his  squadrons  stood  by. 

They  never  stirr'd  finger  or  thumb, 
The  saucy  aristocrats  trembled 

As  they  heard  the  republican  drum. 

"  Hurrah !  what  a  storm  was  a  brewing, 

The  day  of  our  vengeance  was  come; 
Through  scenes  of  what  carnage  and  ruin 

Did  I  beat  on  the  patriot  drum. 
Let's  drink  to  the  famed  tenth  of  August, 

At  midnight  I  beat  the  tattoo. 
And  woke  up  the  Pikemen  of  Paris, 

To  follow  the  bold  Barbaroux. 

"With  pikes,  and  with  shouts,  and  with  torches, 

March'd  onwards  our  dusty  battalions. 
And  we  girt  the  tall  castle  of  Louis, 

A  million  of  tatterdemalions ! 
We  storm'd  the  fair  gardens  where  tower'd 

The  walls  of  his  heritage  splendid. 
Ah,  shame  on  him,  craven  and  coward. 

That  had  not  the  heart  to  defend  it ! 

"  With  the  crown  of  his  sires  on  his  head. 

His  nobles  and  knights  by  his  side. 
At  the  foot  of  his  ancestors'  palace 

'Twere  easy,  methinks,  to  have  died. 
But  no;  when  we  burst  through  his  barriers, 

'Mid  heaps  of  the  dying  and  dead. 
In  vain  through  the  chambers. we  sought  him, 

He  had  turn'd  like  a  craven  and  fled. 
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"You  all  know  the  Place  de  la  Concorde? 

'Tis  hard  by  the  Tuilerie  wall; 
'Mid  terraces,  fountains,  and  statues, 

There  rises  an  obelisk  tall. 
There  rises  an  obelisk  tall, 

All  garnish'd  and  gilded  the  base  is, 
'Tis  surely  the  gayest  of  all 

Our  beautiful  city's  gay  places. 

"  Around  it  are  gardens  and  flowers, 

And  the  cities  of  France  on  their  thrones, 
Each  crown' d  with  his  circlet  of  flowers. 

Sits  watching  this  biggest  of  stones ! 
I  love  to  go  sit  in  the  sun  there. 

The  flowers  and  fountains  to  see, 
And  to  think  of  the  deeds  that  were  done  there, 

In  the  glorious  year  ninety- three. 

"'Twas  here  stood  the  altar  of  freedom. 

And  though  neither  marble  nor  gilding 
Were  used  in  those  days  to  adorn 

Our  simple  republican  building, 
Corbleu !  but  the  mere  guillotine, 

Cared  little  for  splendour  or  show, 
So  you  gave  her  an  axe  and  a  beam. 

And  a  plank  and  a  basket  or  so. 

"Awful,  and  proud,  and  erect. 

Here  sate  our  republican  goddess; 
Each  morning  her  table  we  deck'd 

With  dainty  aristocrats'  bodies. 
The  people  each  day  flock' d  around. 

As  she  sate  at  her  meat  and  her  wine; 
'Twas  always  the  use  of  our  nation 

To  witness  the  sovereign  dine. 

"  Young  virgins  with  fair  golden  tresses. 

Old  silver- hair' d  prelates  and  priests; 
Dukes,  Marquises,  Barons,  Princesses, 

Were  splendidly  served  at  her  feasts. 
Ventrebleu!  but  we  pamper' d  our  ogress 

With  the  best  that  our  nation  could  bring, 
And  dainty  she  grew  in  her  progress. 

And  called  for  the  head  of  a  King ! 
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"  She  called  for  the  blood  of  our  King, 

And  straight  from  his  prison  we  drew  Mm; 
And  to  her  with  shouting  we  led  him, 

And  took  him,  and  bound  him,  and  slew  him. 
'  The  monarchs  of  Europe  against  me 

Have  plotted  a  godless  alliance; 
I'll  fling  them  the  head  of  King  Louis,' 
She  said,  '  as  my  gage  of  defiance. ' 

"  I  see  him  as  now,  for  a  moment. 
Away  from  his  gaolers  he  broke ; 
And  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  scaffold. 

And  linger'd,  and  fain  would  have  spoke. 
'Ho,  drummer!  quick!  silence  yon  Capet,' 

Says  Santerre,  '  with  a  beat  of  your  drum ; ' 
Lustily  then  did  I  tap  it. 

And  the  son  of  Saint  Louis  was  dumb. 

***** 


Part   II. 

"The  glorious  days  of  September 

Saw  many  aristocrats  fall; 
'Twas  then  that  our  pikes  drunk  the  blood. 

In  the  beautiful  breast  of  Lamballe. 
Pardi,  'twas  a  beautiful  lady! 

I  seldom  have  look'd  on  her  like; 
And  I  drumra'd  for  a  gallant  procession, 

That  march'd  with  her  head  on  a  pike. 

"Let's  show  the  pale  head  to  the  Queen, 

We  said — she'll  remember  it  well; 
She  look'd  from  the  bars  of  her  prison. 

And  shriek'd  as  she  saw  it,  and  fell. 
We  set  up  a  shout  at  her  screaming. 

We  laugh'd  at  the  fright  she  had  shown 
At  the  sight  of  the  head  of  her  minion; 

How  she'd  tremble  to  part  with  her  own. 

"  We  had  taken  the  head  of  King  Capet, 
We  called  for  the  blood  of  his  wife ; 
Undaunted  she  came  to  the  scaffold, 
And  bared  her  fair  neck  to  the  knife. 
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As  she  felt  the  foul  fingers  that  touch'd  her, 
She  shrunk,  but  she  deign' d  not  to  speak, 

She  look'd  with  a  royal  disdain, 

And  died  with  a  blush  on  her  cheek ! 

"  'Twas  thus  that  our  country  was  saved ; 

So  told  us  the  safety  committee ! 
But  psha!  I've  the  heart  of  a  soldier, 

All  gentleness,  mercy,  and  pity. 
I  loathed  to  assist  at  such  deeds. 

And  my  drum  beat  its  loudest  of  tunes 
As  we  offered  to  justice  offended 

The  blood  of  the  bloody  tribunes. 

"  Away  with  such  foul  recollections ! 

No  more  of  the  axe  and  the  block; 
I  saw  the  last  fight  of  the  sections. 

As  they  fell  'neath  our  guns  at  Saint  Eock. 
Young  BoNAPAKTE  led  us  that  day ; 

When  he  sought  the  Italian  frontier, 
I  follow'd  my  gallant  young  captain, 

I  follow'd  him  many  a  long  year. 

"  We  came  to  an  army  in  rags. 

Our  general  was  but  a  boy. 
When  we  first  saw  the  Austrian  flags 

Flaunt  proud  in  the  fields  of  Savoy. 
In  the  glorious  year  ninety-six, 

We  march'd  to  the  banks  of  the  Po ; 
I  carried  my  drum  and  my  sticks, 

And  we  laid  the  proud  Austrian  low. 

"In  triumph  we  enter'd  Milan, 

We  seized  on  the  Mantuan  keys ; 
The  troops  of  the  Emperor  ran, 

And  the  Pope  he  fell  down  on  his  knees."— 
Pierre's  comrades  here  call'd  a  fresh  bottle. 

And  clubbing  together  their  wealth. 
They  drank  to  the  Army  of  Italy, 

And  General  Bonaparte's  health. 

The  drummer  now  bared  his  old  breast, 
And  show'd  us  a  plenty  of  scars, 

Kude  presents  that  Fortune  had  made  him. 
In  fifty  victorious  wars. 


'  I  followed  bold  Ney  through  the  fire.'  " 
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"This  came  when  I  foUow'd  bold  Kleber — 
'Twas  shot  by  a  Mameluke  gun ; 
And  this  from  an  Austrian  sabre, 
When  the  field  of  Marengo  was  won. 

"  My  forehead  has  many  deep  furrows, 

But  this  is  the  deepest  of  all ; 
A  Brunswicker  made  it  at  Jena, 

Beside  the  fair  river  of  Saal. 
This  cross,  'twas  the  Emperor  gave  it; 

(God  bless  him !)  it  covers  a  blow ; 
I  had  it  at  Austerlitz  fight. 

As  I  beat  on  my  drum  in  the  snow. 

"'Twas  thus  that  we  conquer'd  and  fought; 

But  wherefore  continue  the  story? 
There's  never  a  baby  in  France 

But  has  heard  of  our  chief  and  our  glory, — 
But  has  heard  of  our  chief  and  our  fame, 

His  sorrows  and  triumphs  can  tell, 
How  bravely  Napoleon  conquer'd, 

Plow  bravely  and  sadly  he  fell. 

"  It  makes  my  old  heart  to  beat  higher. 

To  think  of  the  deeds  that  I  saw; 
I  follow'd  bold  ISTey  through  the  fire, 

And  charged  at  the  side  of  Murat. " 
And  so  did  old  Peter  continue 

His  story  of  twenty  brave  years ; 
His  audience  follow'd  with  comments — 

Eude  comments  of  curses  and  tears. 

He  told  how  the  Prussians  in  vain 

Had  died  in  defence  of  their  land ; 
His  audience  laugh'd  at  the  story. 

And  vow'd  that  their  captain  was  grand! 
He  had  fought  the  red  English,  he  said, 

In  many  a  battle  of  Spain ; 
They  cursed  the  red  English,  and  pray'd 

To  meet  them  and  fight  them  again. 

He  told  them  how  Russia  was  lost. 

Had  winter  not  driven  them  back ; 
And  his  company  cursed  the  quick  frost, 

And  doubly  they  cursed  the  Cossack. 
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He  told  how  the  stranger  arrived ; 

They  wept  at  the  tale  of  disgrace ; 
And  they  long'd  but  for  one  battle  more, 

The  stain  of  their  shame  to  efface ! 

"  Our  country  their  hordes  overrun, 

We  fled  to  the  fields  of  Champagne, 
And  fought  them,  though  twenty  to  one. 

And  beat  them  again  and  again! 
Our  warrior  was  conquer'd  at  last ; 

They  bade  him  his  crown  to  resign ; 
To  fate  and  his  country  he  yielded 

The  rights  of  himself  and  his  line. 

"  He  came,  and  among  us  he  stood. 

Around  him  we  press'd  in  a  throng. 
We  could  not  regard  him  for  weeping. 

Who  had  led  us  and  loved  us  so  long. 
'  I  have  led  you  for  twenty  long  years,' 

Napoleon  said,  ere  he  went; 
'  Wherever  was  honour  I  found  you, 

And  with  you,  my  sons,  am  content. 

" '  Though  Europe  against  me  was  arm'd. 
Your  chiefs  and  my  people  are  true ; 
I  still  might  have  struggled  with  fortune, 
And  baffled  all  Europe  with  you. 

"*  But  Erance  would  have  suffer'd  the  while, 
'Tis  best  that  I  suffer  alone ; 
I  go  to  my  place  of  exile. 

To  write  of  the  deeds  we  have  done. 

"  '  Be  true  to  the  king  that  they  give  you. 
We  may  not  embrace  ere  we  part; 
But,  General,  reach  me  your  hand. 
And  press  me,  I  pray,  to  your  heart.' 

"He  call'd  for  our  old  battle  standard; 

One  kiss  to  the  eagle  he  gave. 
'  Dear  eagle ! '  he  said,  '  may  this  kiss 

Long  sound  in  the  hearts  of  the  brave ! ' 
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'Twas  thus  that  Napoleon  left  us ; 

Our  people  were  weeping  and  mute, 
As  he  pass'd  through  the  lines  of  his  guard, 

And  our  drums  beat  the  notes  of  salute. 


"I  look'd  when  the  drumming  was  o'er, 

I  look'd,  but  our  hero  was  gone; 
We  were  destined  to  see  him  once  more. 

When  we  fought  on  the  Mount  of  St.  John. 
The  Emperor  rode  through  our  files ; 

'Twas  June,  and  a  fair  Sunday  morn ; 
The  lines  of  our  warriors  for  miles 

Stretch' d  wide  through  the  Waterloo  corn. 

"  In  thousands  we  stood  on  the  plain, 

The  red  coats  were  crowning  the  height ; 
'  Go  scatter  yon  English,'  he  said ; 
'  We'll  sup,  lads,  at  Brussels  to-night.' 
We  answer'd  his  voice  with  a  shout; 
Our  eagles  were  bright  in  the  sun; 
Our  drums  and  our  cannon  spoke  out. 
And  the  thundering  battle  begun. 

"  One  charge  to  another  succeeds. 

Like  waves  that  a  hurricane  bears; 
All  day  do  our  galloping  steeds 

Dash  fierce  on  the  enemy's  squares. 
At  noon  we  began  the  fell  onset : 

We  charged  up  the  Englishman's  hill; 
And  madly  we  charged  it  at  sunset — 

His  banners  were  floating  there  still. 

"  —  Go  to !  I  will  tell  you  no  more ; 

You  know  how  the  battle  was  lost. 
Ho !  fetch  me  a  beaker  of  wine, 

And,  comrades,  I'll  give  you  a  toast. 
I'll  give  you  a  curse  on  all  traitors. 

Who  plotted  our  Emperor's  ruin; 
And  a  curse  on  those  red-coated  English, 

Whose  bayonets  help'd  our  undoing. 
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"  A  curse  on  those  British  assassins, 

Who  order'd  tlie  slaughter  of  Ney; 
A  curse  on  Sir  Hudson,  who  tortured 

The  life  of  our  hero  away. 
A  curse  on  all  Russians — I  hate  them — 

On  all  Prussian  and  Austrian  fry ; 
And,  0  !  but  I  pray  we  may  meet  them 

And  fight  them  again  ere  I  die." 


'Twas  thus  old  Peter  did  conclude 
His  chronicle  with  curses  fit. 

He  spoke  the  tale  in  accents  rude, 
In  ruder  verse  I  copied  it. 

Perhaps  the  tale  a  moral  bears, 

(All  tales  in  time  to  this  must  come, ) 

The  story  of  two  hundred  years 
Writ  on  the  parchment  of  a  drum. 

What  Peter  told  with  drum  and  stick. 
Is  endless  theme  for  poet's  pen : 

Is  found  in  endless  quartos  thick. 
Enormous  books  by  learned  men. 

And  ever  since  historian  writ, 

And  ever  since  a  bard  could  sing, 

Doth  each  exalt  with  all  his  wit. 
The  noble  art  of  murdering. 

We  love  to  read  the  glorious  page. 
How  bold  Achilles  kill'd  his  foe : 

And  Turnus,  fell'd  by  Trojans'  rage. 
Went  howling  to  the  shades  below. 

How  Godfrey  led  his  red-cross  knights, 
How  mad  Orlando  slash'd  and  slew; 

There's  not  a  single  bard  that  writes, 
But  doth  the  glorious  theme  renew. 

And  while  in  fashion  picturesque, 
The  poet  rhymes  of  blood  and  blows, 

The  grave  historian,  at  his  desk, 
Describes  the  same  in  classic  prose. 
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Go  read  the  works  of  Eeverend  Cox, 

You'll  duly  see  recorded  there 
The  history  of  the  self-same  knocks 

Here  roughly  sung  by  Drummer  Pierre. 

Of  battles  fierce  and  warriors  big, 

He  writes  in  phrases  dull  and  slow, 
And  waves  his  cauliflower  wig, 

And  shouts  "  Saint  George  for  Marlborow ! " 


Take  Doctor  Southey  from  the  shelf. 
An  LL.D., — a  peaceful  man ; 

Good  Lord,  how  doth  he  plume  himself, 
Because  we  beat  the  Corsican ! 


From  first  to  last  his  page  is  filled 

With  stirring  tales  how  blows  were  struck. 

He  shows  how  we  the  Frenchmen  kill'd, 
And  praises  God  for  our  good  luck. 

Some  hints,  'tis  true,  of  politics 

The  doctors  give  and  statesman's  art: 

Pierre  only  bangs  his  drum  and  sticks, 
And  understands  the  bloody  part. 

He  cares  not  what  the  cause  may  be, 
He  is  not  nice  for  wrong  and  right; 

But  show  him  where's  the  enemy. 
He  only  asks  to  drum  and  fight. 

They  bid  him  fight, — perhaps  he  wins. 

And  when  he  tells  the  story  o'er. 
The  honest  savage  brags  and  grins. 

And  only  longs  to  tight  once  more. 

But  luck  may  change,  and  valour  fail. 
Our  drummer,  Peter,  meet  reverse. 

And  with  a  moral  points  his  tale — 
The  end  of  all  such  tales — a  curse. 
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Last  year,  my  love,  it  was  my  hap 

Behind  a  grenadier  to  be, 
And,  but  he  wore  a  hairy  cap, 

No  taller  man,  methinks,  than  me. 

Prince  Albert  and  the  Queen,  God  wot, 
(Be  blessings  on  the  glorious  pair!) 

Before  us  pass'd,  I  saw  them  not, 
I  only  saw  a  cap  of  hair. 

Your  orthodox  historian  puts 

In  foremost  rank  the  soldier  thus, 

The  red-eoat  bully  in  his  boots. 

That  hides  the  march  of  men  from  us. 

He  puts  him  there  in  foremost  rank, 
You  wonder  at  his  cap  of  hair : 

You  hear  his  sabre's  cursed  clank. 
His  spurs  are  jingling  everywhere. 

Go  to !  I  hate  him  and  his  trade : 
Who  bade  us  so  to  cringe  and  bend. 

And  all  God's  peaceful  people  made 
To  such  as  him  subservient? 

Tell  me  what  find  we  to  admire 
In  epaulets  and  scarlet  coats, 

In  men,  because  they  load  and  fire, 
And  know  the  art  of  cutting  throats? 


Ah,  gentle,  tender  lady  mine ! 

The  winter  wind  blows  cold  and  shrill, 
Come,  fill  me  one  more  glass  of  wine. 

And  give  the  silly  fools  their  will. 

And  what  care  we  for  war  and  wrack. 
How  kings  and  heroes  rise  and  fall; 

Look  yonder,*  in  his  coffin  black, 
There  lies  the  greatest  of  them  all ! 

*  This  ballad  was  written  at  Paris  at  the  time  of  the  Second  Fu- 
neral of  Napoleon. 
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To  pluck  him  down,  and  keep  him  up, 

Died  many  million  human  souls ; 
'Tis  twelve  o'clock,  and  time  to  sup. 

Bid  Mary  heap  the  fire  with  coals. 

He  captured  many  thousand  guns; 

He  wrote  "The  Great"  before  his  name; 
And  dying,  onlj'  left  his  sons 

The  recollection  of  his  shame. 

Though  more  than  half  the  world  was  his, 

He  died  without  a  rood  his  own, 
And  borrow' d  from  his  enemies 

Six  foot  of  ground  to  lie  upon. 

He  fought  a  thousand  glorious  wars, 

And  more  than  half  the  world  was  his, 
And  somewhere,  now,  in  yonder  stars, 
Can  tell,  mayhap,  what  greatness  is. 
1841. 
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ABD-EL-KADEE   AT   TOULON. 

OK,  THE    CAGED    HAWK 

No  more,  thou  lithe  and  loug-winged  hawk,  of  desert-life 

for  thee ; 
No  more  across  the  sultry  sands  shalt  thou  go  swooping 

free: 
Blunt  idle  talons,  idle  beak,  with  spurning  of  thy  chain. 
Shatter  against  thy  cage  the  wing  thou  ne'er  may'st  spread 

again. 

Long,  sitting  by  their  watchfires,  shall  the  Kabyles  tell  the 

tale 
Of  thy  dash  from  Ben  Halifa  on  the  fat  Metidja  vale ; 
How  thou  swept' St  the  desert  over,  bearing  down  the  wild 

El  EifE, 
From  eastern  Beni  Salah  to  western  Ouad  Shelif ; 

How  thy  white  burnous  went  streaming,  like  the  storm- 
rack  o'er  the  sea. 

When  thou  rodest  in  the  vanward  of  the  Moorish  chiv- 
alry; 

How  thy  razzia  was  a  whirlwind,  thy  onset  a  simoom. 

How  thy  sword-sweep  was  the  lightning,  dealing  death 
from  out  the  gloom ! 

Nor  less  quick  to  slay  in  battle  than  in  peace  to  spare  and 

save. 
Of  brave  men  wisest  councillor,  of  wise  councillors  most 

brave ; 
How  the  eye  that  flashed  destruction  could  beam  gentleness 

and  love. 
How  lion  in  thee  mated  lamb,  how  eagle  mated  dove! 

Availed  not  or  steel  or  shot  'gainst  that  charmed  life  secure. 
Till  cunning  France,  in  last  resource,  tossed  up  the  golden 
lure ; 


'  How  thy  sword-sweep  was  the  ''shtnin&"  .  ^^        ^^ 
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And  the  carrion  buzzards  round  him  stooped,  faithless,  to 

the  cast. 
And  the  wild  hawk  of  the  desert  is  caught  and  caged  at 

last. 

Weep,  maidens  of  Zerifah,  above  the  laden  loom ! 

Scar,  chieftains  of  Al  Elmah,  your  cheeks  in  grief  and 

gloom ! 
Sons  of  the  Beui  Snazam,  throw  down  the  useless  lance. 
And  stoop  your  necks  and  bare  your  backs  to  yoke  and 

scourge  of  France ! 

'Twas  not  in  fight  they  bore  him  down;  he  never  cried 

aman  ; 
He  never  sunk  his  sword  before  the  Pkince  of  Feanghi- 

stan; 
But  with  traitors  all  around  him,  his  star  upon  the  wane, 
He  heard  the  voice  of  Allah,  and  he  would  not  strive  in 

vain. 

They  gave  him  what  he  asked  them;  from  king  to  king  he 

spake, 
As  one  that  plighted  word  and  seal  not  knoweth  how  to 

break ; 
"  Let  me  pass  from  out  my  deserts,  be't  mine  own  choice 

where  to  go, 
I  brook  DO  fettered  life  to  live,  a  captive  and  a  show." 

And  they  promised  and  he  trusted  them,   and  proud  and 

calm  he  came. 
Upon  his  black  mare  riding,  girt  with  his  sword  of  fame. 
Good  steed,  good  sword,  he  rendered  both  unto  the  Frauk- 

ish  throng ; 
He  knew  them  false  and  fickle — but  a  Prince's  word  is 

strong. 

How  have  they  kept  their  promise?  Turned  they  the  ves- 
sel's prow 

Unto  Acre,  Alexandria,  as  they  have  sworn  e'en  now? 

Not  so :  from  Oran  northwards  the  white  sails  gleam  and 
glance. 

And  the  wild  hawk  of  the  desert  is  borne  away  to  France ! 
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Where  Toulon's  white- walled  lazaret  looks  southward  o'er 

the  wave, 
Sits  he  that  trusted  in  the  word  a  son  of  Louis  gave. 
O  noble  faith  of  noble  heart !     And  was  the  warning  vain, 
The  text  writ  by  the  Boukbon  in  the  blurred  black  book 

of  Spain? 

They  have  need  of  thee  to  gaze  on,  they  have  need  of  thee 

to  grace 
The  triumph  of  the  Prince,  to  gild  the  pinchbeck  of  their 

race. 
Words  are  but  wind,   conditions  must    be    construed  by 

GuizoT ; 
Dash  out  thy  heart,  thou  desert  hawk,  ere  thou  art  made 

a  show ! 
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THE  KING  OP  BRENTFORD'S  TESTAMENT. 

The  noble  king  of  Brentford 

Was  old  and  very  sick, 
He  summon' d  his  physicians 

To  wait  upon  him  quick; 
They  stepp'd  into  their  coaches 

And  brought  their  best  physick. 

They  cramm'd  their  gracious  master 

With  potion  and  with  pill ; 
They  drench'd  him  and  they  bled  him : 

They  could  not  cure  his  ill. 
"Go  fetch,"  says  he,  "my  lawyer, 

I'd  better  make  my  will." 

The  monarch's  royal  mandate 

The  lawyer  did  obey ; 
The  thought  of  six-and-eightpenee 

Did  make  his  heart  full  gay. 
"What  is't,"  says  he,  "your  majesty 

Would  wish  of  me  to-day?  " 

"The  doctors  have  belabour'd  me 
With  potion  and  with  pill : 
My  hours  of  life  are  counted, 

0  man  of  tape  and  quill ! 

Sit  down  and  mend  a  pen  or  two, 

1  want  to  make  my  will. 

"O'er  all  the  land  of  Brentford 

I'm  lord  and  eke  of  Kew : 
I've  three  per  cents  and  five  per  cents; 

My  debts  are  but  a  few; 
And  to  inherit  after  me 

I  have  but  children  two. 
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'*  Prince  Thomas  is  my  eldest  son, 

A  sober  prince  is  he, 
And  from  the  day  we  breech'd  him 

Till  now,  he's  twenty- three, 
He  never  caused  disquiet 

To  his  poor  Mamma  or  me. 

""  At  school  they  never  flogg'd  him, 
At  college  though  not  fast. 

Yet  his  little  go,  and  great  go 
He  creditably  pass'd. 

And  made  his  year's  allowance 
For  eighteen  months  to  last. 

"He  never  owed  a  shilling. 
Went  never  drunk  to  bed. 

He  has  not  two  ideas 

Within  his  honest  head — 

In  all  respects  he  differs 

Prom  my  second  son,  Prince  Ned. 

"  When  Tom  has  half  his  income 
Laid  by  at  the  year's  end, 

Poor  Ned  has  ne'er  a  stiver 
That  rightly  he  may  spend. 

But  sponges  on  a  tradesman. 
Or  borrows  from  a  friend. 

"  While  Tom  his  legal  studies 

Most  soberly  pursues. 
Poor  Ned  must  pass  his  mornings 

A-dawdling  with  the  Muse : 
While  Tom  frequents  his  banker. 

Young  Ned  frequents  the  Jews. 

"Ned  drives  about  in  buggies, 
Tom  sometimes  takes  a  'bus; 

Ah,  cruel  fate,  why  made  you 
My  children  differ  thus? 

Why  make  of  Tom  a  dullard, 
And  Ned  a  genius  ?  " 


BALLADS.  23 

"You'll  cut  him  with  a  shilling," 

Exclaimed  the  man  of  wits : 
"I'll  leave  my  wealth,"  said  Brentford, 
"Sir  lawyer,  as  befits; 
And  portion  both  their  fortunes 
Unto  their  several  wits." 

"Your  Grace  knows  best,"  the  lawyer  said, 

"On  your  commands  I  wait." 
"Be  silent.  Sir,"  says  Brentford, 
"  A  plague  upon  your  prate ! 
Come,  take  your  pen  and  paper. 
And  write  as  I  dictate." 

The  will  as  Brentford  spoke  it 

Was  writ  and  signed  and  closed; 
He  bade  the  lawyer  leave  him. 

And  turn'd  him  round  and  dozed ; 
And  next  week  in  the  churchyard 

The  good  old  King  reposed. 

Tom,  dress'd  in  crape  and  hatband, 

Of  mourners  was  the  chief; 
In  bitter  self-upbraidings 

Poor  Edward  showed  his  grief : 
Tom  hid  his  fat  white  countenance 

In  his  pocket-handkerchief. 

Ned's  eyes  were  full  of  weeping, 

He  falter'd  in  his  walk; 
Tom  never  shed  a  tear. 

But  onwards  he  did  stalk. 
As  pompous,  black,  and  solemn. 

As  any  catafalque. 

And  when  the  bones  of  Brentford — 

That  gentle  king  aud  just — 
With  bell  and  book  and  candle 
Were  duly  laid  iu  dust, 
"Now,  gentlemen,"  says  Thomas, 
"  Let  business  be  discussed. 
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"  When  late  our  sire  beloved 

Was  taken  deadly  ill, 
Sir  Lawyer,  you  attended  him. 

(I  mean  to  tax  your  bill)  ; 
And,  as  you  signed  and  wrote  it, 

I  pry'thee  read  the  will." 

The  lawyer  wiped  his  spectacles, 
And  drew  the  parchment  out ; 

And  all  the  Brentford  family 
Sate  eager  round  about : 

Poor  Ned  was  somewhat  anxious. 
But  Tom  had  ne'er  a  doubt. 

"  My  son,  as  I  make  ready 
To  seek  my  last  long  home. 

Some  cares  I  had  for  Neddy, 
But  none  for  thee,  my  Tom : 

Sobriety  and  order 

You  ne'er  departed  from. 

"  Ned  hath  a  brilliant  genius. 
And  thou  a  plodding  brain; 
On  thee  I  think  with  pleasure, 
On  him  with  doubt  and  pain." 
("You  see,  good  Ned,"  says  Thomas, 
"  What  he  thought  about  us  twain.") 

"Though  small  was  your  allowance, 
You  saved  a  little  store; 

And  those  who  save  a  little 
Shall  get  a  plenty  more." 

As  the  lawyer  read  this  compliment, 
Tom's  eyes  were  running  o'er. 

"The  tortoise  and  the  hare,  Tom, 
Set  out,  at  each  his  pace; 

The  hare  it  was  the  fleeter. 
The  tortoise  won  the  race ; 

And  since  the  world's  beginning 
This  ever  was  the  case. 
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"Ned's  genius,  blythe  and  singing, 
Steps  gaily  o'er  the  ground; 

As  steadily  you  trudge  it 
He  clears  it  with  a  bound ; 

But  dullness  has  stout  legs,  Tom, 
And  wind  that's  wondrous  sound. 

"O'er  fruits  and  flowers  alike,  Tom, 
You  pass  with  plodding  feet ; 

You  heed  not  one  nor  t'other. 
But  onwards  go  your  beat, 

While  genius  stops  to  loiter 
With  all  that  he  may  meet; 

"And  ever  as  he  wanders. 

Will  have  a  pretext  fine 
For  sleeping  in  the  morning, 

Or  loitering  to  dine. 
Or  dozing  in  the  shade, 

Or  basking  in  the  shine. 

"  Your  little  steady  eyes,  Tom, 
Though  not  so  bright  as  those 

That  restless  round  about  him 
Your  flashing  genius  throws. 

Are  excellently  suited 
To  look  before  your  nose. 

"  Thank  heaven,  then,  for  the  blinkers 
It  placed  before  your  eyes ; 

The  stupidest  are  weakest. 
The  witty  are  not  wise ; 

Oh,  bless  your  good  stupidity, 
It  is  your  dearest  prize ! 

"And  though  my  lands  are  wide. 

And  plenty  is  my  gold, 
Still  better  gifts  from  Nature, 

My  Thomas,  do  you  hold — 
A  brain  that's  thick  and  heavy, 

A  heart  that's  dull  and  cold. 
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"  Too  dull  to  feel  depression, 
Too  hard  to  heed  distress, 

Too  cold  to  yield  to  passion 
Or  silly  tenderness. 

March  on — your  road  is  open 
To  wealth,  Tom,  and  success. 

"  Ned  sinneth  in  extravagance, 

And  you  in  greedy  lust." 
("I  faith,"  says  Ned,  "our  father 

Is  less  polite  than  just.") 
"In  you,  son  Tom,  I've  confidence 
But  Ned  I  cannot  trust 


"  Wherefore  my  lease  and  copyholds, 

My  lands  and  tenements. 
My  parks,  my  farms,  and  orchards. 

My  houses  and  my  rents. 
My  Dutch  stock  and  my  Spanish  stock. 

My  five  and  three  per  cents; 

"I  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas." 

("  What  all?  "  poor  Edward  said; 

"  Well,  well,  I  should  have  spent  them, 
And  Tom's  a  prudent  head  ") 

"  I  leave  to  you,  my  Thomas, — 
To  you  IN  TKUST  for  Ned." 

The  wrath  and  consternation 
What  poet  e'er  could  trace 

That  at  this  fatal  passage 

Came  o'er  Prince  Tom,  his  face; 

The  wonder  of  the  company. 
And  honest  Ned's  amaze! 

"  'Tis  surely  some  mistake," 
Good-naturedly  cries  Ned ; 
The  lawyer  answered  gravely, 
"  'Tis  even  as  I  said ; 
'Twas  thus  his  gracious  majesty 
Ordain'd  on  his  death-bed. 
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"  See,  here  the  will  is  witness'd, 

And  here's  his  autograph;  " 
"In  truth,  our  father's  writing," 

Says  Edward,  with  a  laugh; 
"  But  thou  shalt  not  be  a  loser,  Tom 

We'll  share  it  half  and  half." 

"  Alas !  my  kind  young  gentleman, 

This  sharing  cannot  be; 
'Tis  written  in  the  testament 

That  Brentford  spoke  to  me, 
'  I  do  forbid  Prince  Ned  to  give 

Prince  Tom  a  halfpenny. 

"  '  He  hath  a  store  of  money, 

But  ne'er  was  known  to  lend  it; 
He  never  help'd  his  brother; 

The  poor  he  ne'er  befriended; 
He  hath  no  need  of  property 

Who  knows  not  how  to  spend  it. 

" '  Poor  Edward  knows  but  how  to  spend. 

And  thrifty  Tom  to  hoard; 
Let  Thomas  be  the  steward  then. 

And  Edward  be  the  lord; 
And  as  the  honest  labourer 

Is  worthy  his  reward, 

"  '  I  pray  Prince  Ned,  my  second  son. 

And  my  successor  dear, 
To  pay  to  his  intendant 

Five  hundred  pounds  a  year; 
And  to  think  of  his  old  father, 

And  live  and  make  good  cheer. '  " 

Such  was  old  Brentford's  honest  testament. 
He  did  devise  his  moneys  for  the  best. 
And  lies  in  Brentford  church  in  peaceful  rest. 

Prince  Edward  lived,  and  money  made  and  spent; 
But  his  good  sire  was  wrong,  it  is  confess'd. 

To  say  his  son,  young  Thomas,  never  lent. 
He  did.     Young  Thomas  lent  at  interest. 

And  nobly  took  his  twenty-five  per  cent. 
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Long  time  the  famous  reign  of  Ned  endured 

O'er  Chiswick,  Fulham,  Brentford,  Putney,  Kew; 

But  of  extravagance  he  ne'er  was  cured. 

And  when  both  died,  as  mortal  men  will  do, 

'Twas  commonly  reported  that  the  steward 
Was  very  much  the  richer  of  the  two. 
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THE  WHITE   SQUALL. 

On  deck,  beneath  the  awning, 
I  dozing  lay  and  yawning; 
It  was  the  grey  of  dawning. 

Ere  yet  the  sun  arose; 
And  above  the  funnel's  roaring, 
And  the  fitful  wind's  deploring, 
I  heard  the  cabin  snoring 

With  universal  nose. 
I  could  hear  the  passengers  snorting— 
I  envied  their  disporting — 
Vainly  I  was  courting 

The  pleasure  of  a  doze ! 

So  I  lay,  and  wondered  why  light 
Came  not,  and  watched  the  twilight, 
And  the  glimmer  of  the  skylight. 

That  shot  across  the  deck; 
And  the  binnacle  pale  and  steady. 
And  the  dull  glimpse  of  the  dead-eye, 
And  the  sparks  in  fiery  eddy 

That  whirled  from  the  chimney  neck. 
In  our  jovial  floating  prison 
There  was  sleep  from  fore  to  mizen. 
And  never  a  star  had  risen 

The  hazy  sky  to  speck. 

Strange  company  we  harboured; 
We'd  a  hundred  Jews  to  larboard. 
Unwashed,  uncombed,  unbarbered — 

Jews  black,  and  brown,  and  gray; 
With  terror  it  would  seize  ye. 
And  make,  your  souls  uneasy. 
To  see  those  Eabbis  greasy, 

Who  did  nought  but  scratch  and  pray : 

Their  dirty  children  puking — 
Their  dirty  saucepans  cooking — 
Their  dirty  fingers  hooking 
Their  swarming  fleas  away. 
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To  starboard,  Turks  and  Greeks  were — 
Whiskered  and  brown  their  cheeks  were- 
Enormous  wide  their  breeks  were, 

Their  pipes  did  puff  away; 
Each  on  his  mat  allotted 
In  silence  smoked  and  squatted, 
Whilst  round  their  children  trotted 

In  pretty,  pleasant  play. 
He  can't  but  smile  who  traces 
The  smiles  on  those  brown  faces. 
And  the  pretty  prattling  graces 

Of  those  small  heathens  gay. 

And  so  the  hours  kept  tolling, 

And  through  the  ocean  rolling 

Went  the  brave  Iberia  bowling 

Before  the  break  of  day 

When  A  SQUALL,  upon  a  sudden, 
Came  o'er  the  waters  scudding; 
And  the  clouds  began  to  gather, 
And  the  sea  was  lashed  to  lather, 
And  the  lowering  thunder  grumbled. 
And  the  lightning  jumped  and  tumbled, 
And  the  ship,  and  all  the  ocean. 
Woke  up  in  wild  commotion. 
Then  the  wind  set  up  a  howling, 
And  the  poodle  dog  a  yowling, 
And  the  cocks  began  a  crowing. 
And  the  old  cow  raised  a  lowing, 
As  she  heard  the  tempest  blowing; 
And  fowls  and  geese  did  cackle, 
And  the  cordage  and  the  tackle 
Began  to  shriek  and  crackle; 
And  the  spray  dashed  o'er  the  funnels, 
And  down  the  deck  in  runnels; 
And  the  rushing  water  soaks  all, 
•  From  the  seamen  in  the  fo'ksal. 
To  the  stokers  whose  black  faces 
Peer  out  of  their  bed-places; 
And  the  captain  he  was  bawling, 
And  the  sailors  pulling,  hauling, 
And  the  quarter-deck  tarpauling 
Was  shivered  in  the  squalling; 
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And  the  passengers  awaken, 

Most  pitifully  shaken; 

And  the  steward  jumps  up,  and  hastens 

For  the  necessary  basins. 

Then  the  Greeks  they  groaned  and  quivered, 
And  they  kuelt  and  moaned,  and  shivered, 
As  the  plunging  waters  met  them, 
And  splashed  and  overset  them; 
And  they  call  in  their  emergence 
Upon  countless  saints  and  virgins; 
And  their  marrowbones  are  bended, 
And  they  think  the  world  is  ended. 

And  the  Turkish  women  for'ard 
Were  frightened  and  behorror'd; 
And  shrieking  and  bewildering. 
The  mothers  clutched  their  children; 
The  men  sung  "  Allah !  lUah ! 
Mashallah  Bismillah! " 
As  the  warring  waters  doused  them; 
And  splashed  them  and  soused  them ; 
And  they  called  upon  the  Prophet, 
And  thought  but  little  of  it. 

Then  all  the  fleas  in  Jewry 

Jumped  up  and  bit  like  fury ; 

And  the  progeny  of  Jacob 

Did  on  the  main-deck  wake  up 

(I  wot  those  greasy  Eabbins 

Would  never  pay  for  cabins) ; 

And  each  man  moaned  and  jabbered  in 

His  filthy  Jewish  gaberdine. 

In  woe  and  lamentation. 

And  howling  consternation. 

And  the  splashing  water  drenches 

Their  dirty  brats  and  wenches ; 

And  they  crawl  from  bales  and  benches. 

In  a  hundred  thousand  stenches. 

This  was  the  White  Squall  famous, 
Which  latterly  o'ercame  us, 
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And  whicli  all  will  well  remember 

On  the  28th  September ; 

When  a  Prussian  captain  of  Lancers 

(Those  tight-laced,  whiskered  prancers) 

Came  on  the  deck  astonished, 

By  that  wild  squall  admonished, 

And  wondering  cried,  "  Potz  tausend, 

Wie  ist  der  Sturm  jetzt  brausend?  " 

And  looked  at  Captain  Lewis, 

Who  calmly  stood  and  blew  his 

Cigar  in  all  the  bustle, 

And  scorned  the  tempest's  tussle, 

And  oft  we've  thought  hereafter 

How  he  beat  the  storm  to  laughter; 

For  well  he  knew  his  vessel 

With  that  vain  wind  could  wrestle; 

And  when  a  wreck  we  thought  her, 

And  doomed  ourselves  to  slaughter, 

How  gaily  he  fought  her. 

And  through  the  hubbub  brought  her. 

And  as  the  tempest  caught  her. 

Cried  "G-eorgb!  Some  brandy  and  water!" 

And  when,  its  force  expended, 
The  harmless  storm  was  ended, 
And,  as  the  sunrise  splendid 

Came  blushing  o'er  the  sea; 
I  thought,  as  day  was  breaking^ 
My  little  girls  were  waking. 
And  smiling,  and  making 

A  prayer  at  home  for  me. 
1844. 
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PEG   OP  LIMAVADDY. 

Riding  from  Coleraine 

(Famed  for  lovely  Kitty), 
Came  a  Cockney  bound 

Unto  Derry  city; 
Weary  was  his  soul, 

Shivering  and  sad,  he 
Bumped  along  the  road 

Leads  to  Limavaddy. 

Mountains  stretch' d  around, 

Gloomy  was  their  tinting, 
And  the  horse's  hoofs 

Made  a  dismal  dinting; 
Wind  upon  the  heath 

Howling  was  and  piping, 
On  the  heath  and  bog, 

Black  with  many  a  snipe  in; 
'Mid  the  bogs  of  black 

Silver  pools  were  flashing. 
Crows  upon  their  sides 

Picking  and  splashing. 
Cockney  on  the  car 

Closer  folds  his  plaidy. 
Grumbling  at  the  road 

Leads  to  Limavaddy. 

Through  the  crashing  woods 

Autumn  brawl'd  and  bluster'd, 
Tossing  round  about 

Leaves  the  hue  of  mustard ; 
Yonder  lay  Lough  Foyle, 

Which  a  storm  was  whipping, 
Covering  with  mist 

Lake,  and  shores  and  shipping. 

Up  and  down  the  hill 

(Nothing  could  be  bolder). 

Horse  went  with  a  raw. 
Bleeding  on  his  shoulder, 
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"  Where  are  horses  changed?  " 
Said  I  to  the  laddy 
Driving  on  the  box : 
"  Sir,  at  Limavaddy." 

Limavaddy  inn's 

But  a  humble  baithouse, 
Where  you  may  procure 

Whiskey  and  potatoes ; 
Landlord  at  the  door 

Gives  a  smiling  welcome — 
To  the  shivering  wights 

Who  to  his  hotel  come. 
Landlady  within 

Sits  and  knits  a  stocking, 
With  a  wary  foot 

Baby's  cradle  rocking. 
To  the  chimney  nook, 

Having  found  admittance, 
There  I  watch  a  pup 

Playing  with  two  kittens ; 
(Playing  round  the  fire. 

Which  of  blazing  turf  is, 
Roaring  to  the  pot 

Which  bubbles  with  the  murphies) ; 
And  the  cradled  babe, 

Fond  the  mother  nursed  it, 
Singing  it  a  song 

As  she  twists  the  worsted! 


Up  and  down  the  stair 

Two  more  young  ones  patter, 
(Twins  were  never  seen 

Dirtier  nor  fatter) ; 
Both  have  mottled  legs, 

Both  have  snubby  noses, 
Both  have — Here  the  host 

Kindly  interposes : 
"  Sure  you  must  be  froze. 

With  the  sleet  and  hail,  sir. 
So  will  you.  have  some  punch, 

Or  will  you  have  some  ale,  sir?  " 
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Presently  a  maid 

Enters  with  the  liquor, 
(Half  a  pint  of  ale 

Frothing  in  a  beaker). 
Gads!  I  didn't  know 

What  my  beating  heart  meant, 
Hebe's  self  I  thought 

Entered  the  apartment. 
As  she  came  she  smiled, 

And  the  smile  bewitching. 
On  my  word  and  honour, 

Lighted  all  the  kitchen ! 

With  a  curtsey  neat 

Greeting  the  new-comer 
Lovely,  smiling  Peg 

Offers  me  the  rummer; 
But  my  trembling  hand 

Up  the  beaker  tilted, 
And  the  glass  of  ale 

Every  drop  I  spilt  it: 
Spilt  it  every  drop, 

(Dames,  who  read  my  volumes, 
Pardon  such  a  word). 

On  my  what-d'ye-call-'ems! 

Witnessing  the  sight 

Of  that  dire  disaster. 
Out  began  to  laugh 

Missis,  maid,  and  master; 
Such  a  merry  peal, 

'Specially  Miss  Peg's  was, 
(As  .the  glass  of  ale 

Trickling  down  my  legs  was,) 
That  the  joyful  sound 

Of  that  mingling  laughter 
Echoed  in  my  ears 

Many  a  long  day  after. 

Such  a  silver  peal ! 

In  the  nieadows  listening, 
You  who've  heard  the  bells 

Ringing  to  a  christening; 
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You  who  ever  heard 

Caradori  pretty, 
Smiling  like  an  angel, 

Singing  "  Giovinetti;  " 
Fancy  Peggy's  laugh. 

Sweet,  and  clear,  and  cheerful, 
At  my  pantaloons 

With  half  a  pint  of  beer  full! 

When  the  laugh  was  done, 

Peg  the  pretty  hussy. 
Moved  about  tho  room 

Wonderfully  busy; 
Now  she  looks  to  see 

If  the  kettle  keep  hot ; 
Now  she  rubs  the  spoons, 

Now  she  cleans  the  tea-pot; 
Now  she  sets  the  cups 

Trimly  and  secure ; 
Now  she  scours  a  pot. 

And  so  it  was  I  drew  her. 

Thus  it  was  I  drew  her 

Scouring  of  a  kettle, 
(Paith !  her  blushing  cheeks 

Eedden'd  on  the  metal!) 
Ah!  but  'tis  in  vain 

That  I  try  to  sketch  it ; 
The  pot  perhaps  is  like. 

But  Peggy's  face  is  wretched. 
No  the  best  of  lead. 

And  of  Indian  rubber, 
Never  could  depict 

That  sweet  kettle-scrubber! 

See  her  as  she  moves ! 

Scarce  the  ground  she  touches, 
Airy  as  a  fay. 

Graceful  as  a  duchess; 
Bare  her  rounded  arm, 

Bare  her  little  leg  is, 
Vestris  never  show'd 

Ankles  like  to  Peggy's; 
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Braided  is  her  hair. 

Soft  her  look  and  modest, 
Slim  her  little  waist 

Comfortably  boddiced. 

This  I  do  declare, 

Happy  is  the  laddy 
Who  the  heart  can  share 

Of  Peg  of  Limavaddy; 
Married  if  she  were, 

Blest  would  be  the  daddy, 
Of  the  children  fair 

Of  Peg  of  Limavaddy. 
Beauty  is  not  rare 

In  the  land  of  Paddy, 
Fair  beyond  compare 

Is  Peg  of  Limavaddy. 

Citizen  or  Squire, 

Tory,  Whig,  or  Radi- 
cal would  all  desire 

Peg  of  Limavaddy. 
Had  I  Homer's  fire. 

Or  that  of  Serjeant  Taddy, 
Meetly  I'd  admire 

Peg  of  Limavaddy. 
And  till  I  expire, 

Or  till  I  grow  mad,  I 
Will  sing  unto  my  lyre 

Peg  of  Limavaddy! 
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MAY-DAY  ODE. 

But  yesterday  a  naked  sod, 

The  dandies  sneered  from  Rotten  Row, 
And  cantered  o'er  it  to  and  fro; 

And  see  'tis  done ! 
As  though  'twere  by  a  wizard's  rod 
A  blazing  arch  of  lucid  glass 
Leaps  like  a  fountain  from  the  grass 
To  meet  the  sun ! 

A  quiet  green  but  few  days  since, 
With  cattle  browsing  in  the  shade, 
And  here  are  lines  of  bright  arcade 
In  order  raised ! 
A  palace  as  for  fairy  Prince, 
A  rare  pavilion,  such  as  man 
Saw  never,  since  mankind  began 

And  built  and  glazed ! 

A  peaceful  place  it  was  but  now, 
And  lo !  within  its  shining  streets 
A  multitude  of  nations  meets; 

A  countless  throng, 
I  see  beneath  the  crystal  bow. 

And  Gaul  and  German,  Buss  and  Turk, 
Each  with  his  native  handiwork 

And  busy  tongue. 

I  felt  a  thrill  of  love  and  awe 
To  mark  the  different  garb  of  each. 
The  changing  tongue,  the  various  speech 
Together  blent. 
A  thrill,  methinks,  like  His  who  saw 
"  All  people  dwelling  upon  earth 
Praising  our  God  with  solemn  mirth 

And  one  consent." 

High  sovereign,  in  your  Eoyal  state, 
Captains,  and  chiefs,  and  councillors, 
Before  the  lofty  palace  doors 

Are  open  set; 
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Hush!  ere  you  pass  the  shining  gate; 
Hush !  ere  the  heaving  curtain  draws, 
And  let  the  Royal  pageant  pause 

A  moment  yet. 

People  and  prince  a  silence  keep ! 
Bow  coronet  and  kingly  crown, 
Helmet  and  plume,  bow  lowly  down, 

The  while  the  priest, 
Before  the  splendid  portal  step, 

(While  still  the  wondrous  banquet  stays,) 
From  Heaven  supreme  a  blessing  prays 
Upon  the  feast. 

Then  onwards  let  the  triumph  march ; 
Then  let  the  loud  artillery  roll, 
And  trumpets  ring,  and  joy-bells  toll, 
And  pass  the  gate. 
Pass  underneath  the  shining  arch, 

'Neath  which  the  leafy  elms  are  green ; 
Ascend  unto  your  throne,  0  queen! 

And  take  your  state. 

Behold  her  in  her  Royal  place ; 
A  gentle  lady;  and  the  hand 
That  sways  the  sceptre  of  this  land. 

How  frail  and  weak! 
Soft  is  the  voice,  and  fair  the  face. 

She  breathes  amen  to  prayer  and  hymn ; 
No  wonder  that  her  eyes  are  dim. 

And  pale  her  cheek. 

This  moment  round  her  empire's  shores 
The  winds  of  Austral  winter  sweep. 
And  thousands  lie  in  midnight  sleep 
At  rest  to  day. 
O !  awful  is  that  crown  of  yours, 
Queen  of  innumerable  realms. 
Sitting  beneath  the  budding  elms 

Of  English  May! 

A  wondrous  sceptre  'tis  to  bear. 
Strange  mystery  of  God  which  set 
Upon  her  brow  yon  coronet, — 

The  foremost  crown 
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Of  all  the  ■world,  on  one  so  fair ! 
That  chose  her  to  it  from  her  birth, 
And  bade  the  sons  of  all  the  earth 

To  her  bow  down. 

The  representatives  of  man 
Here  from  the  far  Antipodes, 
And  from  the  subject  Indian  seas 

In  Congress  meet; 
From  Afrie  and  from  Hindustan, 
From  Western  continent  and  isle, 
The  envoys  of  her  empire  pile 

Gifts  at  her  feet. 

Our  brethren  cross  the  Atlantic  tides, 
Loading  the  gallant  decks  which  once 
Roared  a  defiance  to  our  guns. 

With  peaceful  store ; 
Symbol  of  peace,  their  vessel  rides !  * 
O'er  English  waves  float  Star  and  Stripe, 
And  firm  their  friendly  anchors  gripe 
The  father  shore ! 

From  Ehine  and  Danube,  Rhone  and  Seine, 
As  rivers  from  their  sources  gush. 
The  swelling  floods  of  nations  rush, 

And  seaward  pour : 
From  coast  to  coast  in  friendly  chain. 

With  countless  ships  we  bridge  the  straits, 
And  angry  ocean  separates 

Europe  no  more. 

From  Mississippi  and  from  Nile — 
From  Baltic,  Ganges,  Bosphorus, 
In  England's  ark  assembled  thus 

Are  friend  and  guest. 
Look  down  the  mighty  sunlit  aisle. 
And  see  the  sumptuous  banquet  set, 
The  brotherhood  of  nations  met 

Around  the  feast! 

*  The  U.  8.  frigate  St.  Lawrejux. 
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Along  the  dazzling  colonnade, 
Far  as  the  straining  eye  can  gaze, 
Gleam  cross  and  fountain,  bell  and  vase, 
In  vistas  bright. 
And  statues  fair  of  nymph  and  maid. 
And  steeds  and  pards  and  Amazons, 
Writhing  and  grappling  in  the  bronze. 
In  endless  fight. 

To  deck  the  glorious  roof  and  dome, 
To  make  the  Queen  a  canopy, 
The  peaceful  hosts  of  industry 

Their  standards  bear. 
Yon  are  the  works  of  Brahmin  loom ; 
On  such  a  web  of  Persian  thread 
The  desert  Arab  bows  his  head. 

And  cries  his  prayer. 

Look  yonder  where  the  engines  toil; 
These  England's  arms  of  conquest  are, 
The  trophies  of  her  bloodless  war : 

Brave  weapons  these. 
Victorious  over  wave  and  soil. 

With  these  she  sails,  she  weaves,  she  tills. 
Pierces  the  everlasting  hills 

And  spans  the  seas. 

The  engine  roars  upon  its  race. 

The  shuttle  whirrs  along  the  woof. 
The  people  hum  from  floor  to  roof. 

With  Babel  tongue. 
The  fountain  in  the  basin  plays, 
The  chanting  organ  echoes  clear, 
An  awful  chorus  'tis  to  hear, 

A  wondrous  song ! 

Swell,  organ,  swell,  your  trumpet  blast, 
March,  Queen  and  Eoyal  pageant,  march 
By  splendid  aisle  and  springing  arch 
Of  this  fair  Hall : 
And  see !  above  the  fabric  vast, 

God's  boundless  Heaven  is  bending  blue, 
God's  peaceful  sunlight's  beaming  through. 
May,  1851.  A-nd  shines  o'er  all. 
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THE  BALLAD   OF  BOUILLABAISSE. 

A  STREET  there  is  in  Paris  famous, 

For  which  no  rhyme  our  language  yields, 
Eue  Neuve  des  petits  Champs  its  name  is — 

The  New  Street  of  the  Little  Fields; 
And  here's  an  inn,  not  rich  and  splendid, 

But  still  in  comfortable  case; 
The  which  in  youth  I  oft  attended, 

To  eat  a  bowl  of  Bouillabaisse. 

This  Bouillabaisse  a  noble  dish  is — 

A  sort  of  soup  or  broth,  or  brew, 
Or  hotchpotch  of  all  sorts  of  fishes, 

That  Greenwich  never  could  outdo ; 
Green  herbs,  red  peppers,  mussels,  saffern, 

Soles,  onions,  garlic,  roach  and  dace ; 
All  these  you  eat  at  Terre's  tavern. 

In  that  one  dish  of  Bouillabaisse. 

Indeed,  a  rich  and  savoury  stew  'tis; 

And  true  philosophers,  methinks, 
Who  love  all  sorts  of  natural  beauties, 

Should  love  good  victuals  and  good  drinks. 
And  Cordelier  or  Benedictine 

Might  gladly,  sure,  his  lot  embrace, 
Nor  find  a  fast-day  too  afflicting, 

Which  served  him  up  a  Bouillabaisse. 

I  wonder  if  the  house  still  there  is? 

Yes,  here  the  lamp  is,  as  before ; 
The  smiling  red-cheeked  ecaillfere  is 

Still  opening  oysters  at  the  door. 
Is  Terr^  still  alive  and  able? 

I  recollect  his  droll  grimace ; 
He'd  come  and  smile  before  your  table. 

And  hoped  you  liked  your  Bouillabaisse. 
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We  enter — nothing's  changed  or  older. 
"How's  Monsieur  Terre,  Waiter,  pray?" 
The  waiter  stares  and  shrugs  his  shoulder — 
"Monsieur  is  dead  this  many  a  day." 
"  It  is  the  lot  of  saint  and  sinner, 

So  honest  Terre's  run  his  race." 
"  What  will  Monsieur  require  for  dinner?  " 
"  Say,  do  you  still  cook  Bouillabaisse?  " 

"Oh,  oui.  Monsieur,"  's  the  waiter's  answer 

"  Quel  vin  Monsieur  desire-t-il?  " 
"Tell  me  a  good  one."— "That  I  can.  Sir: 

The  Chambertin  with  yellow  seal." 
"So  Terre's  gone,"  I  say,  and  sink  in 

My  old  accustom' d  corner-place; 
"He's  done  with  feasting  and  with  drinking, 

With  Burgundy  and  Bouillabaisse." 

My  old  accustom'd  corner  here  is, 

The  table  still  is  in  the  nook; 
Ah!  vanish'd  many  a  busy  year  is. 

This  well-known  chair  since  last  I  took. 
When  first  I  saw  ye,  Cari  luoghi, 

I'd  scarce  a  beard  upon  my  face. 
And  now  a  grizzled,  grim  old  fogy, 

I  sit  and  wait  for  Bouillabaisse. 

Where  are  you,  old  companions  trusty, 

Of  early  days,  here  met  to  dine? 
Come,  Waiter !  quick,  a  flagon  crusty — 

I'll  pledge  them  in  the  good  old  wine. 
The  kind  old  voices  and  old  faces 

My  memory  can  quick  retrace; 
Around  the  board  they  take  their  places. 

And  share  the  wine  and  Bouillabaisse. 

There's  Jack  has  made  a  wondrous  marriage; 

There's  laughing  Tom  is  laughing  yet; 
There's  brave  Augustus  drives  his  carriage; 

There's  poor  old  Fred  in  the  Gazette; 
On  James's  head  the  grass  is  growing: 

Good  Lord !  the  world  has  wagged  apace 
Since  here  we  set  the  Claret  flowing, 

And  drank,  and  ate  the  Bouillabaisse. 
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Ah  me !  how  quick  the  days  are  flitting ! 

I  mind  me  of  a  time  that's  gone, 
When  here  I'd  sit,  as  now  I'm  sitting, 

In  this  same  place — but  not  alone. 
A  fair  young  form  was  nestled  near  me, 

A  dear,  dear  face  looked  fondly  up, 
And  sweetly  spoke  and  smiled  to  cheer  me 

— There's  no  one  now  to  share  my  cup. 


I  drink  it  as  the  Fates  ordain  it. 

Come,  fill  it,  and  have  done  with  rhymes : 
Fill  up  the  lonely  glass,  and  drain  it 

In  memory  of  dear  old  times. 
Welcome  the  wine,  whate'er  the  seal  is ; 

And  sit  you  down  and  say  your  grace 
With  thankful  heart,  whate'er  the  meal  is. 

— Here  comes  the  smoking  Bouillabaisse! 
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THE   MAHOGANY  TEEE. 

Christmas  is  here;     ' 
Winds  whistle  shrill, 
Icy  and  chill, 
Little  care  we : 
Little  we  fear 
Weather  without, 
Sheltered  about 
The  Mahogany  Tree. 

Once  on  the  boughs, 
Birds  of  rare  plume 
Sang,  in  its  bloom; 
Night-birds  are  we : 
Here  we  carouse 
Singing,  like  them, 
Perched  round  the  steiq 
Of  the  jolly  old  tree. 

Here  let  us  sport. 
Boys,  as  we  sit; 
Laughter  and  wit 
Flashing  so  free. 
Life  is  but  short — 
When  we  are  gone, 
Let  them  sing  on, 
Eound  the  old  tree. 

Evenings  we  knew, 
Happy  as  this; 
Faces  we  miss, 
Pleasant  to  see. 
Kind  hearts  and  true. 
Gentle  and  just, 
Peace  to  your  dust! 
We  sing  round  the  tree. 

Care,  like  a  dun. 
Lurks  at  the  gate : 
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Let  the  dog  wait; 
Happy  we'll  be! 
Driuk  every  one; 
Pile  up  the  coals, 
Fill  the  red  bowls, 
Eound  the  old  tree ! 

Drain  we  the  cup. — 
Friend,  art  afraid? 
Spirits  are  laid 
In  the  Eed  Sea. 
Mantle  it  up; 
Empty  it  yet; 
Let  us  forget, 
Eound  the  old  tree. 

Sorrows,  begone! 
Life  and  its  ills, 
Duns  and  their  bills. 
Bid  we  to  flee. 
Come  with  the  dawn, 
Blue-devil  sprite. 
Leave  us  to-night, 
Eound  the  old  tree. 
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THE   YANKEE  VOLUNTEERS. 

"A  surgeon  of  the  United  States  army  says,  that  on  inquiring  of 
the  Captain  of  his  company,  he  found  that  nine-tenths  of  the  men 
had  enlisted  on  account  of  some  female  dAf&c\i\tj."— Morning  Pa/p&r. 

Ye  Yankee  volunteers ! 
It  makes  my  bosom  bleed 
When  I  your  story  read, 

Though  oft  'tis  told  one. 
So — in  both  hemispheres 
The  women  are  untrue, 
And  cruel  in  the  New, 

As  in  the  Old  one ! 

What — in  this  company 

Of  sixty  sons  of  Mars, 

Who  march  'neath  Stripes  and  Stars, 

With  fife  and  horn, 
Nine-tenths  of  all  we  see 
Along  the  warlike  line 
Had  but  one  cause  to  join 

This  Hope  Forlorn? 

Deserters  from  the  realm 

Where  tyrant  Venus  reigns, 

You  slipp'd  her  wicked  chains, 
Fled  and  out-ran  her. 

And  now,  with  sword  and  helm, 

Together  banded  are 

Beneath  the  Stripe  and  Star- 
embroider' d  banner! 

And  is  it  so  with  all 

The  warriors  ranged  in  line, 

With  lace  bedizen' d  fine 

And  swords  gold-hilted — 
Yon  lusty  corporal, 
Yon  colour-man  who  gripes 
The  flag  of  Stars  and  Stripes — 

Has  each  been  jilted? 
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Come,  each  man  of  this  line, 
The  privates  strong  and  tall, 
"The  pioneers  and  all," 

The  fifer  nimble — 
Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
Captain  with  epaulets. 
And  Blacky  there,  who  beats 

The  clanging  cymbal — 

O  cymbal-beating  black. 
Tell  us,  as  thou  canst  feel, 
Was  it  some  Lucy  Neal 

Who  caused  thy  ruin? 
O  nimble  fifing  Jack, 
And  drummer  making  din 
So  deftly  on  the  skin. 

With  thy  rat-tattooing. 

Confess,  ye  volunteers, 
Lieutenant  and  Ensign, 
And  Captain  of  the  line, 

As  bold  as  Roman — 
Confess,  ye  grenadiers. 
However  strong  and  tall. 
The  Conqueror  of  you  all, 

Is  Woman,  Woman! 

No  corslet  is  so  proof, 

But  through  it  from  her  bow. 

The  shafts  that  she  can  throw 

Will  pierce  and  rankle. 
No  champion  e'er  so  tough, 
But's  in  the  struggle  thrown, 
And  tripp'd  and  trodden  down 

By  her  slim  ancle. 

Thus,  always  it  was  ruled. 
And  when  a  woman  smiled. 
The  strong  man  was  a  child, 

The  sage  a  noodle. 
Alcides  was  befool'd : 
And  silly  Samson  shorn. 
Long,  long,  ere  you  were  born, 

Poor  Yankee  Doodle ! 
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THE  PEN  AND   THE   ALBUM 

"I  AM  Miss  Catherine's  book"  (the  Album  speaks) ; 
"I've  lain  among  your  tomes  these  many  weeks; 
I'm  tired  of  their  old  coats  and  yellow  cheeks. 

Quick,  Pen!  and  write  a  line  with  a  good  grace; 

Come !  draw  me  off  a  funny  little  face ; 

And,  prithee,  send  me  back  to  Chesham  Place." 


I  am  my  master's  faithful  old  Gold  Pen; 

I've  served  him  three  long  years,  and  drawn  since  then 

Thousands  of  funny  women  and  droll  men. 

O  Album !  could  I  tell  you  all  his  ways 

And  thoughts,  since  I  am  his,  these  thousand  days, 

Lord,  how  your  pretty  pages  I'd  amaze! 

ALBUM. 

His  ways?  his  thoughts?     Just  whisper  me  a  few; 

Tell  me  a  curious  anecdote  or  two. 

And  write  'em  quickly  off,  good  Mordan,  do ! 

PEN. 

Since  he  my  faithful  service  did  engage 

To  follow  him  through  his  queer  pilgrimage, 

I've  drawn  and  written  many  a  line  and  page. 

Caricatures  I  scribbled  have,  and  rhymes, 
And  dinner-cards,  and  picture  pantomimes. 
And  merry  little  children's  books  at  times. 

I've  writ  the  foolish  fancy  of  his  brain; 

The  aimless  jest  that,  striking,  hath  caused  pain; 

The  idle  word  that  he'd  wish  back  again. 

***** 
4 
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I've  help'd  him  to  pen  many  a  line  for  bread; 

To  joke,  with  sorrow  aching  in  his  head ; 

And  make  your  laughter  when  his  own  heart  bled. 

I've  spoke  with  men  of  all  degree  and  sort — 
Peers  of  the  land,  and  ladies  of  the  Court ; 
Oh,  but  I've  chronicled  a  deal  of  sport! 

Feasts  that  were  ate  a  thousand  days  ago. 
Biddings  to  wine  that  long  hath  ceased  to  flow, 
Gay  meetings  with  good  fellows  long  laid  low; 

Summons  to  bridal,  banquet,  burial,  ball, 
Tradesman's  polite  reminders  of  his  small 
Account  due  Christmas  last — I've  answer'd  all. 

Poor  Diddler's  tenth  petition  for  a  half- 
Guinea;  Miss  Bunyan's  for  an  autograph; 
So  I  refuse,  accept,  lament,  or  laugh. 

Condole,  congratulate,  invite,  praise,  scoff, 
Day  after  day  still  dipping  in  my  trough, 
And  scribbling  pages  after  pages  off. 

Day  after  day  the  labour's  to  be  done, 
And  sure  as  comes  the  postman  and  the  sun, 
The  indefatigable  ink  must  run. 

***** 

Go  back,  my  pretty  little  gilded  tome. 

To  a  fair  mistress  and  a  pleasant  home. 

Where  soft  hearts  greet  us  whensoe'er  we  come ! 

Dear,  friendly  eyes,  with  constant  kindness  lit, 
However  rude  my  verse  or  poor  my  wit, 
Or  sad  or  gay  my  mood,  you  welcome  it. 

Kind  lady!  till  my  last  of  lines  is  penn'd, 
My  master's  love,  grief,  laughter,  at  an  end, 
Whene'er  I  write  your  name,  may  I  write  friend! 

Not  all  are  so  that  were  so  in  past  years ; 
Voices,  familiar  once,  no  more  he  hears ; 
Names,  often  writ,  are  blotted  out  in  tears. 
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So  be  it : — joys  will  end  and  tears  will  dry  *     *    * 
Album !  my  master  bids  me  wish  good-bye, 
He'll  send  you  to  your  mistress  presently. 

And  thus  with  thankful  heart  he  closes  you ; 
Blessing  the  happy  hour  when  a  friend  he  knew 
So  gentle,  and  so  generous,  and  so  true. 

Nor  pass  the  words  as  idle  phrases  by; 

Stranger !  I  never  writ  a  flattery, 

Nor  sign'd  the  page  that  register'd  a  lie. 
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MES.  KATHERINE'S   LANTEEN. 

■WRITTEN   IN   A   LADT's    ALBUM. 

"  Coming  from  a  gloomy  court, 
Place  of  Israelite  resort, 
This  old  lamp  I've  brought  with  me. 
Madam,  on  its  panes  you'll  see 
The  initials  K  and  E." 

"An  old  lantern  brought  to  me? 

Ugly,  dingy,  battered,  black !  " 

(Here  a  lady  I  suppose 

Turning  up  a  pretty  nose) — 
"  Pray,  sir,  take  the  old  thing  back, 

I've  no  taste  for  bricabrac." 

"  Please  to  mark  the  letters  twain  " — 
(I'm  supposed  to  speak  again) — 

"Graven  on  the  lantern  pane. 
Can  you  tell  me  who  was  she. 
Mistress  of  the  flowery  wreath, 
And  the  anagram  beneath — 
The  mysterious  K  E  ? 

"EuU  a  hundred  years  are  gone 
Since  the  little  beacon  shone 
Erom  a  Venice  balcony : 
There,  on  summer  nights,  it  hung, 
And  her  lovers  came  and  sung 
To  their  beautiful  K  E. 

"Hush!  in  the  canal  below 
Don't  you  hear  the  plash  of  oars 
Underneath  the  lantern's  glow, 
And  a  thrilling  voice  begins 
To  the  sound  of  mandolins? — 
Begins  singing  of  amore 
And  delire  and  dolore — 
0  the  ravishing  tenore ! 
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"Lady,  do  you  know  the  tune? 
Ah,  we  all  of  us  have  hummed  it ! 
I've  an  old  guitar  has  thrummed  it, 
Under  many  a  changing  moon. 
Shall  I  try  it?     Do  eb  MI     *     * 
What  is  this?     Mafoi,  the  fact  is, 
That  my  hand  is  out  of  practice. 
And  my  poor  old  iiddle  cracked  is, 
And  a  man — I  let  the  truth  out, — 
Who's  had  almost  every  tooth  out, 
Cannot  sing  as  once  he  sung, 
When  he  was  young  as  you  are  young. 
When  he  was  young  and  lutes  were  strung, 
And  love-lamps  in  the  casement  hung." 
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LUCY'S   BIRTHDAY. 

Seventeen  rose-buds  in  a  ring, 
Thick  with  sister  flowers  beset, 
In  a  fragrant  coronet, 
Lucy's  servants  this  day  bring. 
Be  it  the  birthday  wreath  she  wears 
Eresh  and  fair,  and  symboUing 
The  young  number  of  her  years. 
The  sweet  blushes  of  her  spring. 

Types  of  youth  and  love  and  hope ! 
Friendly  hearts  your  mistress  greet, 
Be  you  ever  fair  and  sweet, 
And  grow  lovelier  as  you  ope ! 
Gentle  nurseling,  fenced  about 
With  fond  care,  and  guarded  so. 
Scarce  you've  heard  of  storms  without, 
Frosts  that  bite,  or  winds  that  blow ! 

Kindly  has  your  life  begun. 
And  we  pray  that  Heaven  may  send 
To  our  floweret  a  warm  sun, 
A  calm  summer,  a  sweet  end. 
And  where'er  shall  be  her  home, 
May  she  decorate  the  place; 
Still  expanding  into  bloom, 
And  developing  in  grace. 
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THE   CANE-BOTTOM'D   CHAIK. 

In  tatter' d  old  slippers  that  toast  at  the  bars, 
And  a  ragged  old  jaek6t  perfumed  with  cigars, 
Away  from  the  world  and  its  toils  and  its  cares, 
I've  a  snug  little  kingdom  up  four  pair  of  stairs. 

To  mount  to  this  realm  is  a  toil,  to  be  sure, 

But  the  fire  there  is  bright  and  the  air  rather  pure; 

And  the  view  I  behold  on  a  sunshiny  day 

Is  grand  through  the  chimney-pots  over  the  way. 

This  snug  little  chamber  is  cramm'd  in  all  nooks, 
With  worthless  old  knicknacks  and  silly  old  books. 
And  foolish  old  odds  and  foolish  old  ends, 
Crack'd   bargains   from    brokers,   cheap    keepsakes    from 
friends. 

Old  armour,  prints,  pictures,  pipes,  china,  (all  crack'd,) 

Old  rickety  tables,  and  chairs  broken-back'd; 

A  twopenny  treasury,  wondrous  to  see; 

What  matter?  'tis  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 

No  better  divan  need  the  Sultan  require, 
Than  the  creaking  old  sofa  that  basks  by  the  fire ; 
And  'tis  wonderful,  surely,  what  music  you  get 
From  the  rickety,  ramshackle,  wheezy  spinet. 

That  praying-rug  came  from  a  Turcoman's  camp; 
By  Tiber  once  twinkled  that  brazen  old  lamp ; 
A  Mameluke  fierce  yonder  dagger  has  drawn : 
'Tis  a  murderous  knife  to  toast  muffins  upon. 

Long,   long,  through  the  hours,   and  the   night,  and  the 

chimes, 
Here  we  talk  of  old  books,  and  old  friends,  and  old  times; 
As  we  sit  in  a  fog  made  of  rich  Latakie 
This  chamber  is  pleasant  to  you,  friend,  and  me. 
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But  of  all  the  cheap  treasures  that  garnish  my  nest, 
There's  one  that  I  love  and  I  cherish  the  best; 
For  the  finest  of  couches  that's  padded  with  hair 
I  never  would  change  thee,  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

'Tis  a  bandy-legg'd,  high-shoulder'd,  worm-eaten  seat, 
With  a  creaking  old  back,  and  twisted  old  feet; 
But  since  the  fair  morning  when  Fanny  sat  there, 
I  bless  thee  and  love  thee,  old  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

If  chairs  have  but  feeling,  in  holding  such  charms, 

A  thrill  must  have  pass'd  through  your  wither'd  old  arms! 

I  look'd,  and  I  long'd,  and  I  wish'd  in  despair; 

I  wish'd  myself  turn'd  to  a  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

It  was  but  a  moment  she  sate  in  this  place. 

She'd  a  scarf  on  her  neck,  and  a  smile  on  her  face! 

A  smile  on  her  face,  and  a  rose  in  her  hair. 

And  she  sate  there,  and  bloom'd  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

And  so  I  have  valued  my  chair  ever  since. 

Like  the  shrine  of  a  saint,  or  the  throne  of  a  prince ; 

Saint  Fanny,  my  patroness  sweet  I  declare. 

The  queen  of  my  heart  and  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

When  the  candles  burn  low,  and  the  company's  gone, 
In  the  silence  of  night  as  I  sit  here  alone — 
I  sit  here  alone,  but  we  yet  are  a  pair — 
My  Fanny  I  see  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 

She  comes  from  the  past  and  revisits  my  room ; 
She  looks  as  she  then  did,  all  beauty  and  bloom; 
So  smiling  and  tender,  so  fresh  and  so  fair, 
And  yonder  she  sits  in  my  cane-bottom'd  chair. 
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PISCATOR  AND  PISCATRIX. 

LINES    WRITTEN    TO    AN   ALBUM    PKINT. 

As  on  this  pictured  page  I  look, 
This  pretty  tale  of  line  and  hook, 
As  though  it  were  a  novel-book 

Amuses  and  engages : 
I  know  them  both,  the  boy  and  girl ; 
She  is  the  daughter  of  the  Earl, 
The  lad  (that  has  his  hair  in  curl), 

My  lord  the  County's  page  is. 

A  pleasant  place  for  such  a  pair ! 
The  fields  lie  basking  in  the  glare ; 
No  breath  of  wind  the  heavy  air 

Of  lazy  summer  quickens. 
Hard  by  you  see  the  castle  tall ; 
The  village  nestles  round  the  wall, 
As  round  about  the  hen  its  small 

Young  progpny  of  chickens. 

It  is  too  hot  to  pace  the  keep; 
To  climb  the  turret  is  too  steep ; 
My  lord  the  Earl  is  dozing  deep. 

His  noonday  dinner  over; 
The  postern- warder  is  asleep ; 
(Perhaps  they've  bribed  him  not  to  peep) 
And  so  from  out  the  gate  they  creep, 

And  cross  the  fields  of  clover. 

Their  lines  into  the  brook  they  launch; 
He  lays  his  cloak  upon  a  branch. 
To  guarantee  his  Lady  Blanche 

's  delicate  complexion: 
He  takes  his  rapier  from  his  haunch, 
That  beardless  doughty  champion  staunch ; 
He'd  drill  it  through  the  rival's  paunch 

That  question 'd  his  affection! 
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0,  heedless  pair  of  sportsmen  slack! 
You  never  mark,  though  trout  or  jack, 
Or  little  foolish  tickleback, 

Your  baited  snares  may  capture 
What  care  has  she  for  line  and  hook? 
She  turns  her  back  upon  the  brook, 
Upon  her  lover's  eyes  to  look 

In  sentimental  rapture. 

O  loving  pair !  as  thus  I  gaze 
Upon  the  girl  vrho  smiles  always. 
The  little  hand  that  ever  plays 

Upon  the  lover's  shoulder; 
In  looking  at  your  pretty  shapes, 
A  sort  of  envious  wish  escapes 
(Such  as  the  Fox  had  for  the  Grapes) 

The  Poet  your  beholder. 

To  be  brave,  handsome,  twenty-two; 
With  nothing  else  on  earth  to  do. 
But  all  day  long  to  bill  and  coo ; 

It  were  a  pleasant  calling. 
And  had  I  such  a  partner  sweet ; 
A  tender  heart  for  mine  to  beat, 
A  gentle  hand  my  clasp  to  meet; — 
I'd  let  the  world  flow  at  my  feet, 

And  never  heed  its  brawling. 
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THE   EOSE   UPON   MY  BALCONY. 

The  rose  upon  my  balcony,  the  morning  air  perfuming, 
Was  leafless  all  the  winter- time  and  pining  for  the  spring; 
You  ask  me  why  her  breath  is  sweet,  and  why  her  cheek  is 

blooming, 
It  is  because  the  sun  is  out  and  birds  begin  to  sing. 

The  nightingale,  whose  melody  is  through  the  greenwood 

ringing. 
Was  silent  when  the  boughs  were  bare  and  winds  were 

blowing  keen : 
And  if,  mamma,  you  ask  of  me  the  reason  of  his  singing, 
It  is  because  the  sun  is  out  and  all  the  leaves  are  green. 

Thus  each  performs    his  part,   mamma:    the  birds  have 

found  their  voices, 
The  blowing  rose  a  flush,  mamma,  her  bonny  cheek  to  dye ; 
And  there's  sunshine  in  my  heart,  mamma,  which  wakens 

and  rejoices, 
An,d  so  I  sing  and  blush,  mamma,  and  that's  the  reason 

why. 
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EONSARD  TO   HIS  MISTRESS. 

*  Quand  vous  serez  bien  vieille,  le  soir  £l  la  chandelle 
Assise  auprfes  du  feu  devisant  at  Slant 
Direz,  chantant  mes  vers  en  vous  esmerveillant, 
Konsard  m'a  celebre  du  temps  que  j  etois  belle." 

Some  winter  night,  shut  snugly  in 

Beside  the  fagot  in  the  hall, 
I  think  I  see  you  sit  and  spin, 

Surrounded  by  your  maidens  all. 
Old  tales  are  told,  old  songs  are  sung, 

Old  days  come  back  to  memory; 
You  say,  "  When  I  was  fair  and  young, 

A  poet  sang  of  me !  " 

There's  not  a  maiden  in  your  hall, 

Though  tired  and  sleepy  ever  so, 
But  wakes,  as  you  my  name  recall. 

And  longs  the  history  to  know. 
And,  as  the  piteous  tale  is  said. 

Of  lady  cold  and  lover  true, 
Each,  musing,  carries  it  to  bed. 

And  sighs  and  envies  you ! 

"Our  lady's  old  and  feeble  now," 

They'll  say;  "  she  once  was  fresh  and  fair; 
And  yet  she  spurn'd  her  lover's  vow. 

And  heartless  left  him  to  despair ; 
The  lover  lies  in  silent  earth, 

No  kindly  mate  the  lady  cheers; 
She  sits  beside  a  lonely  hearth. 

With  threescore  and  ten  years ! " 

Ah !  dreary  thoughts  and  dreams  are  those ! 

But  wherefore  yield  me  to  despair. 
While  yet  the  poet's  bosom  glows. 

While  yet  the  dame  is  peerless  fair! 
Sweet  lady  mine !  while  yet  'tis  time 

Requite  my  passion  and  my  truth. 
And  gather  in  their  blushing  prime 

The  roses  of  your  youth. ! 


"  Kneel,  undisturb'd,  fair  Saint!  ' 
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AT  THE  CHUECH  GATE. 

Although  I  enter  not, 
Yet  round  about  the  spot 

Ofttimes  I  hover ; 
And  near  the  sacred  gate, 
With  longing  eyes  I  wait, 

Expectant  of  her. 

The  Minster  bell  tolls  out 
Above  the  city's  rout, 

And  noise  and  humming : 
They've  hush'd  the  Minster  bell: 
The  organ  'gins  to  swell: 

She's  coming,  she's  coming! 

My  lady  comes  at  last, 
Timid,  and  stepping  fast. 

And  hastening  hither, 
With  modest  eyes  downcast : 
She  comes — she's  here— she's  past — 

May  Heaven  go  with  her! 

Kneel,  undisturb'd,  fair  Saint! 
Pour  out  your  praise  or  plaint 

Meekly  and  duly; 
I  will  not  enter  there, 
To  sully  your  pure  prayer 

With  thoughts  unruly. 

But  suffer  me  to  pace 
Round  the  forbidden  place. 

Lingering  a  minute 
Like  oi\tcast  spirits  who  wait 
And  see  through  Heaven's  gate 

Angels  within  it. 
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THE  AGE   OF   WISDOM, 

Ho,  pretty  page,  with  the  dimpled  chin, 

That  never  has  known  the  Barber's  shear, 
All  you  wish  is  woman  to  win. 
This  is  the  way  that  boys  begin, — 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Curly  gold  locks  cover  foolish  brains. 
Billing  and  cooing  is  all  your  cheer; 
Sighing  and  singing  of  midnight  strains, 
Under  Bonnybell's  window  panes, ^ — ■ 
Wait  till  you  come  to  Forty  Year ! 

Forty  times  over  let  Michaelmas  pass, 

Grizzling  hair  the  brain  doth  clear — 
Then  you  know  a  boy  is  an  ass, 
Then  you  know  the  worth  of  a  lass, 
Once  you  have  come  to  Forty  Year. 

Pledge  me  round,  I  bid  ye  declare, 

All  good  fellows  whose  beards  are  grey, 
Did  not  the  fairest  of  the  fair 
Common  grow  and  wearisome  ere 
Ever  a  month  was  past  away? 

The  reddest  lips  that  ever  have  kissed. 

The  brightest  eyes  that  ever  have  shone, 
May  pray  and  whisper,  and  we  not  list, 
Or  look  away,  and  never  be  missed, 
Ere  yet  ever  a  month  is  gone. 

Gillian's  dead,  God  rest  her  bier. 
How  I  loved  her  twenty  years  syne ! 

Marian's  married,  but  I  sit  here 

Alone  and  merry  at  Forty  Year, 

Dipping  my  nose  in  the  Gascon  wine. 
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SOEEOWS   OF   WEETHEE. 

Weethbe  had  a  love  for  Charlotte 
Such  as  words  could  never  utter; 

Would  you  know  how  first  he  met  her? 
She  was  cutting  bread  and  butter. 

Charlotte  was  a  married  lady, 
And  a  moral  man  was  Werther, 

And,  for  all  the  wealth  of  Indies, 
Would  do  nothing  for  to  hurt  her. 

So  he  sighed  and  pined  and  ogled. 
And  his  passion  boiled  and  bubbled, 

Till  he  blew  his  silly  brains  out. 
And  no  more  was  by  it  troubled. 

Charlotte,  having  seen  his  body 
Borne  before  her  on  a  shutter, 

Like  a  well-conducted  person. 

Went  on  cutting  bread  and  butter. 
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A  DOE   IN  THE   CITY. 

Little  Kitty  Lorimer, 
Fair,  and  young,  and  witty; 

What  has  brought  your  Ladyship 
Rambling  to  the  City? 

All  the  Stags  in  Capel  Court, 

Saw  her  lightly  trip  it; 
All  the  lads  of  Stock  Exchange 

Twigg'd  her  muff  and  tippet. 

With  a  sweet  perplexity, 

And  a  mystery  pretty, 
Treading  through  Threadneedle  Street, 

Trots  the  little  Kitty. 

What  was  my  astonishment — 
What  was  my  compunction. 

When  she  reached  the  Offices 
Of  the  Didland  Junction ! 

Up  the  Didland  stairs  she  went, 

To  the  Didland  door,  Sir; 
Porters  lost  in  wonderment, 

Let  her  pass  before,  Sir. 

"Madam,"  says  the  old  chief  Clerk, 

"  Sure  we  can't  admit  ye." 
"Where's  the  Didland  Junction  deed?" 
Dauntlessly  says  Kitty. 

"  If  you  doubt  my  honesty. 
Look  at  my  receipt.  Sir." 
Up  then  jumps  the  old  chief  Clerk, 
Smiling  as  he  meets  her. 

Kitty  at  the  table  sits 

(Whither  the  old  Clerk  leads  her); 
"  /  deliver  this, "  she  says, 
"  As  my  act  and  deed,  Sir." 
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When  1  heard  these  funny  words 

Come  from  lips  so  pretty ; 
This,  I  thought,  should  surely  be 

Subject  for  a  ditty. 

What !  are  ladies  stagging  it? 

Sure,  the  more's  the  pity; 
But  I've  lost  my  heart  to  her, — 

Naughty  little  Kitty. 
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THE   LAST    OF   MAY. 
(in  ebply  to  an  invitation  dated  on  the  1st.) 

By  fate's  benevolent  award, 

Should  I  survive  the  day, 
I'll  drink  a  bumper  with  my  lord 

Upon  the  last  of  May. 

That  I  may  reach  that  happy  time 

The  kindly  gods  I  pray, 
For  are  not  ducks  and  pease  in  prime 

Upon  the  last  of  May? 

At  thirty  boards,  'twixt  now  and  then, 

My  knife  and  fork  shall  play; 
But  better  wine  and  better  men 

I  shall  not  meet  in  May. 

And  though,  good  friend,  with  whom  I  dine, 

Your  honest  head  is  grey, 
And,  like  this  grizzled  head  of  mine, 

Has  seen  its  last  of  May ; 

Yet,  with  a  heart  that's  ever  kind, 

A  gentle  spirit  gay, 
You've  spring  perennial  in  your  mind, 

And  round  you  make  a  May ! 
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"AH,  BLEAK   AND   BARREN  WAS   THE   MOOR." 

Ah  !  bleak  and  barren  was  the  moor, 

Ah !  loud  and  piercing  was  the  storm, 
The  cottage  hearth  was  shelter'd  sure, 

The  cottage  hearth  was  bright  and  warm. — 
An  orphan  boy  the  lattice  pass'd, 

And,  as  he  mark'd  its  cheerful  glow, 
Felt  doubly  keen  the  midnight  blast. 

And  doubly  cold  the  fallen  snow. 

They  mark'd  him  as  he  onward  prest. 

With  fainting  heart  and  weary  limb; 
Kind  voices  bade  him  turn  and  rest. 

And  gentle  faces  welcomed  him. 
The  dawn  is  up — the  guest  is  gone. 

The  cottage  hearth  is  blazing  still : 
Heaven  pity  all  poor  wanderers  lone ! 

Hark  to  the  wind  upon  the  hill ! 


68  BALLADS. 


SONG  OF  THE  VIOLET. 

A  HUMBLE  flower  long  time  I  pined 

Upon  the  solitary  plain, 
And  trembled  at  the  angry  wind, 

And  shrunk  before  the  bitter  rain. 
And  oh!  'twas  in  a  blessed  hour 

A  passing  wanderer  chanced  to  see, 
And,  pitying  the  lonely  flower, 

To  stoop  and  gather  me. 

I  fear  no  more  the  tempest  rude, 

On  dreary  heath  no  more  I  pine, 
But  left  my  cheerless  solitude, 

To  deck  the  breast  of  Caroline. 
Alas  our  days  are  brief  at  best, 

Nor  long  I  fear  will  mine  endure, 
Though  shelter' d  here  upon  a  breast 

So  gentle  and  so  pure. 

It  draws  the  fragrance  from  my  leaves, 

It  robs  me  of  my  sweetest  breath, 
And  every  time  it  falls  and  heaves, 

It  warns  me  of  my  coming  death. 
But  one  I  know  would  glad  forego 

All  joys  of  life  to  be  as  I; 
An  hour  to  rest  on  that  sweet  breast, 

And  then,  contented,  die. 
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FAIEY  DAYS. 

Beside  the  old  hall-fire — upon  my  nurse's  knee, 

Of  happy  fairy  days — what  tales  were  told  to  me! 

I  thought  the  world  was  once — all  peopled  with  princesses, 

And  my  heart  would  beat  to  hear — their  loves  and  their 

distresses; 
And  many  a  quiet  night, — iu  slumber  sweet  and  deep, 
The  pretty  fairy  people — would  visit  me  in  sleep. 

I  saw  them  in  my  dreams — come  flying  east  and  west, 
With  wondrous  fairy  gifts — the  new-born  babe  they  bless'd ; 
One  has  brought  a  jewel — and  one  a  crown  of  gold, 
And  one  has  brought  a  curse — but  she  is  wrinkled  and  old. 
The  gentle  queen  turns  pale — to  hear  those  words  of  sin, 
But  the  king  he  only  laughs — ^and  bids  the  dance  begin. 

The  babe  has  grown  to  be — the  fairest  of  the  land, 
And  rides  the  forest  green — a  hawk  upon  her  hand, 
An  ambling  palfrey  white — a  golden  robe  and  crown : 
I've  seen  her  in  my  dreams — ^riding  up  and  down: 
And  heard  the  ogre  laugh — as  she  fell  into  his  snare. 
At  the  little  tender  creature — who  wepb  and  tore  her  hair! 

But  ever  when  it  seemed — her  need  was  at  the  sorest, 

A  prince  in  shining  mail — comes  prancing    through  the 

forest, 
A  waving  ostrich-plume— a  buckler  burnished  bright; 
I've  seen  him  in  my  dreams — good  sooth !  a  gallant  knight. 
His  lips  are  coral  red — beneath  a  dark  moustache; 
See  how  he  waves  his  hand — and  how  his  blue  eyes  flash ! 

"  Come  forth,  thou  Paynim  knight ! " — he  shouts  in  accents 

clear. 
The  giant  and  the  maid — both  tremble  his  voice  to  hear. 
Saint  Mary  guard  him  well ! — he  draws  his  falchion  keen, 
The  giant  and  the  knight — are  flghting  on  the  green. 
I  see  them  in  my  dreams — his  blade  gives  stroke  on  stroke. 
The  giant  pants  and  reels — and  tumbles  like  an  oak! 
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With  what  a  blushing  grace— he  falls  upon  his  knee 

And  takes  the  lady's  hand — and  whispers,  "  You  are  free ! " 

Ah !  happy  childish  tales — of  knight  and  faerie ! 

I  waken  from  my  dreams — but  there's  ne'er  a  knight  for 

me; 
I  waken  from  my  dreams — and  wish  that  I  could  be 
A  child  by  the  old  hall-fire  upon  my  nurse's  knee ! 
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POCAHONTAS. 

Wearied  arm  and  broken  sword 
Wage  in  vain  the  desperate  fight: 

Round  him  press  a  countless  horde, 
He  is  but  a  single  knight. 

Hark !  a  cry  of  triumph  shrill 
Through  the  wilderness  resounds, 
As,  with  twenty  bleeding  wounds, 

Sinks  the  warrior,  fighting  still. 

Now  they  heap  the  fatal  pyre, 

And  the  torch  of  death  they  light : 

Ah !  'tis  hard  to  die  of  fire ! 

Who  will  shield  the  captive  knight? 

Eound  the  stake  with  fiendish  cry 
Wheel  and  dance  the  savage  crowd, 
Cold  the  victim's  mien,  and  proud. 

And  his  breast  is  bared  to  die. 

Who  will  shield  the  fearless  heart? 

Who  avert  the  murderous  blade? 
From  the  throng,  with  sudden  start, 

See  there  springs  an  Indian  maid. 
Quick  she  stands  before  the  knight, 
"  Loose  the  chain,  unbind  the  ring, 

I  am  daughter  of  the  king. 
And  I  claim  the  Indian  right !  " 

Dauntlessly  aside  she  flings 
Lifted  axe  and  thirsty  knife; 

Fondly  to  his  heart  she  clings. 
And  her  bosom  guards  his  life ! 

In  the  woods  of  Powhattan, 
Still  'tis  told  by  Indian  fires. 
How  a  daughter  of  their  sires 

Saved  the  captive  Englishman. 
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FROM  POCAHONTAS. 

Eeturning  from  the  cruel  fight 
How  pale  and  faint  appears  my  knight ! 
He  sees  me  anxious  at  his  side; 
"Why  seek,  my  love,  your  wounds  to  hide? 
Or  deem  your  English  girl  afraid 
To  emulate  the  Indian  maid?  " 

Be  mine  my  husband's  grief  to  cheer, 

In  peril  to  be  ever  near; 

Whate'er  of  ill  or  woe  betide, 

To  bear  it  clinging  at  his  side; 

The  poisoned  stroke  of  fate  to  ward, 

His  bosom  with  my  own  to  guard : 

Ah !  could  it  spare  a  pang  to  his, 

It  could  not  know  a  purer  bliss ! 

'Twould  gladden  as  it  felt  the  smart. 

And  thank  the  hand  that  flung  the  dart ! 
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THE   LEGEND   OF   ST.  SOPHIA  OE 
KIOFF. 


AN   EPIC    POEM,    IN    TWENTY    BOOKS. 
I. 

A  THOirsAND  years  ago,  or  more, 
A  city  filled  with  burghers  stout, 
And  girt  with  ramparts  round  about, 

Stood  on  the  rocky  Dnieper  shore. 

In  armour  bright,  by  day  and  night, 
The  sentries  they  paced  to  and  fro. 

Well  guarded  and  walled  was  this  town,  and 
called 
By  different  names,  I'd  have  you  to  know^ 

For  if  you  looks  in  the  g'ography  books. 

In  those  dictionaries  the  name  it  varies, 

And  they  write  it  off  Kieff  or  Kioff, 

Kiova  or  Kiow. 


The  Poet 
describes  tlie 
city  and  spelling 
ol  Klow,  Kioffl, 
or  Elova. 


IL 

Thus  guarded  without  by  wall  and  redoubt, 

Kiova  within  was  a  place  of  renown. 
With  more  advantages  than  in  those  dark 


Were  commonly  known  to  belong  to  a  town. 

There  were  places  and  squares,  and  each  year 
four  fairs. 

And  regular  aldermen  and  regular  lord 
mayors; 

And  streets,  and  alleys,  and  a  bishop's  palace ; 

And  a  church  with  clocks  for  the  orthodox — 

With  clocks  and  with  spires,  as  religion  de- 
sires ; 

And  beadles  to  whip  the  bad  little  boys 

Over  their  poor  little  corduroys, 

In  service- time,  when  they  didn't  make  a 
noise ; 

And  a  chapter  and  dean,  and  a  cathedral- 
green 


Its  buildings, 
public  works, 
and  ordinances, 
religious  and 
civil. 
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The  poet  shows 
how  a  certain 
priest  dwelt  at 
Kloff,  a  Koaiy 
clerKyman,  and 
one  that 
preached  rare 
good  sermons. 


How  this  priest 
was  short,  and 
fat  of  body; 


And  lite  unto 
the  author  of 
"  Plymley's 
Letters." 


With  ancient  trees,  underneath  whose  shades 
Wandered  nice  young  nursery-maids. 
Ding-dong,  ding-dong,  ding-ding-a-ring-ding, 
The  bells  they  made  a  merry,  merry  ring. 
From  the  tall  tall  steeple ;  and  all  the  people 
(Except  the  Jews)  came  and  filled  the  pews — 

Poles,  Russians  and  Germans, 

To  hear  the  sermons 
Which  Hyacinth  preached  to  those  Germans 
and  Poles, 

For  the  safety  of  their  souls. 

III. 

A  worthy  priest  he  was  and  a  stout — 
You've  seldom  looked  on  such  a  one; 

For,  though  he  fasted  thrice  in  a  week, 

Yet  nevertheless  his  skin  was  sleek ; 

His  waist  it  spanned  two  yards  about 
And  he  weighed  a  score  of  stone. 

IV. 

A  worthy  priest  for  fasting  and  prayer 
And  mortification  most  deserving, 

And  as  for  preaching  beyond  compare ; 

He'd  exert  his  powers  for  three  or  four  hours, 

With  greater  pith  than  Sidney  Smith 
Or  the  Reverend  Edward  Irving. 


Of  what  convent 
he  was  prior, 
and  when  the 
convent  was 
hullt. 


He  was  the  prior  of  Saint  Sophia 

(A  Cockney  rhyme,  but  no  better  I  know) — 

Of  St.  Sophia,  that  Church  in  Kiow, 

Built  by  missionaries  I  can't  tell  when ; 
Who  by  their  discussions  converted  the  Rus- 
sians, 

And  made  them  Christian  men. 


Of  Saint  Sophia, 
ofKloff;  and 
how  her  statue 
miraculously 
travelled 
thither. 


VI. 


Sainted  Sophia  (so  the  legend  vows) 
With  special  favour  did  regard  this  house ; 

And  to  uphold  her  converts'  new  devotion. 
Her  statue  (needing  but  her  legs  for  her  ship) 

Walks  of  itself  across  the  German  ocean ; 
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And  of  a  sudden  perches 
In  this  the  best  of  churches, 
Whither  all  Kiovites  come  and  pay  it  grate- 
ful worship. 


VIL 

Thus    with    her     patron-saints     and    pious 
preachers 
Eecorded  here  in  catalogue  precise, 
A  goodly  city,  worthy  magistrates, 
You  would  have  thought  in  all  the  Eussian 

states 
The  citizens  the  happiest  of  all  creatures, — 
The  town  itself  a  perfect  Paradise. 


And  how  Kloft 
should  have 
been  a  happy 
city ;  but  that 


VIII. 

No,  alas !  this  well-built  city 
Was  in  a  perpetual  fidget; 

For  the  Tartars,  without  pity, 
Did  remorselessly  besiege  it. 


Certain  wicked 
Cossacks  did 
besiege  It, 


Tartars  fierce,  with  sword  and  sabres, 
Huns  and  Turks,  and  such  as  these, 

Envied  much  their  peaceful  neighbours 
By  the  blue  Borysthenes. 


Down  they  came  these  ruthless  Russians,  Murdering  the 

From  their  steppes,  and  woods,  and  fens,       "^     ^^' 

For  to  levy  contributions 
On  the  peaceful  citizens. 


Winter,  Summer,  Spring,  and  Autumn, 
Down  they  came  to  peaceful  Kioff, 

Killed  the  burghers  when  they  caught  'em, 
If  their  lives  they  would  not  buy  off. 


Till  the  city,  quite  confounded 
By  the  ravages  they  made. 

Humbly  with  their  chief  compounded. 
And  a  yearly  tribute  paid; 


Until  they 
agreed to  pay  a 
tribute  yearly. 
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How  tbey  paid 
the  tribute,  and 
then  suddenly 
refused  it, 


"W^hieh  (because  their  courage  lax  was) 
They  discharged  while  they  were  able : 

Tolerated  thus  the  tax  was, 
Till  it  grew  intolerable. 


To  the  wonder 
of  tbe  Cossack 
envoy. 


And  the  Calmuc  envoy  sent, 

As  before,  to  take  their  dues  all, 

Got,  to  his  astonishment, 
A  unanimous  refusal ! 


Of  a  miBMy  gal- 
lant speecli 


"  Men  of  KiofE !  "  thus  courageous 

Did  the  stout  lord-mayor  harangue  them, 

"Wherefore  pay  these  sneaking  wages 
To  the  hectoring  Russians?  hang  them ! 


That  the  lord- 
mayor  made. 


"  Hark !     I  hear  the  awful  cry  of 
Our  forefathers  in  their  graves ; 

'  Fight,  ye  citizens  of  Kioff ! 
KiofE  was  not  made  for  slaves.' 


Exhorting  the 
burghers  to  pay 
no  longer. 


"  All  too  long  have  ye  betrayed  her ; 

Rouse  ye  men  and  aldermen, 
Send  the  insolent  invader — 

Send  him  starving  back  again." 


IX. 


Of  their  thanks 
and  heroic 
resolves. 


He  spoke  and  he  sat  down ;  the  people  of  the 
town. 
Who  were  fired  with  a  brave  emulation, 
Now  rose  with  one  accord,  and  voted  thanks 
unto  the  lord- 
Mayor  for  his  oration : 


They  dismiss 
the  envoy,  and 
set  about 
drilling. 


The  envoy  they  dismissed,  never  placing  in 
his  fist 
So  much  as  a  single  shilling ; 
And  all  with  courage  fired,  as  his  lordship 
he  desired. 
At  once  set  about  their  drilling. 
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Then  every  city  ward  established  a  guard, 

Diurnal  and  nocturnal : 
Militia  volunteers,  light  dragoons,  and  bom- 
bardiers. 

With  an  alderman  for  colonel. 


Of  the  city 
guard;  viz., 
militia,, 
dragoons,  and 
bombardiers, 
and  tbelr  com- 
manders. 


There  was  muster  and  roll-calls  and  repairing 
city  walls. 
And  filling  up  of  fosses : 
And  the  captains  and  the  majors,  so  gallant 
and  courageous, 
A-riding  about  on  their  hosses. 


Of  tbe  majors 
and  captains. 


To  be  guarded  at  all  hours  they  built  them- 
selves watch-towers, 
With  every  tower  a  man  on; 
And  surely  and  secure,   each  from  out  his 
embrasure, 
Looked  down  the  iron  cannon ! 


The  fortifica- 
tions and 
artillery. 


A  battle-song  was  writ  for  the  theatre,  where  it 

Was  sung  with  vast  energy 
And  rapturous   applause;    and  besides,  the     oftheSrs"' 
public  cause  and  the  clergy. 

Was  supported  by  the  clergy. 


The   pretty  ladies'   maids  were   pinning   of 
cockades. 
And  tying  on  of  sashes ; 
And  dropping  gentle  tears,  while  their  lovers 
bluster' d  fierce, 
About  gun-shot  and  gashes ; 


The  ladies  took  the  hint,  and  all  day  were 
scraping  lint 
As  became  their  softer  genders ; 
And  got  bandages  and  beds  for  the  limbs  and 
for  the  heads 
Of  the  city's  brave  defenders. 


Of  the  ladles; 
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And,  Anally,  of 
the  taylors. 


The  men,  both  young  and  old,  felt  resolute 
and  bold, 
And  panted  hot  for  glory; 

Even  the  tailors  'gan  to  brag,  and  embroid- 
ered on  their  flag, 

"  AUT  WINCEKE  AUT  MOBI." 


Of  the  Cossack 
chief— Ms 
stratagem ; 


Seeing  the  city's  resolute  condition. 

The  Cossack  chief,  too  cunning  to  despise 
it. 
Said  to  himself,  "  Not  having  ammunition 
Wherewith  to  batter  the  place  in  proper  form, 
Some  of  these  nights  I'll  carry  it  by  storm. 
And  sudden  escalade  it  or  surprise  it. 


And  the  bur- 
ghers' slllle 
vlotorie. 


"  Let's  see,  however,  if  the  cits  stand  firmish." 
He  rode  up  to  the  city-gates;  for  answers. 
Out  rushed  an  eager  troop  of  the  town  elite, 
And  straightway  did  begin  a  gallant  skirmish : 
The  Cossack  hereupon  did  sound  retreat. 
Leaving  the  victory  with  the  city  lancers. 


What  prisoners 
they  took. 


They  took  two  prisoners  and  as  many  horses. 

And  the  whole  town  grew  quickly  so  elate 

With    this    small    victory    of    their    virgin 

forces, 
That  they  did  deem  their  privates  and  com- 
manders 
So  many  Caesars,  Pompeys,  Alexanders, 
Napoleons,  or  Fredericks  the  Great. 


And  how  con- 
ceited they 
were. 


And  puffing  with  inordinate  conceit 

They    utterly    despised     these     Cossack 
thieves; 

And  thought  the  ruffians  easier  to  beat 

Than  porters  carpets  think,  or  ushers  boys. 

Meanwhile,  a  sly  spectator  of  their  joys, 
The  Cossack  captain  giggled  in  his  sleeves. 
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"  Whene'er  you  meet  yon  stupid  city  hogs  "       "m'S*.?!^^^^ 
(He   bade   hiis   troops   precise   this    order     orders; 

keep,) 
"Don't    stand   a   moment— run  away,    you 

dogs ! " 
'Twas  done;  and  when  they  met  the  town 

battalions. 
The    Cossacks,    as   if    frightened    at    their 

valiance, 
Turned  tail,  and  bolted  like  so  many  sheep. 


They  fled,  obedient  to  their  captain's  order:     And  how  he 
And  now  this  bloodless  siege  a  month  had     retreat.  ^ 
lasted. 
When,  viewing  the  country  round,  the  city 

warder 
(Who,  like  a  faithful  weathercock,  did  perch 
Upon  the  steeple  of  Saint  Sophy's  church), 
Sudden  his    trumpet  took,  and  a  mighty 
blast  he  blasted. 


His  voice  it  might  be  heard  through  all  the     The  warder  pro- 

„i.-.„pj-„  claymsthe  Cos- 

is  Li  ee  Ub  sacks'  retreat, 

(He  was  a  warder  wondrous  strong  in  lung) ,     ^'^^  ^^  ciMe 
"  Victory,  victory !  the  foe  retreats !  "  joyces. 

"  The  foe  retreats ! "  each  cries  to  each  he 

meets; 
"  The  foe  retreats !  "  each  in  his  turn  repeats. 
Gods !  how  the  guns  did  roar,  and  how  the 
joy  bells  rung ! 


Arming  in  haste  his  gallant  city  lancers, 
The  Mayor,  to  learn  if  true  the  news  might 

be, 
A  league  or  two  out  issued  with  his  prancers. 
The   Cossacks   (something  had    given  their 

courage  a  damper) 
Hastened  their  flight,  and  'gan  like  mad  to 

scamper : 
Blessed  be  all  the  saints,  Kiova  town  was 

free! 
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XL 


Tbe  manner  ot 
the  eltle's  re- 
Joyclngs, 


And  its  Impiety. 


How  the  priest, 
Hyacinth, 
waited  at 
church,  and  no- 
body came 
thither. 


Now,  puffed  with  pride,  the  mayor  grew  vain, 

Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again; 

And  thrice  he  routed  all  his  foes,  and  thrice 

he  slew  the  slain. 
'Tis  true  he  might  amuse  himself  thus, 
And  not  be  very  murderous; 
For  as  of  those  who  to  death  were  done 
The  number  was  exactly  none, 
His  lordship,  in  his  soul's  elation 
Did  take  a  bloodless  recreation — 
Going  home  again,  he  did  ordain 
A  very  splendid  cold  collation 
For  the  magistrates  and  the  corporation ; 
Likewise  a  grand  illuminatiop. 
For  the  amusement  of  the  nation. 
That  night  the  theatres  were  free. 
The  conduits  they  ran  Malvoisie; 
Each  house  that  night  did  beam  with  light 
And  sound  with  mirth  and  jollity : 
But  shame,  0  shame !  not  a  soul  in  the  town. 
Now  the  city  was  safe  and  the  Cossacks  flown. 
Ever  thought  of  the  bountiful  saint  by  whose 

care 
The  town  had  been  rid  of  these  terrible 

Turks— 
Said  even  a  prayer  to  that  patroness  fair, 

For  these  her  wondrous  works ! 
Lord  Hyacinth  waited, the  meekest  of  priors — 
He  waited  at  church   with  the  rest  of  his 

friars ; 
He  went  there  at  noon   and   he  waited  till 

ten, 
Expecting  in  vain  the  lord-mayor   and  his 

men. 
He  waited  and  waited  from  mid-day  to  dark ; 
But  in  vain — you  might  search  through  the 

whole  of  the  church, 
Not  a  layman,  alas!  to  the  city's  disgrace, 
From  mid-day  to  dark  showed  his  nose  in  the 

place. 
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The    pew-woman,   organist,    beadle,    and 
clerk. 
Kept  away  from  their  work,  and  were  danc- 
ing like  mad 
Away  in  the    streets  with  the    other    mad 

people, 
Not  thinking  to  pray,  but  to  guzzle  and  tipple 
Wherever  the  drink  might  be  had. 


XIL 

Amidst  this  din  and  revelry  throughout  the     How  he  went 
•  i.  •  J  a  forth  to  bid 

City  roaring,  them  to  prayers, 

The  silver  moon  rose  silently,  and  high  in 
heaven  soaring; 

Prior  Hyacinth  was  fervently  upon  his  knees 
adoring : 

"  Towards  my  precious  patroness  this  conduct 
sure  unfair  is ; 

I  cannot  think,  I  must  confess,  what  keeps 
the  dignitaries 

And  our  good  mayor  away,  unless  some  busi- 
ness them  contraries." 


He  puts  his  long  white  mantle  on  and  forth 

the  prior  sallies — 
(His  pious  thoughts  were  bent  upon  good 

deeds  and  not  on  malice)  : 
Heavens !  how  the  banquet  lights  they  shone 

about  the  mayor's  palace! 
About  the  hall  the  scullions  ran  with  meats 

both  fresh  and  potted; 
The  pages  came  with  cup  and  can,  all  for  the 

guests  allotted; 
Ah,  how  they  jeered  that  good  fat  man  as  up 

the  stairs  he  trotted ! 


How  the  grooms 
and  lackeys 
jeered  him. 


He  entered  in  the  ante-rooms  where  sat  the 

mayor's  court  in; 
He  found  a  pack  of  drunken  grooms  a-dicing 

and  a-sporting; 
6 
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The  horrid  wine  and  'bacco  fumes,  they  set 
the  prior  a- snorting ! 

The  prior  thought  he'd  speak  about  their  sins 
before  he  went  hence, 

And  lustily  began  to  shout  of  sin  and  of  re- 
pentance ; 

The  rogues,  they  kicked  the  prior  out  before 
he'd  done  a  sentence ! 


And  the  mayor, 
mayoress,  and 
aldermen, 
being  Hpsle,  re- 
fused to  go  to 
cliurcb. 


And  having  got  no  portion  small  of  buffeting 

and  tussling. 
At  last  he  reached  the  banquet-hall,  where 

sat  the  mayor  a-guzzling, 
And  by  his  side  his   lady  tall  dressed  out 

in  white  sprig  muslin. 
Around  the  table  in  a  ring  the  guests  were 

drinking  heavy ; 
They  drunk  the  church,  and  drunk  the  king, 

and  the  army  and  the  navy; 
In  fact  they'd  toasted  everything.    The  prior 

said  "  God  save  ye ! " 

The  mayor  cried,  "  Bring  a  silver  cup — there's 

one  upon  the  beaufet; 
And,  prior,  have  the  venison  up — it's  capital 

rechauffe. 
And  so.  Sir  Priest,  you've  come  to  sup?  And 

pray  you,  how's  Saint  Sophy?" 
The  prior's  face  quite  red  was  grown,  with 

horror  and  with  anger; 
He  flung  the  proffered  goblet  down — it  made 

a  hideous  clangor; 
And  'gan  a-preaching  with  a  frown — he  was 

a  fierce  haranguer. 

He  tried  the  mayor  and  aldermen — they  all 

set  up  a-jeering; 
He  tried  the  common-councilmen — they  too 

began  a-sneering : 
He  turned  towards  the  may'ress  then,  and 

hoped  to  get  a  hearing. 
He  knelt  and  seized  her  dinner-dress,  made 

of  the  muslin  snowy. 
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"  To  church,  to  church,  my  sweet  mistress ! " 
he  cried;  "the  way  I'll  show  ye." 

Alas,  the  lady-mayoress  fell  back  as  drunk 
as  Chloe ! 

XITI. 

Out  from  this  dissolute  and  drunken  court 
Went  the  good  prior,  his  eyes  with  weep- 
ing dim : 
He  tried  the  people  of  a  meaner  sort — 
They  too,  alas,  were  bent  upon  their  sport, 
Ajid  not  a  single  soul  would  follow  him ! 
But  all  were  swigging  schnaps  and  guzzling 
beer. 


How  the  prior 
went  back 
alone, 


He  found  the  cits,  their  daughters,  sons,  and 

spouses. 
Spending  the  live-long  night  in  fierce  carouses : 

Alas,  unthinking  of  the  danger  near ! 

One  or  two  sentinels  the  ramparts  guarded. 

The  rest  were  sharing  in  the  general  feast : 

"  God  wot,  our  tipsy  town  is  poorly  warded ; 

Sweet  Saint  Sophia   help   us ! "  cried  the 

priest. 

Alone  he  entered  the  cathedral  gate, 

Careful  he  locked  the  mighty  oaken  door; 

Within  his-  company  of  monks  did  wait, 
A  dozen  poor  old  pious  men — no  more. 
Oh,  but  it  grieved  the  gentle  prior  sore. 

To  think  of  those  lost  souls,  given  up  to  drink 
and  fate ! 


The  mighty  outer  gate  well  barred  and  fast. 
The  poor  old  friars  stirred  their  poor  old 

bones, 
And  pattering  swiftly  on  the  damp  cold 
stones, 
They  through  the  solitary  chancel  passed. 
The  chancel  walls  looked  black  and  dim  and 
vast. 
And     rendered,    ghost-like,     melancholy 
tones. 


And  shut  him- 
self into  Saint 
Sophia's  chapel 
with  his 
brethren. 
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Onward  the  fathers  sped,  till  coming  nigh  a 
Small  iron  gate,  the  which  they  entered 

quick  at. 
They  locked  and  double-locked  the  inner 
wicket, 
And  stood  within  the  chapel  of  Sophia. 
Vain  were  it  to  describe  this  sainted  place, 
Vain  to  describe  that  celebrated  trophy, 
The  venerable  statue  of  Saint  Sophy, 
Which  formed    its    chiefest  ornament   and 
grace. 

Here  the  good  prior,  his  personal  griefs  and 
sorrows 
In   his  extreme  devotion  quickly  merging. 
At  once  began  to  pray  with  voice  sonorous ; 
The  other  friars  joined  in  pious  chorus, 
And  passed  the  night  in  singing,  praying, 

scourging. 
In  honour  of  Sophia,  that  sweet  virgin. 

xrv. 

The  episode  of  Leaving  thus  the  pious  priest  in 

latf^a  ^°*  Humble  penitence  and  prayer. 

And  the  greedy  cits  a-feasting, 
Let  us  to  the  walls  repair. 

Walking  by  the  sentry-boxes, 
Underneath  the  silver  moon, 

Lo !  the  sentry  boldly  cocks  his — 
Boldly  cocks  his  musketoon. 

Sneezoff  was  his  designation, 
Fair-haired  boy,  forever  pitied; 

For  to  take  his  cruel  station. 
He  but  now  Katinka  quitted. 


Poor  in  purse  were  both,  but  rich  in 
Tender  love's  delicious  plenties; 

She  a  damsel  of  the  kitchen. 
He  a  haberdasher's  'prentice. 
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'Tinka,  maideu,  tender-hearted 
Was  dissolved  in  tearful  fits, 

On  that  fatal  night  she  parted 

From  her  darling,  fair-haired  Fritz. 

Warm  her  soldier  lad  she  wrapt  in 

Comforter  and  muffetee; 
Called  him  "general"  and  "captain," 

Though  a  simple  private  he. 

"  On  your  bosom  wear  this  plaster, 
'Twill  defend  you  from  the  cold; 
In  your  pipe  smoke  this  canaster, 
Smuggled  'tis,  my  love,  and  old. 

"All  the  night,  my  love,  I'll  miss  you." 
Thus  she  spoke;  and  from  the  door 
Fair-haired  Sneezoff  made  his  issue, 
To  return,  alas,  no  more. 

He  it  is  who  calmly  walks  his 
Walk  beneath  the  silver  moon; 

He  it  is  who  boldly  cocks  his 
Detonating  musketoon. 

He  the  bland  canaster  puffing. 
As  upon  his  round  he  paces, 

Sudden  sees  a  ragamuffin 

Clambering  swiftly  up  the  glacis. 

"Who  goes  there?  "  exclaims  the  sentry; 
"When  the  sun  has  once  gone  down 
No  one  ever  makes  an  entry 
Into  this  here  fortified  town ! " 


Shouted  thus  the  watchful  Sneezoff;  How  the  sentne 

_    ,  ...  '  Sneezoff  was 

But,  ere  any  one  replied,  surprised  ana 

Wretched  youth!  he  fired  his  piece  off,  ^'*^"- 

Started,  staggered,  groaned,  and  died! 
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How  the  Cos- 
sacks rushed  In 
suddenly  and 
took  the  cltie. 


XV. 

Ah,  full  well  might  the  sentinel  cry,  "Who 
goes  there?  " 

But  echo  was  frightened  too  much  to  declare. 

Who  goes  there?  who  goes  there?  Can  any- 
one swear 

To  the  number  of  sands  sur  les  hords  de  la 


Of  the  Cossack 
troops, 


And  of  their 
manner  of 
burning,  mur- 
dering, and 
ravlstilng. 


Or  the  whiskers  of  D'Orsay  Count  down  to  a 

hair? 
As  well  might  you  tell  of  the  sands  the 

amount, 
Or  number  each  hair  in    each  curl  of  the 

Count, 
As  ever  proclaim  the  number  and  name 
Of  the  hundreds  and  thousands  that  up  the 

wall  came ! 
Down,  down  the  knaves  poured  with  fire  and 

with  sword : 
There   were  thieves  from   the   Danube   and 

rogues  from  the  Don; 
There  were  Turks  and  Wallacks,  and  shout- 
ing Cossacks; 
Of  all  nations  and  regions,  and  tongues  and 

religions — 
Jew,  Christian,  Idolater,  Frank,  Mussulman: 
Ah,  a  horrible  sight  was  Kioff  that  night ! 
The  gates  were  all  taken — no  chance  e'en  of 

flight; 
And  with  torch  and  with  axe  the  bloody  Cos- 
sacks 
Went  hither  and  thither  a-hunting  in  packs : 
They  slashed  and  they  slew  both  Christian 

and  Jew — 
Women  and  children,  they  slaughtered  them 

too. 
Some,  saving  their  throats,  plunged  into  the 

moats. 
Or  the  river — but,  oh,  they  had  burned  all 

the  boats ! 


The  gates  were  all  taken." 


-Ballads,  p.  86. 
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But  here  let  us  pause — for  I  can't  pursue    ^am^ttie 

further  whole  citle 

This  scene  of  rack,  ravishment,  ruin,  and    01^011^™*''^ 

murther. 
Too  well  did  the  cunning  old  Cossack  suc- 
ceed! 
His  plan  of  attack  was  successful  indeed ! 
The  night  was  his    own — the  town  it  was 

gone; 
'Twas  a  heap  still  a-burning  of  timber  and 

stone. 
One  building  alone    had    escaped    from  the 

fires, 
Saint  Sophy's  fair  church,  with  its  steeples     whereof  the 

and  spires.  """"^       * 

Calm,  stately,  and  white, 
It  stood  in  the  light ; 
And  as  if  'twould  defy  all  the  conqueror's 

power, — 

As  if  nought  had  occurred, 
Might  clearly  be  heard 
The  chimes  ringing  soberly  every  half -hour ! 


hells  began  to 
ring. 


XVL 


The  city  was  defunct — silence  succeeded 

Unto  its  last  fierce  agonising  yells; 
And  then  it  was  the  conqueror  first  heeded 

The  sound  of  these  calm  bells. 
Furious  towards  his  aides-de-camp  he  turns. 

And    (speaking    as  if    Byron's  works   he 
knew) 
"  Villains !  "  he  fiercely  cries,  "  the  city  burns, 

Why  not  the  temple  too? 
Burn  me  yon  church,  and  murder  all  within ! " 

The  Cossacks  thundered  at  the  outer  door ; 
And  Father  Hyacinth,  who  heard  the  din 

(And  thought  himself  and  brethren  in  dis- 
tress. 
Deserted  by  their  lady  patroness) 

Did  to  her  statue  turn,  and  thus  his  woes 
outpour. 


How  the  Cos- 
sack chlel  hade 
them  bum  the 
church  too. 


How  they 
stormed  It ; 
and  of  Hya- 
cinth, his  anger 
thereat. 
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ffleffit*''*"        "  -^^^  ^^  i*  *^"^'  ^  falsest  of  the  saints, 
Sophia.  Thou  hearest  our  complaints? 

Tell  me,  did  ever  my  attachment  falter 

To  serve  thy  altar? 
Was  not  thy  name,  ere  ever  I  did  sleep, 

The  last  upon  my  lip? 
Was  not  thy  name  the  very  first  that  broke 

From  me  vrhen  I  awoke? 
Have  I  not  tried  with  fasting,  flogging,  pen- 
ance, 

And  mortified  countenance 
For  to  find  favor,  Sophy,  in  thy  sight? 

And  lo !  this  night. 
Forgetful   of   my   prayers,    and    thine    own 
promise, 

Thou  turnest  from!  us; 
Lettest  the  heathen  enter  in  our  city, 

And,  without  pity. 
Murder    our    burghers,    seize    upon    their 
spouses. 

Burn  down  their  houses ! 
Is  such  a  breach  of  faith  to  be  endured? 

See  what  a  lurid 
Light  from  the  insolent  invader's  torches 

Shines  on  your  porches ! 
Ee'n  now,  with  thundering  battering-ram  and 
hammer 

And  hideous  clamour ; 
With  aiBmeu,  swordsmen,  pikemen,  billmen, 
bowmen, 

The  conquering  foemen, 
0  Sophy !  beat  your  gate  about  your  ears, 

Alas!  and  here's 
A  humble  company  of  pious  men, 

Like  muttons  in  a  pen. 
Whose  souls  shall  quickly  from  their  bodies 
be  thrusted. 

Because  in  you  they  trusted. 
Do  you  not  know  the  Calmuc  chief's  desires — 

Kill  all  the  Fkiaks  ! 
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And  you  of  all  the  saints  most  false  and 
fickle, 

Leave  us  in  this  abominable  pickle." 


"  Rash  Htacinthus  ! " 

(Here,   to  the    astonishment    of   all  her 

backers. 

Saint  Sophy,  opening  wide  her  wooden  jaws, 

Like  to  a  pair  of  German  walnut-crackers. 

Began)  "  I  did  not  think  that  you  had  been 

thus, — 

0  monk  of  little  faith !     Is  it  because 
A  rascal  scum  of  filthy  Cossack  heathen 
Besiege  our  town,  that  you  distrust  in  me, 

then? 
Think' st  thou  that  I,  who  in  a  former  day 
Did  walk  across  the  Sea  of  Marmora 
(Not  mentioning,  for  shortness,  other  seas), — 
That  I,  who  skimmed  the  broad  Borysthenes, 
Without  so  much  as  wetting  of  my  toes. 
Am  frightened  at  a  set  of  men  like  those  ? 

1  have  a  mind  to  leave  you  to  your  fate : 
Such  cowardice  as  this  my  scorn  inspires." 

Saint  Sophy  was  here 

Cut  short  in  her  words, — 
For  at  this  very  moment  in  tumbled  the  gate, 

And  with  a  wild  cheer. 
And  a  clashing  of  swords. 

Swift  through  the  church  porches, 

With  a  waving  of  torches, 

And  a  shriek,  and  a  yell. 

Like  the  devils  of  hell. 

With  pike  and  with  axe 

In  rushed  the  Cossacks, — 
In  rushed  the  Cossacks,  crying,  "Muedee 

THE  FEIAES  !  " 


The  statue  sud- 
denlle  speaks ; 


But  Islnteti- 
rupted  by  the 
breaking  In  of 
the  Cossacks. 


Ah !  what  a  thrill  felt  Hyacinth, 

When  he  heard  that  villainous  shout  Cal- 
muc! 
Now,  thought  he,  my  trial  beginneth; 

Saints,  0  give  me  courage  and  pluck! 


Of  Hyacinth, 
his  outrageous 
address. 
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"  Courage,  boys,  'tis  useless  to  funk ! " 

Thus  unto  the  friars  he  began, 
"  Never  let  it  be  said  that  a  monk 

Is  not  likewise  a  gentleman. 
Though  the  patron  saint  of  the  church, 

Spite  of  all  that  we've  done  and  we've 
pray'd. 
Leaves  us  wickedly  here  in  the  lurch, 

Hang  it,  gentlemen,  who's  afraid?  " 


And  prepara- 
tion for  dying. 


Saint  Sophia, 
her  speech. 


As  thus  the  gallant  Hyacinthus  spoke, 

He  with  an  air  as  easy  and  as  free  as 
If  the  quick-coming  murder  were  a  joke, 
Folded  his  robes  around  his  sides,  and  took 
Place  under  sainted  Sophy's  legs  of  oak. 
Like  Csesar  at  the  statue  of  Pompeius. 
The  monks  no  leisure  had  about  to  look 
(Each  being  absorbed  in  his  particular  case), 
Else  had  they  seen  with  what  celestial  grace, 
A  wooden  smile  stole  o'er  the  saint's  ma- 
hogany face. 

"  Well  done,  well  done,  Hyacinthus,my  son !  " 

Thus  spoke  the  sainted  statue. 
"  Though  you  doubted  me  in  the  hour  of  need. 
And  spoke  of  me  very  rude  indeed, 
You^  deserve   good   luck   for   showing    such 
pluck. 

And  I  won't  be  angry  at  you." 


She  gets  on  the 
prior's  shoulder 
straddlehack. 


The  monks  by-standing,  one  and  all, 
Of  this  wondrous  scene  beholders. 
To  this  kind  promise  listened  content, 
And  couldn't  contain  their  astonishment, 
When  Saint  Sophia  moved  and  went 
Down  from  her  wooden  pedestal. 
And  twisted  her  legs,  sure  as  eggs  is  eggs, 
Eound  Hyacinthus 's  shoulders ! 


And  bids  him 
run. 


"Ho!    forwards,"  cries  Sophy,  "there's  no 

time  for  waiting. 
The  Cossacks  are  breaking  the  very  last  gate 

in: 
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See  the   glare  of  their  torches  shines  red 
through  tlie  grating; 
We've  still  the  back  door,  and  two  minutes 
or  more. 
Now,  boys,  now  or  never,  we  must  make  for 
the  river, 
For  we  only  are  safe  on  the  opposite  shore. 
Eun  swiftly  to-day,  lads,  if  ever  you  ran, — 
Put  out  your  best  leg,  Hyacinthus,  my  man : 
And  I'll  lay  five  to  two  that  you  carry  us 
through, 
Only  scamper  as  fast  as  you  can." 

XVIII. 

Away  went  the  priest  through  the  little  back    He  runneui, 

door. 
And  light  on  his  shoulders  the  image  he  bore : 
The  honest  old  priest  was  not  punished  the 

least, 
Though  the  image  was  eight  feet,   and  he 

measured  four. 
Away  went  the  prior,  and  the  monks  at  his 

tail 
Went  snorting,  and  pufiing,  and  panting  full 

sail; 
And  just  as  the  last  at  the  back  door  had 

passed. 
In  furious  hunt  behold  at  the  front 
The   Tartars    so   fierce,    with   their   terrible 

cheers; 
With  axes,  and  halberds,  and  muskets,  and 

spears, 
With  torches  a-flaming  the  chapel  now  came 

in. 
They  tore  up  the  mass-book,   they  stamped 

on  the  psalter. 
They  pulled  the  gold  crucifix  down  from  the 

altar; 
The  vestments  they  burned  with  their  blas- 
phemous fires, 
And  many  cried  "  Curse  on  them !  where  are 

the  friars?  " 
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When  loaded  with  plunder,  yet  seeking  for 

more, 
One  chanced  to  fling  open  the   little  back 

door. 
Spied  out  the  friars'  white  robes  and  long 

shadows 
In  the  moon,  scampering  over  the  meadows, 
And  stopped  the  Cossacks  in  the  midst  of 

And  the  Tartars  l^hpir  nrssniT! 

after  him.  ^      tneir  arsons, 

By  crying  out  lustily,     Theke  go  the  pae- 

SONS  !  " 

With  a  whoop  and  a  yell,  and  a  scream  and 
a  shout. 

At  once  the  whole  murderous  body  turned 
out; 

And  swift  as  the  hawk  pounces  down  on  the 
pigeon, 

Pursued  the  poor  short-winded  men  of  relig- 
ion. 

How  the  iriars      When  the  sound  of  that  cheering  came  to  the 
sweated,  i    >  i,        • 

monks   hearing, 

0  Heaven!  how  the  poor  fellows  panted 
and  blew ! 
At  fighting  not   cunning,   unaccustomed   to 
running, 
When  the  Tartars  came  up,  what  the  deuce 
should  they  do? 
"They'll  make  us  all  martyrs,  those  blood- 
thirsty Tartars ! " 
Quoth  fat  Father  Peter  to  fat  Father  Hugh. 
The  shouts  they  came  clearer,  the  foe  they 
drew  nearer; 
Oh,  how  the  bolts  whistled,  and  how  the 
lights  shone! 
"  I  cannot  get  further,  this  running  is  mur- 
ther; 
Come  carry  me,  some  one !  "  cried  big  Fa- 
ther John. 

And  even  the  statue  grew  frightened,  "Od 
rat  you ! " 
It  cried,  "  Mr.  Prior,  I  wish  you'd  get  on !  " 
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On  tugged  the  good  friar,  but  nigher  and 
nigher 

Appeared  the  fierce  Russians,  with  sword 
and  with  fire. 

On  tugged  the  good  prior  at  Saint  Sophy's 
desire, — 

A  scramble  through  bramble,  through  mud, 
and  through  mire. 

The  swift  arrows'  whizziness  causing  a  dizzi- 
ness, 

Nigh  done  his  business,  fit  to  expire, 

Father  Hyacinth  tugged,  and  the  monks  they 
tugged  after: 

The  foemen  pursued  with  a  horrible  laugh- 
ter. 

And  hurl'd  their  lone  spears  round  the  poor     Andtnepur- 
brethren's  ears  arrows  into 

So  true  that  next  day  in  the  coats  of  each    tiieirtayis. 
priest. 

Though  never  a  wound  was  given,  there  were 
found 

A  dozen  arrows  at  least. 

Now  the  chace  seemed  at  its  worst.  How,  at  the 

Prior  and  monks  were  fit  to  burst;  last  gasp, 

Scarce  you  know  the  which  was  first. 

Or  pursuers  or  pursued; 
When  the  statue,  by  Heaven's  grace, 
Suddenly  did  change  the  face 
Of  this  interesting  race. 

As  a  saint,  sure,  only  could. 

For  as  the  jockey  who  at  Epsom  rides. 
When  that  his  steed  is  spent  and  punished 
sore, 
Diggeth  his  heels  into  the  courser's  sides. 
And  thereby  makes  him  run  one  or  two 

furlongs  more ; 
Even  thus,  betwixt  the  eighth  rib  and  the 
ninth. 
The   saint  rebuked   the  prior,    that  weary 
creeper ; 
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The  friars  won, 
and  Jumped 
Into  Borys- 
thenes  fluvlus. 


Fresh  strength  into   his  limbs  her  kicks 
imparted, 

One  bound  he  made,  as  gay  as  when  he 
started. 

Yes,    with   his   brethren   clinging    at   his 
cloak, 

The  statue  on  his  shoulders^ — fit  to  choke — 

One  most  tremendous  bound  made  Hya- 
cinth, 
And  soused  friars,  statue,  and  all,  slap  dash 
into  the  Dnieper ! 


XIX. 


And  how  the 
Russians  saw 


And  when  the  Eussians,  in  a  fiery  rank, 
Panting   and   fierce,    drew   up  along    the 

shore; 
(For  here  the  vain  pursuing  they  forbore, 
Nor  cared  they  to  surpass  the  river's  bank), 
Then,    looking  from  the   rocks   and   rushes 
dank, 
A  sight  they  witnessed  never  seen  before. 
And  which,  with  its  accompaniments  glorious, 
Is  writ  i'  the  golden  book,  or  liber  aureus. 


The  statue  get 
oil  Hyacinth 
his  back,  and 
sit  down,  with 
the  friars  on 
Hyacinth  his 
cloak. 


Plump  in  the  Dnieper  flounced  the  friar  and 
friends, — ■ 

They  dangling  round  his  neck,  he  fit  to 
choke, 

When  suddenly  his  most  miraculous  cloak 
Over  the  billowy  waves  itself  extends. 
Down  from  his  shoulders  quietly  descends 

The  venerable  Sophy's  statue  of  oak; 
Which,  sitting  down  upon  the  cloak  so  ample. 
Bids  all  the  brethren  follow  its  example ! 


How  in  this 
manner  of  boat 
they  sayled 
away. 


Each  at  her  bidding  sat,  and  sat  at  ease ; 
The  statue  'gan  a  gracious  conversation. 
And  (waving  to  the  foe  a  salutation) 
Sail'd  with  her  wondering  happy  proteges 
Gaily  adown  the  wide  Borysthenes, 

Until  they  came  unto  some  friendly  nation. 
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And  when  the  heathen  had  at  length  grown 

shy  of 
Their  conquest,  she  one  day  came  back  again 

to  Kioff. 

XX. 

Think  not,  O  Keadeb,  that  we'ke  laugh-     Mnisiortiie 

ING  AT  TOtJ ;  *"''■ 

You    MAT   GO    TO   KlOFF  NOW,  AND    SEE    THE 

statue! 
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TITMARSH'S  CAEMEN   LILLIENSE. 


Lille,  Sept.  3,  184a 


My  heart  is  weary,  yny  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal  ? 

1  have  no  Tnoney,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 


With  twenty  pounds  but  three  weeks  since 
From  Paris  forth  did  Titmarsh  wheel, 

I  thought  myself  as  rich  a  prince 
As  beggar  poor  I'm  now  at  Lille. 

Confiding  in  my  ample  means — 

In  troth,  I  was  a  happy  chiel ! 
I  passed  the  gates  of  Valenciennes, 

I  never  thought  to  come  by  Lille. 

I  never  thought  my  twenty  pounds 

Some  rascal  knave  would  dare  to  steal; 

I  gaily  passed  the  Belgie  bounds 

At  Quievrain,  twenty  miles  from  Lille. 

To  Antwerp  town  I  hasten' d  post, 
And  as  I  took  my  evening  meal 
I  felt  my  pouch, — my  purse  was  lost, 

0  Heaven !     Why  came  I  not  by  Lille? 

I  straightway  call'd  for  ink  and  pen, 

To  grandmamma  I  made  appeal; 
Meanwhile  a  loan  of  guineas  ten 

1  borrowed  from  a  friend  so  leal. 

I  got  the  cash  from  grandmamma, 

(Her  gentle  heart  my  woes  could  feel) 

But  where  I  went,  and  what  I  saw, 
What  matters?     Here  I  am  at  Lille. 
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My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal? 

I  have  no  cash,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 

II. 

To  stealing  I  can  never  come. 

To  pawn  my  watch  I'm  too  genteel. 

Besides,  I  left  my  watch  at  home. 
How  could  I  pawn  it,  then,  at  Lille? 

"La  note,"  at  times  the  guests  will  say, 
I  turn  as  white  as  cold  boil'd  veal; 
I  turn  and  look  another  way, 
I  dare  not  ask  the  bill  at  Lille. 

I  dare  not  to  the  landlord  say, 

"  Good  sir,  I  cannot  pay  your  bill ; " 
He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
And  is  quite  proud  I  stay  at  Lille. 

He  thinks  I  am  a  Lord  Anglais, 
Like  Eothschild  or  Sir  Robert  Peel, 

And  so  he  serves  me  every  day 

The  best  of  meat  and  drink  in  Lille. 

Yet  when  he  looks  me  in  the  face 

I  blush  as  red  as  cochineal ; 
And  think  did  he  but  know  my  case. 

How  changed  he'd  be,  my  host  of  Lille! 

My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal? 

I  have  no  money,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 

III. 

The  sun  bursts  out  in  furious  blaze, 
I  perspirate  from  head  to  heel ; 

I'd  like  to  hire  a  one-horse  chaise, 
How  can  I,  without  cash  at  Lille? 

7 
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I  pass  in  sunshine  burning  hot 
By  caffe  where  in  beer  they  deal; 

I  think  how  pleasant  were  a  pot, 
A  frothing  pot  of  beer  of  Lille! 

What  is  yon  house  with  walls  so  thick, 
All  girt  around  with  guard  and  grille? 

Oh!  gracious  gods,  it  makes  me  sick, 
It  is  the  prison-house  of  Lille ! 

Oh  cursed  prison  strong  and  barred. 
It  does  my  very  blood  congeal ! 

I  tremble  as  I  pass  the  guard, 
And  quit  that  ugly  part  of  Lille. 

The  church-door  beggar  whines  and  prays, 

I  turn  away  at  his  appeal : 
Ah,  church-door  beggar !  go  thy  ways ! 

You're  not  the  poorest  man  in  Lille. 

My  heart  is  weary,  my  peace  is  gone, 
How  shall  I  e'er  my  woes  reveal? 

I  have  no  money,  I  lie  in  pawn, 
A  stranger  in  the  town  of  Lille. 


IV. 

Say,  shall  I  to  yon  Flemish  church, 
And  at  a  Popish  altar  kneel? 

0  do  not  leave  me  in  the  lurch, — 
I'll  cry  ye  patron-saints  of  Lille ! 

Ye  virgins  dressed  in  satin  hoops. 
Ye  martyrs  slain  for  mortal  weal, 

Look  kindly  down !  before  you  stoops 
The  miserablest  man  in  Lille. 

And  lo!  as  I  beheld  with  awe 

A  pictured  saint  (I  swear  'tis  real) 

It  smiled,  and  turn'd  to  grandmamma  1- 
It  did !  and  I  had  hope  in  Lille ! 
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'Twas  five  o'clock,  and  I  could  eat, 
Although  I  could  not  pay,  my  meal : 

I  hasten  back  into  the  street 

Where  lies  my  inn,  the  best  in  Lille. 

What  see  I  on  my  table  stand, — 

.  A  letter  with  a  well-known  seal? 
'Tis  grandmamma's!     I  know  her  hand, — 

"To  Mr.  M.  A.  Titmarsh,  Lille." 

I  feel  a  choking  in  my  throat, 

I  pant  and  stagger,  faint  and  reel ! 
It  is — it  is — a  ten-pound  note. 

And  I'm  no  more  in  pawn  at  Lille! 

[He  goes  off  by  the  diligence  that  evening,  and  is  restored  to  the 
bosom  of  his  happy  family.] 
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"JEAMES   OF  BUCKLEY   SQUAEE. 

"  A  HELIGY. 

"  Come  all  ye  gents  vot  cleans  the  plate, 
Come  all  ye  ladies-maids  so  fair — • 
Vile  I  a  story  vill  relate 

Of  cruel  Jeames  of  Buckley  Square. 
A  tighter  lad,  it  is  confest, 

Neer  valked  with  powder  in  his  air, 
Or  vore  a  nosegay  in  his  breast, 

Than  andsum  Jeames  of  Buckley  Square. 

"0  Evns!  it  vas  the  best  of  sights, 

Behind  his  Master's  coach  and  pair. 
To  see  our  Jeames  in  red  plush  tights, 

A  driving  hoff  from  Buckley  Square. 
He  vel  became  his  hagwilletts. 

He  cocked  his  at  with  such  a  hair ; 
His  calves  and  viskers  vas  such  pets. 

That  hall  loved  Jeames  of  Buckley  Square. 

"He  pleased  the  hup-stairs  folks  as  veil, 

And  o !  I  vithered  vith  despair. 
Missis  vould  ring  the  parler  bell. 

And  call  up  Jeames  in  Buckley  Square. 
Both  beer  and  sperrits  he  abhord, 

(Sperrits  and  beer  I  can't  a  bear,) 
You  would  have  thought  he  vas  a  lord 

Down  in  our  All  in  Buckley  Square. 

"Last  year  he  visper'd,  '  Mary  Hann, 
Ven  I've  an  under'd  pound  to  spare, 
To  take  a  public  is  my  plan. 

And  leave  this  hojous  Buckley  Square.' 

0  how  my  gentle  heart  did  bound. 

To  think  that  I  his  name  should  bear! 

'Dear  Jeames,'  says  I,  'I've  twenty  pound,' 

Aud  gev  them  him  in  Buckley  Square. 
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"Our  master  vas  a  City  gent, 

His  name's  in  railroads  everywhere, 
And  lord,  vot  lots  of  letters  vent 

Betwigst  liis  brokers  and  Buckley  Square ! 
My  Jeames  it  was  the  letters  took. 

And  read  them  all,  (T  think  it's  fair,) 
And  took  a  leaf  from  Master's  book, 

As  hothers  do  in  Buckley  Square. 

"  Encouraged  with  my  twenty  pound. 

Of  which  poor  /  was  unavare. 

He  wrote  the  Companies  all  round. 

And  signed  hisself  from  Buckley  Square. 
And  how  John  Porter  used  to  grin, 
As  day  by  day,  share  after  share, 
Came  railvay  letters  pouring  in, 
'  J.  Plush,  Esquire,  in  Buckley  Square.' 

"Our  servants'  All  was  in  a  rage — 

Scrip,  stock,  curves,  gradients,  bull  and  bear 
Vith  butler,  coachman,  groom  and  page, 

Vas  all  the  talk  in  Buckley  Square. 
But  O !  imagine  vat  I  felt 

Last  Vensday  veek  as  ever  were; 
I  gits  a  letter,  which  I  spelt, 
'Miss  M.  A.  Hoggins,  Buckley  Square.' 

"  He  sent  me  back  my  money  true — 

He  sent  me  back  my  lock  of  air. 
And  said,  '  My  dear,  I  bid  ajew 

To  Mary  Hann  and  Buckley  Square. 
Thin.k  not  to  marry,  foolish  Hann, 

With  people  who  your  betters  are : 
James  Plush  is  now  a  gentleman, 

And  you — a  cook  in  Buckley  Square. 

"  *  I've  thirty  thousand  guineas  won. 

In  six  short  months,  by  genus  rare; 
You  little  thought  what  Jeames  was  on, 

Poor  Mary  Hann,  in  Buckley  Square. 
I've  thirty  thousand  guineas  net. 

Powder  and  plush  I  scorn  to  vear; 
And  so.  Miss  Mary  Hann,  forget 

Eor  hever  Jeames  of  Buckley  Square.'  " 
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LINES  UPON   MY   SISTER'S  POETRAIT. 

BY     THE    LORD     SOUTHDOWN. 

The  castle  towers  of  Bareacres  are  fair  upon  the  lea, 
Where  the  cliffs  of  bonny  Diddlesex  rise  up  from  out  the 

sea: 
I  stood  upon  the  donjon  keep  and  view'd  the  country  o'er, 
I  saw  the  lands  of  Bareacres  for  fifty  miles  or  more. 
I  stood  upon  the  donjon  keep — it  is  a  sacred  place, — 
Where  floated  for  eight  hundred  years  the  banner  of  my 

race; 
Argent,  a  dexter  sinople,  and  gules  an  azure  field : 
There  ne'er  was  nobler  cognizance  on  knightly  warrior's 

shield. 

The  first  time  England  saw  the  shield  'twas  round  a  Nor- 
man neck, 
On  board  a  ship  from  Valery,  King  William  was  on  deck. 
A  Norman  lance  the  colours  wore  in  Hastings'  fatal  fray — 
St.  Willibald  for  Bareacres!  'twas  double  gules  that  day! 
O  Heaven  and  sweet  St.  Willibald !  in  many  a  battle  since 
A  loyal- hearted  Bareacres  has  ridden  by  his  Prince ! 
At  Acre  with  Plantagenet,  with  Edward  at  Poictiers, 
The  pennon  of  the  Bareacres  was  foremost  on  the  spears ! 

'Twas  pleasant  in  the  battle-shock  to  hear  our  war-cry 
ringing : 

Oh  grant  me,  sweet  St.  Willibald,  to  listen  to  such  singing"! 

Three  hundred  steel-clad  gentlemen,  we  drove  the  foe  be- 
fore us. 

And  thirty  score  of  British  bows  kept  twanging  to  the 
chorus ! 

O  knights,  my  noble  ancestors  I  and  shall  I  never  hear 

St.  Willibald  for  Bareacres  through  battle  ringing  clear? 

I'd  cut  me  off  this  strong  right  hand  a  single  hour  to  ride 

And  strike  a  blow  for  Bareacres,  my  fathers,  at  your  side ! 

Dash  down,  dash  down  yon  mandolin,  beloved  sister  mine ! 
Those  blushing  lips  may  never  sing  the  glories  of  our  line : 
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Our  ancient  castles  echo  to  the  clumsy  feet  of  churls, 
The  spinning  Jenny  houses  in  the  mansion  of  our  Earls. 
Sing  not,  sing  not,  my  Angeline !  in  days  so  base  and  vile, 
'Twere  sinful  to  be  happy,  'twere  sacrilege  to  smile. 
I'll  hie  me  to  my  lonely  hall,  and  by  its  cheerless  hob 
I'll  muse  on  other  days,  and  wish — and  wish  I  were — ^A 
Snob. 
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LITTLE    BILLEE.* 

Air — "  11  y  mait  un  petit  navire. " 

Theke  were  three  sailors  of  Bristol  city 

Who  took  a  boat  and  went  to  sea. 
But  first  with  beef  and  captain's  biscuits 

And  pickled  pork  they  loaded  she. 

There  was  gorging  Jack  and  guzzling  Jimmy, 
And  the  youngest  he  was  little  Billee. 

Now  when  they  got  as  far  as  the  Equator 
They'd  nothing  left  but  one  split  pea. 

Says  gorging  Jack  to  guzzling  Jimmy, 

"I  am  extremely  hungaree." 
To  gorging  Jack  says  guzzling  Jimmy, 

"We've  nothing  left,  us  must  eat  we." 

Says  gorging  Jack  to  guzzling  Jimmy, 

"With  one  another  we  shouldn't  agree! 

There's  little  Bill,  he's  young  and  tender. 

We're  old  and  tough,  so  let's  eat  he. 

"Oh!  Billy,  we're  going  to  kill  and  eat  you, 
So  undo  the  button  of  your  chemie." 
When  Bill  received  this  information 
He  used  his  pocket  handkerchie. 

"First  let  me  say  my  catechism, 

Which  my  poor  mamy  taught  to  me," 

"Make  haste,  make  haste,"  says  guzzling  Jimmy, 
While  Jack  pulled  out  his  snickersnee. 

So  Billy  went  up  to  the  main-top  gallant  mast, 
And  down  he  fell  on  his  bended  knee. 

He  scarce  had  come  to  the  twelfth  commandment 
When  ixp  he  jumps.     "  There's  land  I  see : 

•  As  different  versions  of  this  popular  song  have  been  set  to  music 
and  sung,  no  apology  Is  needed  for  the  insertion  In  these  pages  of 
what  is  considered  to  be  the  correct  version. 
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"  Jerusalem  and  Madagascar, 

And  North  and  South  Amerikee : 
There's  the  British  flag  a  riding  at  anchor, 
With  Admiral  Napier,  K.C.B." 

So  when  they  got  aboard  of  the  Admiral's 
He  hanged  fat  Jack  and  flogged  Jimmee; 

But  as  for  little  Bill  he  made  him 
The  Captain  of  a  Seventy-three. 
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THE  END  OF  THE  PLAY. 


The  play  is  done;  the  curtain  drops, 

Slow  falling  to  the  prompter's  bell: 
A  moment  yet  the  actor  stops, 

And  looks  around,  to  say  farewell. 
It  is  an  irksome  word  and  task; 

And,  when  he's  laughed  and  said  his  say, 
He  shows,  as  he  removes  the  mask, 

A  face  that's  anything  but  gay. 

One  word,  ere  yet  the  evening  ends, 

Let's  close  it  with  a  parting  rhyme. 
And  pledge  a  hand  to  all  young  friends. 

As  fits  the  merry  Christmas  time. 
On  life's  wide  scene  you,  too,  have  parts, 

That  Fate  ere  long  shall  bid  you  play; 
Good  night !  with  honest  gentle  hearts 

A  kindly  greeting  go  alway ! 

Good  night! — I'd  say,  the  griefs,  the  joys, 

Just  hinted  in  this  mimic  page. 
The  triumphs  and  defeats  of  boys. 

Are  but  repeated  in  our  age. 
I'd  say,  your  woes  were  not  less  keen. 

Your  hopes  more  vain  than  those  of  men; 
Your  pangs  or  pleasures  of  fifteen; 

At  forty-five  played  o'er  again. 

I'd  say,  we  suffer  and  we  strive, 

Not  less  nor  more  as  men  than  boys; 
With  grizzled  beards  at  forty-five. 

As  erst  at  twelve  in  corduroys. 
And  if,  in  time  of  sacred  youth. 

We  learned  at  home  to  love  and  pray, 
Pray  Heaven  that  early  Love  and  Truth 

May  never  wholly  pass  away. 
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And  in  the  world,  as  in  the  school, 

I'd  say,  how  fate  may  change  and  shift; 
The  prize  be  sometimes  with  the  fool, 

The  race  not  always  to  the  swift. 
The  strong  may  yield,  the  good  may  fall, 

The  great  man  be  a  vulgar  clown, 
The  knave  be  lifted  over  all, 

The  kind  cast  pitilessly  down. 

Who  knows  the  inscrutable  design? 

Blessed  be  He  who  took  and  gave ! 
Why  should  your  mother,  Charles,  not  mine, 

Be  weeping  at  her  darling's  grave?  * 
We  bow  to  Heaven  that  will'd  it  so,  • 

That  darkly  rules  the  fate  of  all. 
That  sends  the  respite  or  the  blow. 

That's  free  to  give,  or  to  recall. 

This  crowns  his  feast  with  wine  and  wit: 

Who  brought  him  to  that  mirth  and  state? 
His  betters,  see,  below  him  sit, 

Or  hunger  hopeless  at  the  gate. 
Who  bade  the  mud  from  Dives'  wheel 

To  spurn  the  rags  of  Lazarus? 
Come,  brother,  in  that  dust  we'll  kneel. 

Confessing  Heaven  that  ruled  it  thus. 

So  each  shall  mourn,  in  life's  advance. 

Dear  hopes,  dear  friends,  untimely  killed; 
Shall  grieve  for  many  a  forfeit  chance. 

And  longing  passion  unfulfilled. 
Amen !  whatever  fate  be  sent. 

Pray  God  the  heart  may  kindly  glow. 
Although  the  head  with  cares  be  bent. 

And  whitened  with  the  winter  snow. 

Come  wealth  or  want,  come  good  or  ill. 
Let  young  and  old  accept  their  part. 

And  bow  before  the  Awful  Will, 
And  bear  it  with  an  honest  heart, 

»  0.  B.  Ob.  39th  November,  1848,  set.  43. 
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Who  misses,  or  who  wins  the  prize. 

Go,  lose  or  conquer  as  you  can ; 
But  if  you  fail,  or  if  you  rise. 

Be  each,  pray  God,  a  gentleman. 

A  gentleman,  or  old  or  young ! 

(Bear  kindly  with  my  humble  lays); 
The  sacred  chorus  first  was  sung 

Upon  the  first  of  Christmas  days : 
The  shepherds  heard  it  overhead — 

The  joyful  angels  raised  it  then : 
Glory  to  Heaven  on  high,  it  said. 

And  peace  on  earth  to  gentle  men. 

My  song,  save  this,  is  little  worth; 

I  lay  the  weary  pen  aside. 
And  wish  you  health,  and  love,  and  mirth, 

As  fits  the  solemn  Christmas-tide, 
As  fits  the  holy  Christmas  birth 

Be  this,  good  friends,  our  carol  still — 
Be  peace  on  earth,  be  peace  on  earth, 

To  men  of  gentle  will. 
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VANITAS  VANITATUM. 

How  spake  of  old  the  Koyal  Seer? 

(His  text  is  one  I  love  to  treat  on.) 
This  life  of  ours  he  said  is  sheer 

Mataiotes  Mataioteton. 

0  Student  of  this  gilded  Book, 

Declare,  while  musing  on  its  pages, 
If  truer  words  were  ever  spoke 

By  ancient,  or  by  modern  sages? 

The  various  authors'  names  but  note,* 

French,  Spanish,  English,  Russians,  Germans: 

And  in  the  volume  polyglot. 

Sure  you  may  read  a  hundred  sermons ! 

What  histories  of  life  are  here, 

More  wild  than  all  romancers'  stories; 

What  wondrous  transformations  queer. 
What  homilies  on  human  glories ! 

What  theme  for  sorrow  or  for  scorn 

What  chronicle  of  Fate's  surprises — 
Of  adverse  Fortune  nobly  borne. 

Of  chances,  changes,  ruins,  rises ! 

Of  thrones  upset,  and  sceptres  broke, 
How  strange  a  record  here  is  written ! 

Of  honours,  dealt  as  if  in  joke; 
Of  brave  desert  unkindly  smitten. 

How  low  men  were,  and  how  they  rise ! 

How  high  they  were,  and  how  they  tumble ! 
0  vanity  of  vanities ! 

0  laughable,  pathetic  jumble ! 

*  Between  a  page  by  Jules  Janin,  and  a  poem  by  the  Turkish  Am- 
bassador, in  Madame  de  R 's  album,  containing  the  autographs 

of  kings,  princes,  poets,  marshals,  musicians,  diplomatists,  states- 
men, artists,  and  men  of  letters  of  all  nations. 
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Here  between  honest  Janin's  joke 
And  his  Turk  Excellency's  firman, 

I  write  my  name  upon  the  book : 

I  write  my  name — and  end  my  sermon. 


O  Vanity  of  vanities ! 

How  wayward  the  decrees  of  Fate  are; 
How  very  weak  the  very  wise, 

How  very  small  the  very  great  are ! 

What  mean  these  stale  moralities. 

Sir  Preacher,  from  your  desk  you  mumble? 
Why  rail  against  the  great  and  wise. 

And  tire  us  with  your  ceaseless  grumble? 

Pray  choose  us  out  another  text, 
0  man  morose  and  narrow-minded! 

Come  turn  the  page — I  read  the  next, 
And  then  the  next,  and  still  I  find  it. 

Eead  here  how  Wealth  aside  was  thrust, 

And  Folly  set  in  place  exalted; 
How  Princes  footed  in  the  dust. 

While  lackeys  in  the  saddle  vaulted. 

Though  thrice  a  thousand  years  are  past, 
Since  David's  son,  the  sad  and  splendid. 

The  weary  King  Ecclesiast, 

Upon  his  awful  tablets  penned  it, — 

Methinks  the  text  is  never  stale, 

And  life  is  every  day  renewing 
Fresh  comments  on  the  old  old  tale 

Of  Folly,  Fortune,  Glory,  Euin. 

Hark  to  the  Preacher,  preaching  still 
He  lifts  his  voice  and  cries  his  sermon, 

Here  at  St.  Peter's  on  Cornhill, 

As  yonder  on  the  Mount  of  Hermon : 

For  you  and  me  to  heart  to  take 
(0  dear  beloved  brother  readers) 

To-day  as  when  the  good  King  spake 
Beneath  the  solemn  Syrian  cedars. 
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LOVE  SONGS  MADE  EASY. 

WHAT   MAKES  MY   HEART   TO   THKILL    AND 
GLOW? 

THE   MAY-FAIR   LOVE    SONG. 

Winter  and  summer,  night  and  morn, 
I  languish  at  this  table  dark; 

My  of&ce  window  has  a  corn- 
er looks  into  St.  James's  Park. 

I  hear  the  foot-guards'  bugle  horn, 
Their  tramp  upon  parade  I  mark; 

I  am  a  gentleman  forlorn, 
I  am  a  Foreign-Office  Clerk. 

My  toils,  my  pleasures,  every  one, 

I  find  are  stale,  and  dull,  and  slow; 
And  yesterday,  when  work  was  done, 

I  felt  myself  so  sad  and  low, 
I  could  have  seized  a  sentry's  gun 

My  wearied  brains  out  out  to  blow. 
What  is  it  makes  my  blood  to  run? 

What  makes  my  heart  to  beat  and  glow? 

My  notes  of  hand  are  burnt,  perhaps? 

Some  one  has  paid  my  tailor's  bill? 
Ko :  every  morn  the  tailor  raps ; 

My  I  0  U's  are  extant  still. 
I  still  am  prey  of  debt  and  dun; 

My  elder  brother's  stout  and  well. 
What  is  it  makes  my  blood  to  run. 

What  makes  my  heart  to  glow  and  swell! 

I  know  my  chief's  distrust  and  hate; 

He  says  I'm  lazy,  and  I  shirk. 
Ah!  had  I  genius  like  the  late 

Eight  Honourable  Edmund  Burke ! 
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My  chance  of  all  promotion's  gone, 
I  know  it  is, — he  hates  me  so. 

What  is  it  makes  my  blood  to  run. 
And  all  my  heart  to  swell  and  glow? 


Why,  why  is  all  so  bright  and  gay? 

There  is  no  change,  there  is  no  cause; 
My  office-time  I  found  to-day 

Disgusting  as  it  ever  was. 
At  three,  I  went  and  tried  the  clubs, 

And  yawned  and  saunter'd  to  and  fro; 
And  now  my  heart  jumps  up  and  throbs, 

And  all  my  soul  is  in  a  glow. 


At  half -past  four  I  had  the  cab; 
I  drove  as  hard  as  I  could  go. 

The  London  sky  was  dirty  drab. 
And  dirty  brown  the  London  snow. 

And  as  I  rattled  in  a  cant- 
er down  by  dear,  old  Bolton  Row, 

A  something  made  my  heart  to  pant. 
And  caused  my  cheek  to  flush  and  glow. 

What  could  it  be  that  made  me  find 

Old  Jawkins  pleasant  at  the  club? 
Why  was  it  that  I  laughed  and  grinned 

At  whist,  although  I  lost  the  rub? 
What  was  it  made  me  drink  like  mad 

Thirteen  small  glasses  of  Curaqo? 
That  made  my  inmost  heart  so  glad. 

And  every  fibre  thrill  and  glow? 

She's  home  again!  she's  home,  she's  home! 

Away  all  cares  and  griefs  and  pain ; 
I  knew  she  would — she's  back  from  Eome; 

She's  home  again!  she's  home  again! 
"The  family's  gone  abroad,"  they  said, 

September  last — they  told  me  so ; 
Since  then  my  lonely  heart  is  dead. 

My  blood,  I  think' s  forgot  to  flow. 
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She' s  home  again !  away  all  care ! 

0  fairest  form  the  world  can  show ! 
O  beaming  eyes !     0  golden  hair ! 

0  tender  voice,  that  breathes  so  low ! 
0  gentlest,  softest,  purest  heart! 

0  joy,  0  hope!— "My  tiger,  ho!" 
Fitz-Clarence  said;  we  saw  him  start — 

He  galloped  down  to  Bolton  Eow. 

8 


114  LOVE  SONGS  MADE  EASY. 


THE  GHAZUL,  OK  ORIENTAL  LOVE-SONG. 

THE   ROCKS. 

I  WAS  a  timid  little  antelope ; 

My  home  was  in  the  rocks,  the  lonely  rocks. 

I  saw  the  hunters  scouring  on  the  plain ; 
I  lived  among  the  rocks,  the  lonely  rocks. 

I  was  a-thirsty  in  the  summer-heat ; 

I  ventured  to  the  tents  beneath  the  rocks. 

Zuleikah  brought  me  water  from  the  well; 
Since  then  I  have  been  faithless  to  the  rocks. 

I  saw  her  face  reflected  in  the  well ; 

Her  camels  since  have  marched  into  the  rocks. 

I  look  to  see  her  image  in  the  well ; 
I  only  see  my  eyes,  my  own  sad  eyes. 
My  mother  is  alone  among  the  rocks. 

THE   MERRY  BARD. 

Zuleikah!  The  young  Agas  in  the  bazaar  are  slim- 
waisted  and  wear  yellow  slippers.  I  am  old  and  hideous. 
One  of  my  eyes  is  out,  and  the  hairs  of  my  beard  are  mostly 
grey.     Praise  be  to  Allah !     I  am  a  merry  bard. 

There  is  a  bird  upon  the  terrace  of  the  Emir's  chief  wife. 
Praise  be  to  Allah !  He  has  emeralds  on  his  neck,  and  a 
ruby  tail.  I  am  a  merry  bard.  He  deafens  me  with  his 
diabolical  screaming. 

There  is  a  little  brown  bird  in  the  basket- maker's  cage. 
Praise  be  to  Allah !  He  ravishes  my  soul  in  the  moonlight. 
I  am  a  merry  bard. 

The  peacock  is  an  Aga,  but  the  little  bird  is  a  Bulbul. 

I  am  a  little  brown  Bulbul.  Come  and  listen  in  the 
moonlight.     Praise  be  to  Allah !     I  am  a  merry  bard. 
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THE   CAlQUE. 

Yonder  to  the  kiosk,  beside  the  creek, 

Paddle  the  swift  caique. 

Thou  brawny  oarsman  with  the  sun-burnt  cheek, 

Quick!  for  it  soothes  my  heart  to  hear  the  Bulbul  speak! 

Ferry  me  quickly  to  the  Asian  shores. 

Swift  bending  to  your  oars. 

Beneath  the  melancholy  sycamores. 

Hark !  what  a  ravishing  note  the  love-lorn  Bulbul  pours. 

Behold,  the  boughs  seem  quivering  with  delight, 

The  stars  themselves  more  bright, 

As  mid  the  waving  branches  out  of  sight 

The  Lover  of  the  Eose  sits  singing  through  the  night. 

Under  the  boughs  I  sat  and  listened  still, 
I  could  not  have  my  fill. 

"How  comes,"  I  said,  "such  music  to  his  bill? 
Tell  me  for  whom  he  sings  so  beautiful  a  trill." 

"Once  I  was  dumb,"  then  did  the  Bird  disclose, 
"But  looked  upon  the  Eose; 
And  in  the  garden  where  the  loved  one  grows, 
I  straightway  did  begin  sweet  music  to  compose." 

"  0  bird  of  song,  there's  one  in  this  caique 

The  Eose  would  also  seek. 

So  he  might  learn  like  you  to  love  and  speak." 

Then  answered  me  the  bird  of  dusky  beak, 

"  The  Eose,  the  Eose  of  Love  blushes  on  Leilah's  cheek." 
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MY   NOEA, 

Beneath  the  gold  acacia  buds 
My  gentle  Nora  sits  and  broods, 
Far,  far  away  in  Boston  woods. 

My  gentle  Nora ! 

I  see  the  tear-drop  in  her  e'e, 
Her  bosom's  heaving  tenderly; 
I  know — I  know  she  thinks  of  me. 
My  darling  Nora! 

And  where  am  I?     My  love,  whilst  thoa 
Sitt'st  sad  beneath  the  acacia  bough. 
Where  pearl's  on  neck,  and  wreath  on  brow, 
I  stand,  my  Nora ! 

Mid  careanet  and  coronet, 
Where  joy-lamps  shine  and  flowers  are  set — 
Where  England's  chivalry  are  met. 
Behold  me,  Nora! 

In  this  strange  scene  of  revelry, 
Amidst  this  gorgeous  chivalry, 
A  form  I  saw  was  like  to  thee. 

My  love — my  Nora  t 

She  paused  amidst  her  converse  glad; 
The  lady  saw  that  I  was  sad. 
She  pitied  the  poor  lonely  lad, — 

Dost  love  her,  Nora? 

In  sooth,  she  is  a  lovely  dame, 
A  lip  of  red,  and  eye  of  flame, 
And  clustering  golden  locks,  the  same 
As  thine,  dear  Nora ! 


Nora. 
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Her  glance  is  softer  than  the  dawn's, 
Her  foot  is  lighter  than  the  fawn's, 
Her  breast  is  whiter  than  the  swan's, 
Or  thine,  my  Nora! 

Oh,  gentle  breast  to  pity  me ! 
Oh,  lovely  Ladye  Emily ! 
Till  death— till  death  I'll  think  of  thee— 
Of  thee  and  Nora ! 
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TO   MARY. 

I  SEEM,  in  the  midst  of  the  crowd, 

The  lightest  of  all; 
My  laughter  rings  cheery  and  loud. 

In  banquet  and  ball. 
My  lip  hath  its  smiles  and  its  sneers. 

For  all  men  to  see; 
But  my  soul,  and  my  truth,  and  my  tears, 

Are  for  thee,  are  for  thee ! 

Around  me  they  flatter  and  fawn — 

The  young  and  the  old. 
The  fairest  are  ready  to  pawn 

Their  hearts  for  my  gold. 
They  sue  me — I  laugh  as  I  spurn 

The  slaves  at  my  knee, 
But  in  faith,  and  in  fondness,  I  turn 

Unto  thee,  unto  thee ! 
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SEEENADE. 

Now  the  toils  of  day  are  over, 
And  the  sun  hath  sunk  to  rest, 

Seeking,  like  a  fiery  lover, 

The  bosom  of  the  blushing  West — 

The  faithful  night  keeps  watch  and  ward, 
Raising  the  moon,  her  silver  shield. 

And  summoning  the  stars  to  guard 
The  slumbers  of  my  fair  Mathilde ! 

The  faithful  night !     Now  all  things  lie 
Hid  by  her  mantle  dark  and  dim, 

In  pious  hope  I  hither  hie. 

And  humbly  chaunt  mine  ev'ning  hymn. 

Thou  art  my  prayer,  my  saint,  my  shrine ! 

(For  never  holy  pilgrim  kneel' d 
Or  wept  at  feet  more  pure  than  thine). 

My  virgin  love,  my  sweet  Mathilde ! 
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THE  MINAEET  BELLS. 

TiNK-A-TiNK,  tink-a-tink, 
By  the  light  of  the  star, 

On.  the  blue  river's  brink, 
I  heard  a  guitar. 

I  heard  a  guitar, 

On  the  blue  waters  clear, 
And  knew  by  its  music. 

That  Selim  was  near ! 

Tink-a-tink,  tink-a-tink. 
How  the  soft  music  swells, 

And  I  hear  the  soft  clink 
Of  the  minaret  bells ! 
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COME   TO   THE   GEEENWOOD   TREE. 

Come  to  the  greenwood  tree, 
Come  where  the  dark  woods  be, 
Dearest,  O  come  with  me ! 
Let  us  rove — 0  my  love — 0  my  love! 

Come — 'tis  the  moonlight  hour. 
Dew  is  on  leaf  and  flower, 
Come  to  the  linden  bower, — 
Let  us  rove — 0  my  love — 0  my  love ! 

Dark  is  the  wood,  and  wide : 
Dangers,  they  say,  betide ; 
But,  at  my  Albert's  side. 
Nought  I  fear,  0  my  love — 0  my  love ! 

Welcome  the  greenwood  tree. 
Welcome  the  forest  free. 
Dearest,  with  thee,  with  thee, 
Nought  I  fear,  O  my  love — 0  my  love ! 
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GERMAN  DITTIES. 

A  TRAGIC   STORY. 

BY    ADELBERT   VON    CHAMISSO. 
" 's  war  Einer,  dem's  zu  Herzen  gieng." 

There  lived  a  sage  in  days  of  yore 
And  he  a  handsome  pigtail  wore; 
But  wondered  much  and  sorrowed  more 
Because  it  hung  behind  him. 

He  mused  upon  this  curious  case 

And  swore  he'd  change  the  pigtail's  place, 

And  have  it  hanging  at  his  face, 

Not  dangling  there  behind  Mm. 

Says  he,  "the  mystery  I've  found, — 
I'll  turn  me  round," — he  turned  him  round; 
But  still  it  hung  behind  him. 

Then  round,  and  round,  and  out  and  in. 
All  day  the  puzzled  sage  did  spin ; 
In  vain — it  mattered  not  a  pin, — 

The  pigtail  hung  behind  him. 

And  right,  and  left,  and  round  about, 
And  up,  and  down,  and  in,  and  out. 
He  turaed ;  but  still  the  pigtail  stout 
Hung  steadily  behind  him. 

And  though  his  efforts  never  slack. 

And  though  he  twist,  and  twirl,  and  tack, 

Alas !  still  faithful  to  his  back 

The  pigtail  hangs  behind  him. 
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THE   CHAPLET. 

FROM  UHLAND. 

"Es  pflttckte  Blumlein  manigfalt." 

A  LITTLE  girl  through  field  and  wood 
Went  plucking  flowrets  here  and  there, 

When  suddenly  beside  her  stood 
A  lady  wondrous  fair ! 

The  lovely  lady  smiled,  and  laid 
A  wreath  upon  the  maiden's  brow; 
"Wear  it,  'twill  blossom  soon,"  she  said, 
"Although  'tis  leafless  now." 

The  little  maiden  older  grew    • 

And  wandered  forth  of  moonlight  eves, 

And   sighed  and  loved  as  maids  will  do; 
When,  lo !  her  wreath  bore  leaves. 

Then  was  our  maid  a  wife,  and  hung 
Upon  a  joyful  bridegroom's  bosom; 

When  from  the  garland's  leaves  there  sprung 
Fair  store  of  blossom. 

And  presently  a  baby  fair 

Upon  her  gentle  brekst  she  reared; 

When  midst  the  wreath  that  bound  her  hair, 
Eich  golden  fruit  appeared. 

But  when  her  love  lay  cold  in  death. 
Sunk  in  the  black  and  silent  tomb, 

All  sere  and  withered  was  the  wreath 
That  wont  so  bright  to  bloom. 

Yet  still  the  withered  wreath  she  wore ; 

She  wore  it  at  her  dying  hour ; 
When,  lo !  the  wondrous  garland  bore 

Both  leaf,  and  fruit,  and  flower! 
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THE    KING   ON  THE   TOWER. 

UHLAND. 
"Da  liegen  sie  alle,  die  grauen  HOhen." 

The  cold  gray  hills  they  bind  me  around, 
The  darksome  valleys  lie  sleeping  below, 

But  the  winds  as  they  pass  o'er  all  this  ground, 
Bring  me  never  a  sound  of  wo ! 

Oh!  for  all  I  have  suffered  and  striven, 
Care  has  embittered  my  cup  and  my  feast; 

But  here  is  the  night  and  the  dark  blue  heaven, 
And  my  soul  shall  be  at  rest. 

0  golden  legends  writ  in  the  skies ! 

I  turn  towards  you  with  longing  soul. 
And  list  to  the  awful  harmonies 

Of  the  Spheres  as  on  they  roll. 

My  hair  is  gray  and  my  sight  nigh  gone ; 

My  sword  it  rusteth  upon  the  wall ; 
Eight  have  I  spoken,  and  right  have  I  done : 

When  shall  I  rest  me  once  for  all? 

0  blessed  rest !     O  royal  night ! 

Wherefore  seemeth  the  time  so  long 
Till  I  see  yon  stars  in  their  fullest  light, 

Ajod  list  to  their  loudest  song? 
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TO   A  VERY  OLD  WOMAN". 

LA    MOTTE    FOUQUE. 

"TJnd  Du  glngst  einst,  die  Myrt'  im  Haare." 

And  thou  wert  once  a  maiden  fair, 

A  blushing  virgin,  warm  and  young, 
With  myrtles  wreathed  in  golden  hair, 
And  glossy  brow  that  knew  no  care — 
Upon  a  bridegroom's  arm  you  hung. 

The  golden  locks  are  silvered  now, 

The  blushing  cheek  is  pale  and  wan; 
The  spring  may  bloom,  the  autumn  glow, 
All's  one — in  chimney  corner  thou 
Sitt'st  shivering  on. — 

A  moment — and  thou  sink'st  to  rest! 
To  wake,  perhaps,  an  angel  blest. 

In  the  bright  presence  of  thy  Lord. 
Oh,  weary  is  life's  path  to  all ! 
Hard  is  the  strife,  and  light  the  fall, 

But  wondrous  the  reward ! 
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A  CREDO. 


"  For  the  sole  edification 
Of  this  decent  congregation, 
Goodly  people,  by  your  grant 
I  will  sing  a.  holy  chant, 

I  will  sing  a  holy  chant. 
If  the  ditty  sound  but  oddly, 
'Twas  a  father,  wise  and  godly, 

Sang  it  so  long  ago. 
Then  sing  as  Doctor  Luther  sang, 
As  Doctor  Luther  sang, 
Who  loves  not  wine,  woman  and  song, 
He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long ! 


II. 


"He  by  custom  patriarchal 
Loved  to  see  the  beaker  sparkle; 
And  he  thought  the  wine  improved, 
Tasted  by  the  lips  he  loved, 

By  the  kindly  lips  he  loved. 
Friends,  I  wish  this  custom  pious 
Duly  were  observed  by  us, 

To  combine  love,  song,  wine. 
And  sing  as  Doctor  Luther  sang, 
As  Doctor  Luther  sang : 
Who  loves  not  wine,  woman  and  song, 
He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long ! 

III. 

"  Who  refuses  this  our  credo, 
And  who  will  not  sing  as  we  do. 
Were  he  holy  as  John  Knox, 
I'd  pronounce  him  heterodox, 

I'd  pronounce  him  heterodox. 
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And  from  out  this  congregation, 
With,  a  solemn  commination, 

Banish  quick  the  heretic, 
Who  will  not  sing  as  Luther  sang, 
As  Doctor  Luther  sang : 
Who  loves  not  wine,  woman  and  song, 
He  is  a  fool  his  whole  life  long." 
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IMITATIONS  OF  BERANGER. 

THE   KING   OF  BEENTFORD. 

"II  etait  un  roi  d'Yvetot." — Bbranger. 

There  was  a  king  in  Brentford, 

Of  whom  no  legends  tell, 
But  who  without  his  glory 

Could  sleep  and  eat  right  well. 
His  Polly's  cotton  nightcap, 

It  was  his  crown  of  state; 
He  loved  to  sleep  fully  early. 

And  rise  again  full  late. 

All  in  a  fine  straw  castle 

He  ate  his  four  good  meals. 
And  for  a  guard  of  honour 

A  dog  ran  at  his  heels; 
Sometimes  to  view  his  kingdoms 

Rode  forth  this  monarch  good, 
And  then  a  prancing  jackass 

He  royally  bestrode. 

There  were  no  evil  habits 

With  which  this  king  was  curst, 
Except  (and  where's  the  harm  on't?) 

A  somewhat  lively  thirst. 
But  subjects  must  have  taxes. 

And  monarchs  must  have  sport; 
So  out  of  every  hogshead 

His  grace  he  kept  a  quart. 

He  pleased  the  fine  court  ladies 
With  manners  soft  and  bland; 

They  named  him,  with  good  reason, 
The  father  of  the  land. 
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Four  times  a  year  his  armies 

To  battle  forth  did  go, 
But  their  enemies  were  targets, 

Their  bullets  they  were  tow. 

He  vexed  no  quiet  neighbour, 

No  bootless  conquest  made, 
But  by  the  laws  of  pleasure 

His  peaceful  realm  he  swayed; 
And  in  the  years  he  reignM  ' 

Through  all  his  kingdom  wide. 
There  was  no  cause  for  weeping. 

Save  when  the  good  man  died. 

Long  time  the  Brentford  nation 

Their  monarch  did  deplore — 
His  portrait  yet  is  swinging 

Beside  an  ale-house  door; 
And  topers  tender-hearted, 

Regard  that  honest  phiz. 
And  envy  times  departed, 

That  knew  no  reign  like  his. 

Fraser's  Magaaine,  May,  1884. 
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LE   EOI  D'YVETOT. 

Il  etait  un  roi  d'Yvetot, 

Peu  connu  dans  I'histoire; 
Se  levant  tard,  se  couchant  tot, 
Dormant  fort  bien  sans  gloire, 
Et  eouronne  par  Jeanneton 
D'un  simple  bonnet  de  coton, 
Dit-on. 
Ob!  oh!  oh!  oh!  ah!  ah!  ah!  ah! 
Quel  bon  petit  roi  c' etait  la! 
La,  la. 

II  fesait  ses  quatre  repas 

Dans  son  palais  de  chaume, 
Et  sur  un  §,ne,  pas  a  pas, 

Parcourait  son  royaume. 
Joyeux,  simple  et  croyant  le  bien, 
Pour  toute  garde  il  n'avait  rien 
Qu'un  chien. 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh!   ah!  ah!  ah!  ah!  &c. 

II  n'avait  de  gout  onereux 
Qu'une  soif  un  peu  vive; 
Mais,  en  rendant  son  peuple  heureux, 

II  faut  bien  qu'un  roi  vive. 
Lui-mgme  a  table,  et  sans  suppot, 
Sur  ehaque  muid  levait  un  pot 
D'impot. 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh!  ah!  ah!  ah!  ah!  &c, 

Aux  filles  de  bonnes  maisons 

Comme  il  avait  su  plaire, 
Ses  sujets  avaient  cent  raisons 

De  le  nommer  leur  pere : 
D'ailleurs  il  ne  levait  de  ban 
Que  pour  tirer  quatre  fois  I'an 
Au  blane. 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh!   ah!  ah!  ah!  ah!  &c. 


IMITATIONS  OF  BERANGER.  131 

II  n'agrandit  point  ses  etats, 

Fut  un  voisin  commode, 
Et,  modele  des  potentats, 

Prit  le  plaisir  pour  code. 
Ce  n'est  que  lorsqu'il  expira, 
Que  le  peuple  qui  I'enterra 
Pleura. 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh!   ah!  ah!  ah!  ah!  &c. 

On  conserve  encor  le  portrait 
De  ce  digne  et  bon  prince; 
C'est  I'enseigne  d'un  cabaret 
Fameux  dans  la  province. 
Les  jours  de  fSte,  bien  souvent, 
La  foule  s'^orie  en  buvant 
Devant : 
Oh!  oh!  oh!  oh!   ah!  ah!  ah!  ah!  &c. 
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THE  KING   OF  YVETOT. 

There  was  a  king  of  Yvetot, 

Of  •whom  renown  hath  little  said, 
Who  let  all  thoughts  of  glory  go, 

And  dawdled  half  his  days  a-bed; 
And  every  night,  as  night  came  round, 
By  Jenny,  with  a  nightcap  crowned. 
Slept  very  sound : 
Sing  ho,  ho,  ho !  and  he,  he,  he ! 
That's  the  kind  of  king  for  me. 

And  every  day  it  came  to  pass 

That  four  lusty  meals  made  he; 
And,  step  by  step,  upon  an  ass, 

Rode  abroad,  his  realms  to  see; 
And  wherever  he  did  stir. 
What  think  you  was  his  escort,  sir? 
Why,  an  old  cur. 
Sing  ho,  ho,  ho !  &e. 

If  e'er  he  went  into  excess, 

'Twas  from  a  somewhat  lively  thirst; 
But  he  who  would  his  subjects  bless. 

Odd's  fish! — must  wet  his  whistle  first; 
And  so  from  every  cask  they  got, 
Our  king  did  to  himself  allot, 
At  least  a  pot. 
Sing  ho,  ho !  &c. 

To  all  the  ladies  of  the  land, 

A  courteous  king,  and  kind,  was  he; 
The  reason  why  you'll  understand, 

They  named  him  Pater  Patriae. 
Each  year  he  called  his  fighting  men 
And  marched  a  league  from  home,  and  then 
Marched  back  again. 
Sing  ho,  ho !  &c. 
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Neither  by  force  nor  false  pretence, 

He  sought  to  make  his  kingdom  great, 
And  made  (0  princes,  learn  from  hence) — 
"Live  and  let  live,"  his  rule  of  state. 
'Twas  only  when  he  came  to  die, 
That  his  people  who  stood  by, 

Were  known  to  cry. 
Sing  ho,  ho!  &c. 

The  portrait  of  this  best  of  kings 

Is  extant  still,  upon  a  sign 
That  on  a  village  tavern  swings. 

Famed  in  the  country  for  good  wine. 
The  people  in  their  Sunday  trim, 
Filling  their  glasses  to  the  brim. 
Look  up  to  him , 
Singing  ha,  ha,  ha !  and  he,  he,  he ! 
That's  the  sort  of  king  for  me. 


134  IMITATIONS  OF  BERANGER. 


THE  KING   OF  BEENTFOHD. 

AiTOTHEB    VERSION. 

There  was   a  king  in  Brentford, — of  whom  no  legends 

tell, 
But  who,  without  his  glory, — could  eat  and  sleep  right 

well. 
His  Polly's  cotton  nightcap, — it  was  his  crown  of  state. 
He  slept  of  evenings  early,  — and  rose  of  mornings  late. 

All  in  a  fine  mud  palace, — each  day  he  took  four  meals, 
And  for  a  guard  of  honour, — a  dog  ran  at  his  heels. 
Sometimes,  to  view  his  kingdoms, — rode  forth  this  mon- 
arch good. 
And  then  a  prancing  jackass— he  royally  bestrode. 

There  were  no  costly  habits — with  which  this  king  was 

curst. 
Except  (and  where' s  the  harm  on't?) — a  somewhat  lively 

thirst ; 
But  people  must  pay  taxes, — and  kings  must  have  their 

sport, 
So  out  of  every  gallon — His  Grace  he  took  a  quart. 

He  pleased  the  ladies  round  him, — with  manners  soft  and 

bland ; 
With  reason  good,  they  named  him, — the  father  of  his 

land. 
Each  year  his  mighty  armies — marched  forth  in  gallant 

show; 
Their  enemies  were  targets, — their  bullets  they  were  tow. 

He  vexed  no  quiet  neighbour, — no  useless  conquest  made, 
But  by  the  laws  of  pleasure, — his    peaceful    realm  he 
swayed. 
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And  in  tlie  years  lie  reigned, — through  all  this  country 

wide, 
Therei  was  no  cause  for  weeping, — save  when  the  good  man 

died. 

The  faithful  men  of  Brentford, — do  still  their  king  deplore, 
His  portrait  yet  is  swinging, — beside  an  alehouse  door. 
And  topers,  tender-hearted, — regard  his  honest  phiz. 
And  envy  times  departed, — that  knew  a  reign  like  his. 
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LE   GEENIER. 

Je  viens  revoir  I'asile  ou  ma  jeunesse 
De  la  misfere  a  subi  les  legons. 
J' avals  vingt  ans,  une  folle  maitresse, 
De  francs  amis  et  1' amour  des  chansons. 
Bravant  le  monde  et  les  sots  et  les  sages, 
Sans  avenir,  riche  de  mon  printemps, 
Leste  et  joyeux  je  montais  six  etages, 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt  ans! 

C'est  un  grenier,  point  ne  veux  qu'on  I'ingore. 
L^  fut  mon  lit,  bien  chetif  et  bien  dur; 
La  fut  ma  table;  et  je  retrouve  encore 
Trois  pieds  d'un  vers  charbonnes  sur  le  mur. 
Apparaissez,  plaisirs  de  mon  bel  ige, 
Que  d'un  coup  d'aile  a  fustig^s  le  temps, 
Vingt  fois  pour  vous  j'ai  mis  ma  montre  en  gage. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt  ans ! 

Lisette  ici  doit  surtout  apparaitre, 
Vive,  jolie,  avec  un  frais  chapeau ; 
Deja  sa  main  a  I'^troite  fen§tre 
Suspend  son  schal,  en  guise  de  rideau. 
Sa  robe  aussi  va  parer  ma  couchette ; 
Eespecte,  Amour,  ses  plis  longs  et  flottans. 
J'ai  su  depuis  qui  payait  sa  toilette 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt  ans! 

A  table  un  jour,  jour  de  grande  richesse, 
De  mes  amis  les  voix  brillaient  en  chceur, 
Quand  jusqu'ici  monte  un  cri  d'all^gresse : 
A  Marengo  Bonaparte  est  vainqueur. 
Le  canon  gronde ;  un  autre  chant  commence ; 
Nous  c^l^brons  tant  de  faits  ^clatans. 
Les  rois  jamais  n'envahiront  la  France. 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  k  vingt  ans ! 
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Quittons  ce  toit  ou  ma  raison  s'enivre. 
Oh!  qu'ils  sont  loin  ces  jours  si  regrettds! 
J'^changerais  ce  qu'il  me  reste  k  vivre 
Centre  un  des  mois  qu'ici  Dieu  m'a  compt^s, 
Pour  rSver  gloire,  amour,  plaisir,  folie, 
Pour  d^penser  sa  vie  en  peu  d'instans, 
D'un  long  espoir  pour  la  voir  embellie, 
Dans  un  grenier  qu'on  est  bien  a  vingt  ans! 
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THE   G-AEKET. 

With  pensive  eyes  the  little  room  I  view 

Where,  in  my  youth,  I  weathered  it  so  long; 
With  a  wild  mistress,  a  stanch  friend  or  two, 

And  a  light  heart  still  breaking  into  song : 
Making  a  mock  of  life,  and  all  its  cares, 

Eich  in  the  glory  of  my  rising  sun. 
Lightly  I  vaulted  up  four  pair  of  stairs, 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

Yes;  'tis  a  garret — let  him  know't  who  will — 

There  was  my  bed — full  hard  it  was  and  small; 
My  table  there — and  I  decipher  still 

Half  a  lame  couplet  charcoaled  on  the  wall. 
Ye  joys,  that  Time  hath  swept  with  him  away. 

Come  to  mine  eyes,  ye  dreams  of  love  and  fun; 
For  you  I  pawned  my  watch  how  many  a  day. 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

And  see  my  little  Jessy,  first  of  all ; 

She  comes  with  pouting  lips  and  sparkling  eyes : 
Behold,  how  roguishly  she  pins  her  shawl 

Across  the  narrow  casement,  curtain- wise ; 
Now  by  the  bed  her  petticoat  glides  down. 

And  when  did  woman  look  the  worse  in  none? 
I  have  heard  since  who  paid  for  many  a  gown. 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 

One  jolly  evening,  when  my  friends  and  I 

Made  happy  music  with  our  songs  and  cheers, 
A  shout  of  triumph  mounted  up  thus  high. 

And  distant  cannon  opened  on  our  ears : 
We  rise, — we  join  in  the  triumphant  strain, — 

Napoleon  conquers — Austerlitz  is  won — 
Tyrants  shall  never  tread  us  down  again. 

In  the  brave  days  when  I  was  twenty-one. 
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Let  us  begone — the  place  is  sad  and  strange — 

How  far,  far  off,  these  happy  times  appear ; 
All  that  I  have  to  live  I'd  gladly  change 

For  one  such  month  as  I  have  wasted  here — 
To  draw  long  dreams  of  beauty,  love,  and  power, 

From  founts  of  hope  that  never  will  outrun, 
And  drink  all  life's  quintessence  in  an  hour. 

Give  me  the  days  when  I  was  twenty-one ! 
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KOGEE-BONTEMPS. 

Aux  gens  atrabilaires 
Pour  exemple  donn^, 
En  un  temps  de  misferes 
EiOger-Bontemps  est  n^. 
Vivre  obscur  a  sa  guise, 
Narguer  les  m^contens ; 
Eh  gai!  c'est  la  devise 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 

Du  chapeau  de  son  pere 
Coiffe  dans  les  grands  jours, 
De  roses  ou  de  lierre 
Le  rajeunir  tou jours ; 
Mettre  un  manteau  de  bure, 
Vieil  ami  de  vingt  ans ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  parure 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 

Poss^der  dans  sa  hutte 
Une  table,  un  vieux  lit, 
Des  cartes,  une  flute, 
Un  broc  que  Dieu  remplit ; 
Un  portrait  de  maitresse, 
Un  cofEre  et  rien  dedans; 
Eh  gai!  c'est  la  richesse 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 

Aux  enfans  de  la  ville 
Montrer  de  petits  jeux ; 
Etre  fesseur  habile 
De  contes  graveleux ; 
Ne  parler  que  de  danse 
Et  d'alraanachs  chantans: 
Eh  gai!  c'est  la  science 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 
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Faute  de  vins  d'elite, 
Sabler  ceux  du  canton : 
Preferer  Marguerite 
Aux  dames  du  grand  ton : 
De  joie  et  de  tendresse 
Eemplir  tons  ses  instans : 
Eh  gai!  c'est  la  sagesse 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 

Dire  au  ciel :  Je  me  fie, 
Mon  p6i*,  k  ta  bont^ ; 
De  ma  philosophie 
Pardonne  le  gait^ : 
Que  ma  saison  derni^re 
Soit  encore  un  printemps ; 
Eh  gai !  c'est  la  prifere 
Du  gros  Eoger-Bontemps. 

Vous  pauvres  pleins  d'envie, 
Vous  riches  desireux, 
Vous,  dont  le  char  devie 
Apres  un  cours  heureux ; 
Vous,  qui  perdrez  peut-8tre 
Des  titres  ^clatans. 
Eh  gai !  prenez  pour  maitre 
Le  gros  Boger-Boiitemps. 
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JOLLY   JACK. 

When  fierce  political  debate 

Throughout  the  isle  was  storming, 
And  Eads  attacked  the  throne  and  state, 

And  Tories  the  reforming, 
To  calm  the  furious  rage  of  each, 

And  right  the  land  demented, 
Heaven  sent  us  Jolly  Jack,  to  teach 

The  way  to  be  contented. 

Jack's  bed  was  straw,  'twas  warm  and  soft, 

His  chair,  a  three-legged  stool; 
His  broken  jug  was  emptied  oft. 

Yet,  somehow,  always  full. 
His  mistress'  portrait  decked  the  wall. 

His  mirror  had  a  crack ; 
Yet,  gay  and  glad,  though  this  was  all 

His  wealth,  lived  Jolly  Jack. 

To  give  advice  to  avarice. 

Teach  pride  its  mean  condition. 
And  preach  good  sense  to  dull  pretence. 

Was  honest  Jack's  high  mission. 
Our  simple  statesman  found  his  rule 

Of  moral  in  the  flagon. 
And  held  his  philosophic  school 

Beneath  the  "  George  and  Dragon." 

When  village  Solous  cursed  the  Lords 

And  called  the  malt-tax  sinful. 
Jack  heeded  not  their  angry  words. 

But  smiled  and  drank  his  skinful. 
And  when  men  wasted  health  and  life. 

In  search  of  "rank  and  riches. 
Jack  marked  aloof  the  paltry  strife. 

And  wore  his  threadbare  breeches. 
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"I  enter  not  the  cliurch,"  he  said, 

"But  I'll  not  seek  to  rob  it; " 

So  worthy  Jack  Joe  Miller  read, 

While  others  studied  Cobbett. 

His  talk  it  was  of  feast  and  fun ; 

His  guide  the  Almanack ; 
From  youth  to  age  thus  gaily  run 
The  life  of  Jolly  Jack. 

And  when  Jack  prayed,  as  oft  he  would, 

He  humbly  thanked  his  Maker ; 
"I  am,"  said  he,  "0  Father  good! 

Nor  Catholic  nor  Quaker : 
Give  each  his  creed,  let  each  proclaim 

His  catalogue  of  curses ; 
I  trust  in  Thee,  and  not  in  them. 

In  Thee,  and  in  Thy  mercies ! 

"Forgive  me  if,  midst  all  Thy  works, 

No  hint  I  see  of  damning ; 
And  think  there's  faith  among  the  Turks, 

And  hope  for  e'en  the  Brahmin. 
Harmless  my  mind  is,  and  my  mirth, 

And  kindly  is  my  laughter; 
I  cannot  see  the  smiling  earth. 

And  think  there's  hell  hereafter." 

Jack  died ;  he  left  no  legacy. 

Save  that  his  story  teaches : — 
Content  to  peevish  poverty; 

Humility  to  riches. 
Ye  scornful  great,  ye  envious  small. 

Come  follow  in  his  track; 
We  all  were  happier,  if  we  all 

Would  copy  Jolly  Jack. 
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IMITATIONS  OF  HOKACE. 


TO  HIS   SERVING   BOY. 

Peesicos  odi, 
Puer,  apparatus; 
Displicent  nexae 
PhilyrS,  coronse: 
Mitte  sectari 
Rosa  quo  locorum 
Sera  moretur. 

Simplici  myrto 
Nihil  allabores 
Sedulus  cura: 
Neque  te  miaistrum 
Dedecet  myrtus, 
Neque  me  sub  arctS 
Vite  bibentem. 
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AD   MINISTEAM. 

Dear  Lucy,  you  know  what  my  wish  is,- 

I  hate  all  your  Frenchified  fuss : 
Your  silly  entrfes  and  made  dishes 

Were  never  intended  for  us. 
No  footman  in  lace  and  in  rufi9.es 

Need  dangle  behind  my  arm-chair; 
And  never  mind  seeking  for  truffles, 

Although  they  be  ever  so  rare. 

But  a  plain  leg  of  mutton,  my  Lucy, 

I  pr'ythee  get  ready  at  three : 
Have  it  smoking,  and  tender  and  juicy, 

And  what  better  meat  can  there  be? 
And  when  it  has  feasted  the  master, 

'Twill  amply  suflBce  for  the  maid; 
Meanwhile  I  will  smoke  my  canaster. 

And  tipple  my  ale  in  the  shade. 

10 
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OLD  FEIENDS  WITH  NEW  FACES. 

THE   KNIGHTLY   GUERDOlSr.* 

Untrue  to  my  Ulrie  I  never  could  be, 

I  vow  by  the  saints  and  the  blessed  Marie. 

Since  the  desolate  hour  when  we  stood  by  the  shore, 

And  your  dark  galley  waited  to  carry  you  o'er, 

My  faith  then  1  plighted,  my  love  I  confess' d, 

As  I  gave  you  the  Battle-axe  marked  with  your  crest ! 

When  the  bold  barons  met  in  my  father's  old  hall. 
Was  not  Edith  the  flower  of  the  banquet  and  ball? 
In  the  festival  hour,  on  the  lips  of  your  bride, 
Was  there  ever  a  smile  save  with  Thee  at  my  side? 
Alone  in  my  turret  I  loved  to  sit  best, 
To  blazon  your  Banner  and  broider  your  crest. 

The  knights  were  assembled,  the  tourney  was  gay ! 
Sir  Ulric  rode  first  in  the  warrior-melee. 

*WAPPING  OLD  STAIRS. 

"  Your  Molly  has  never  been  false  she  declares, 
Since  the  last  time  we  parted  at  Wapping  Old  Stairs; 
When  I  said  that  I  would  continue  the  same, 
And  gave  you  the  'bacco-box  marked  with  my  name. 
When  I  passed  a  whole  fortnight  between  decks  with  you, 
Did  I  e'er  give  a  kiss,  Tom,  to  one  of  your  crew? 
To  be  useful  and  kind  to  my  Thomas  I  stay'd. 
For  his  trowsers  I  washed,  and  his  grog  too  I  made. 

"  Though  you  promised  last  Sunday  to  walk  in  the  Mall 
With  Susan  from  Deptford  and  likewise  with  Sail, 
In  silence  I  stood  your  unkindness  to  hear, 
And  only  upbraided  my  Tom  with  a  tear. 
Why  should  Sail,  or  should  Susan,  than  me  be  more  prized? 
For  the  heart  that  is  true,  Tom,  should  ne'er  be  despised ; 
Then  be  constant  and  kind,  nor  your  Molly  forsake, 
Still  your  trowsers  I'll  wash  and  your  grog  too  I'll  make.'' 
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In  the  dire  battle-hour,  when  the  tourney  was  done, 
And  you  gave  to  another  the  wreath  you  had  won ! 
Though  I  never  reproached  thee,  cold,  cold  was  my  breast, 
As  I  thought  of  that  Battle-axe,  ah!  and  that  crest! 

But  away  with  remembrance,  no  more  will  I  pine 
That  others  usurped  for  a  time  what  was  mine ! 
There's  a  Festival  houk  for  my  Ulric  and  me;   • 
Once  more,  as  of  old,  shall  he  bend  at  my  knee; 
Once  more  by  the  side  of  the  knight  I  love  best 
Shall  1  blazon  his  Banner  and  broider  his  crest. 
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THE   ALMACK'S  ADIEU. 

YouE  Fanny  was  never  false-hearted, 

And  this  she  protests  and  she  vows, 
Erom  the  triste  moment  when  we  parted 

On  the  staircase  of  Devonshire  House ! 
I  blushed  when  you  asked  me  to  marry, 

I  vowed  I  would  never  forget; 
And  at  parting  I  gave  my  dear  Harry 

A  beautiful  vinegarette ! 
t 
We  spent  e.nprovinee  all  December, 

And  I  ne'er  condescended  to  look 
At  Sir  Charles,  or  the  rich  county  member. 

Or  even  at  that  darling  old  Duke. 
You  were  busy  with  dogs  and  with  horses. 

Alone  in  my  chamber  I  sat. 
And  made  you  the  nicest  of  purses, 

And  the  smartest  black  satin  cravat ! 

At  night  with  that  vile  Lady  Frances 

(Jefaisois  m,oi  tapisserie) 
You  danced  every  one  of  the  dances. 

And  never  once  thought  of  poor  me ! 
Mon  pauvre  petit  cceur  !  what  a  shiver 

I  felt  as  she  danced  the  last  set; 
And  you  gave,  0  mon  Dieu !  to  revive  her 

My  beautiful  vinegarette  I 

Return,  love!  away  with  coquetting; 

This  flirting  disgraces  a  man ! 
And  ah !  all  the  while  you're  forgetting 

The  heart  of  your  poor  little  Fan ! 
Eeviens  !  break  away  from  those  Circes, 

Beviens,  for  a  nice  little  chat; 
And  I've  made  you  the  sweetest  of  purses, 

And  a  lovely  black  satin  cravat! 
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WHEK  THE  GLOOM  IS  ON  THE  GLEN. 

When  the  moonlight's  on  the  mountain 

And  the  gloom  is  on  the  glen, 
At  the  cross  beside  the  fountain 

There  is  one  will  meet  thee  then. 
At  the  cross  beside  the  fountain; 
Yes,  the  cross  beside  the  fountain, 

There  is  one  -will  meet  thee  then ! 

I  have  braved,  since  first  we  met,  love, 

Many  a  danger  in  my  course; 
But  I  never  can  forget,  love. 

That  dear  fountain,  that  old  cross, 
Where,  her  mantle  shrouded  o'er  her — 

For  the  winds  were  chilly  then — 
First  I  met  my  Leonora, 

When  the  gloom  was  on  the  glen. 

Many  a  clime  I've  ranged  since  then,  love, 

Many  a  land  I've  wandered  o'er; 
But  a  valley  like  that  glen,  love. 

Half  so  dear  I  never  sor ! 
Ne'er  saw  maiden  fairer,  coyer. 

Than  wert  thou,  my  true  love,  when 
In  the  gloaming  first  I  saw  yer. 

In  the  gloaming  of  the  glen ! 
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THE   RED   FLAG. 

Where  the  quivering  lightning  flings 

His  arrows  from  out  the  clouds, 
And  the  howling  tempest  sings 

And  whistles  among  the  shrouds, 
'Tis  pleasant,  'tis  pleasant  to  ride 

Along  the  foaming  brine — 
Wilt  be  the  Rover's  bride? 

Wilt  follow  him,  lady  mine? 
Hurrah ! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  brine. 

Amidst  the  storm  and  rack, 

You  shall  see  our  galley  pass, 
As  a  serpent,  lithe  and  black, 

Glides  through  the  waving  grass. 
As  the  vulture  swift  and  dark, 

Down  on  the  ring-dove  flies, 
You  shall  see  the  Eover's  bark 

Swoop  down  upon  his  prize. 
Hurrah ! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  prize. 

Over  her  sides  we  dash. 

We  gallop  across  her  deck — 
Ha!  there's  a  ghastly  gash 

On  the  merchant-captain's  neck — 
Well  shot,  well  shot,  old  Ned! 

Well  struck,  well  struck,  black  James! 
Our  arms  are  red,  and  our  foes  are  dead, 

And  we  leave  a  ship  in  flames ! 
Hurrah ! 
For  the  bonny,  bonny  flames ! 


'  This  white  mug." 
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DEAR   JACK. 

"  Dbae  Jack,  this  white  mug  that  with  Guinness  I  fill, 
And  drink  to  the  health  of  sweet  Nan  of  the  Hill, 
Was  once  Tommy  Tosspot's,  as  jovial  a  sot 
As  e'er  drew  a  spiggot,  or  drained  a  full  pot — 
In  drinking  all  round  'twas  his  joy  to  surpass, 
And  with  all  merry  tipplers  he  swigg'd  off  his  glass. 

"  One  morning  in  summer,  while  seated  so  snug. 
In  the  porch  of  his  garden,  discussing  his  jug, 
Stern  Death,  on  a  sudden,  to  Tom  did  appear. 
And  said,  '  Honest  Thomas,  come  take  your  last  bier. ' 
We  kneaded  his  clay  in  the  shape  of  this  can. 
From  which  let  us  drink  to  the  health  of  my  Nan." 
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COMMANDERS   OF  THE  FAITHFUL. 

The  Pope  he  is  a  happy  man, 

His  Palace  is  the  Vatican, 

And  there  he  sits  and  drains  his  can, 

The  Pope  he  is  a  happy  man. 

I  often  say  when  I'm  at  home, 

I'd  like  to  be  the  Pope  of  Eome. 

And  then  there's  Sultan  Saladin, 
That  Turkish  Soldan  full  of  sin; 
He  has  a  hundred  wives  at  least. 
By  which  his  pleasure  is  increased : 
I've  often  wished,  I  hope  no  sin, 
That  I  were  Sultan  Saladin. 

But  no,  the  Pope  no  wife  may  choose, 
And  so  I  would  not  wear  his  shoes; 
No  wine  may  drink  the  proud  Paynim, 
And  so  I'd  rather  not  be  him; 
My  wife,  my  wine,  I  love,  I  hope, 
And  would  be  neither  Turk  nor  Pope. 
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WHEN  MOONLIKE   OEE   THE  HAZUEE   SEAS. 

"When  moonlike  ore  the  hazure  seas 

In  soft  effulgence  swells, 
When  silver  jews  and  balmy  breaze 

Bend  down  the  Lily's  bells; 
When  calm  and  deap,  the  rosy  sleap 

Has  lapt  your  soal  in  dreems, 
E,  Hangeline !  E  Lady  mine ! 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames? 

"  I  mark  thee  in  the  Marble  All, 

Where  England's  loveliest  shine — 
I  say  the  fairest  of  them  hall 

Is  Lady  Hangeline. 
My  soul,  in  desolate  eclipse, 

With  recollection  teems — 
And  then  I  hask,  with  weeping  lips, 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames? 

"  Away !  I  may  not  tell  thee  hall 

This  soughring  heart  endures — 
There  is  a  lonely  sperrit-call 

That  Sorrow  never  cures; 
There  is  a  little,  little  Star, 

That  still  above  me  beams; 
It  is  the  Star  of  Hope — but  ar ! 

Dost  thou  remember  Jeames?  " 
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KING   CANUTE. 

King  Canute  was  weary-hearted;  he  had  reigned  for 
years  a  score, 

Battling,  struggling,  pushing,  fighting,  killing  much  and 
robbing  more, 

And  he  thought  upon  his  actions,  walking  by  the  wild  sea- 
shore. 

'Twixt  the  Chancellor  and  Bishop  walked  the  King  with 

steps  sedate, 
Chamberlains  and  grooms  came  after,  silver  sticks  and  gold 

sticks  great, 
Chaplains,   aides-de-camp,  and  pages, — all  the  officers  of 

state. 

Sliding  after  like  his  shadow,  pausing  when  he  chose  to 

pause; 
If  a  frown  his  face  contracted,  straight  the  courtiers  dropped 

their  jaws; 
If  to  laugh  the  King  was  minded,  out  they  burst  in  loud 

hee-haws. 

But  that  day  a  something  vexed  him,  that  was  clear  to  old 

and  young. 
Thrice  his  Grace  had  yawned  at  table,  when  his  favourite 

gleemen  sung. 
Once  the  Queen  would  have  consoled  him-,  but  he  bade  her 

hold  her  tongue. 

"  Something  ails  my  gracious  master,"  cried  the  Keeper  of 

the  Seal. 
"  Sure,  my  lord,  it  is  the  lampreys  served  to  dinner,  or  the 

veal?  " 
"  Psha !  "  exclaimed  the  angry  monarch.     "  Keeper,  'tis  not 

that  I  feel. 

"  'Tis  the  heart,  and  not  the  dinner,  fool,  that  doth  my  rest 

impair : 
Can  a  king  be  great  as  I  am,  prithee,  and  yet  know  no  care? 
Oh,  I'm  sick,  and  tired,  and  weary." — Some  one  cried, 

"The  King's  arm-chair!" 
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Then  towards  the  lackeys  turning,   quick  my  Lord  the 

Keeper  nodded, 
Straight  the  King's  great  chair  was  brought  him,  by  two 

footmen  able-bodied; 
Languidly  he  sank  into  it;  it  was  comfortably  wadded. 

"Leading  on  my  fierce  companions,"  cried  he,  "over  storm 

and  brine, 
I  have  fought  and  I  have  conquered!     Where  was  glory 

like  to  mine?  " 
Loudly  all  the  courtiers  echoed :  "  Where  is  glory  like  to 

thine?  " 

"  What  avail  me  all  my  kingdoms?     Weary  am  I  now  and 

old; 
Those  fair  sons  I  have  begotten,  long  to  see  me  dead  and 

cold; 
Would  I  were,  and  quiet  buried,   underneath  the  silent 

mould ! 

"Oh,  remorse,  the  writhing  serpent!  at  my  bosom  tears 

and  bites; 
Horrid,  horrid  things  I  look  on,  though  I  put  out  all  the 

lights; 
Ghosts   of   ghastly  recollections  troop  about   my  bed  at 

nights. 

"Cities  burning,  convents  blazing,  red  with  sacrilegious 

fires; 
Mothers   weeping,    virgins    screaming:    vainly   for    their 

slaughtered  sires — " 
"Such  a  tender  conscience,"  cries  the  Bishop,  "every  one 

admires. 

"  But  for  such  unpleasant  bygones,  cease,  my  gracious  lord, 

to  search, 
They're  forgotten  and  forgiven  by  our  Holy  Mother  Church; 
Never,  never  does  she  leave  her  benefactors  in  the  lurch. 

"Look!    the  land  is  crowned  with  minsters,  which  your 

Grace's  bounty  raised; 
Abbeys  filled  with  holy  men,  where  you  and  Heaven  are 

daily  praised : 
You,  my  lord,  to  think  of  dying?  on  my  conscience  I'm 

amazed ! " 
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"Nay,  I  feel,"  replied  King  Canute,  "that  my  end  is  draw- 
ing near." 

"Don't  say  so,"  exclaimed  the  courtiers  (striving  each  to 
squeeze  a  tear). 

"  Sure  your  Grace  is  strong  and  lusty,  and  may  live  this 
fifty  year." 

"  Live  these  fifty  years ! "  the  Bishop  roared,  with  actions 

made  to  suit. 
"Are  you  mad,  my  good  Lord  Keeper,  thus  to  speak  of 

King  Canute ! 
Men  have  lived  a  thousand  years,  and  sure  his  Majesty 

will  do't. 

"Adam,  Enoch,  Lamech,  Cainan,  Mahaleel,  Methusela, 
Lived  nine  hundred  years  apiece,  and  mayn't  the  King  as 

well  as  they?  " 
"Fervently,"  exclaimed  the'  Keeper,  "fervently  I  trust  he 

may." 

"  He  to  die?  "  resumed  the  Bishop.  "  He  a  mortal  like  to 
us? 

Death  was  not  for  him  intended,  though  communis  omni- 
bus: 

Keeper,  you  are  irreligious,  for  to  talk  and  cavil  thus. 

"  With  his  wondrous  skill  in  healing  ne'er  a  doctor  can  com- 
pete. 

Loathsome  lepers,  if  he  touch  them,  start  up  clean  upon 
their  feet; 

Surely  he  could  raise  the  dead  up,  did  his  Highness  think 
it  meet. 

"  Did  not  once  the  Jewish  captain  stay  the  sun  upon  the 

hill. 
And,  the  while  he  slew  the  foemen,  bid  the  silver  moon 

stand  still? 
So,  no  doubt,  could  gracious  Canute,  if  it  were  his  sacred 

will." 

"Might  I  stay  the  sun  above  us,  good  Sir  Bishop?  "  Canute 

cried; 
"  Could  I  bid  the  silver  moon  to  pause  upon  her  heavenly 

ride? 
If  the  moon  obeys  my  orders,  sure  I  can  command  the  tide. 
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"  Will  the  advancing  waves  obey  me,  Bishop,  if  I  make  the 

sign?  " 
Said  the  Bishop,  bowing  lowly,  "  Land  and  sea,  my  lord, 

are  thine." 
Canute  turned  towards  the  ocean — "  Back ! "  he  said,  "  thou 

foaming  brine. 

"From  the  sacred  shore  I  stand  on,  I  command  thee  to 

retreat ; 
Venture  not,  thou  stormy  rebel,  to  approach  thy  master's 

seat: 
Ocean,  be  thou  still !    I  bid  thee  come  not  nearer  to  my 

feet!" 

But  the  sullen  ocean  answered  with  a  louder,  deeper  roar, 
And  the  rapid  waves  drew  nearer,  falling  sounding  on  the 

shore; 
Back  the  Keeper  and  the  Bishop,  back  the  King  and  cour- 
tiers bore. 

And  he  sternly  bade  them  never  more  to  kneel  to  human 

clay, 
But  alone  to  praise  and  worship  That  which  earth  and  seas 

obey: 
And  his  golden  crown  of  empire  never  wore  he  from  that 

day. 
King  Canute  is  dead  and  gone :  Parasites  exist  alway. 
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FRIAR'S   SONG. 

Some  love  the  matin-cliimes,  whicli  tell 

The  hour  of  prayer  to  sinner : 
But  better  far's  the  mid-day  bell, 

Which  speaks  the  hour  of  dinner; 
For  when  I  see  a  smoking  fish, 

Or  capon  drown'd  in  gravy. 
Or  noble  haunch  on  silver  dish, 

Full  glad  I  sing  my  ave. 

My  pulpit  is  an  alehouse  bench,    , 

Whereon  I  sit  so  jolly; 
A  smiling  rosy  country  wench 

My  saint  and  patron  holy. 
I  kiss  her  cheek  so  red  and  sleek, 

I  press  her  ringlets  wavy, 
And  in  her  willing  ear  I  speak 

A  most  religious  ave. 

And  if  I'm  blind,  yet  Heaven  is  kind, 

And  holy  saints  forgiving; 
For  sure  he  leads  a  right  good  life 

Who  thus  admires  good  living. 
Above,  they  say,  our  flesh  is  air, 

Our  blood  celestial  ichor : 
Oh,  grant!  mid  all  the  changes  there, 

They  may  not  change  our  liquor ! 


i?>iar's  song. 
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ATE  A  CUE  A. 

Before  I  lost  my  five  poor  wits, 

I  mind  me  of  a  Eomish  clerk, 

Who  sang  how  Care,  the  phantom  dark, 

Beside  the  belted  horseman  sits. 

Methought  I  saw  the  grisly  sprite 

Jump  up  but  now  behind  my  Knight. 

And  though  he  gallop  as  he  may, 
I  mark  that  cursed  monster  black 
Still  sits  behind  his  honour's  back, 
Tight  squeezing  of  his  heart  alway. 
Like  two  black  Templars  sit  they  there, 
Beside  one  crupper.  Knight  and  Care. 

No  knight  am  I  with  pennoned  spear, 
To  prance  upon  a  bold  destrere : 
I  will  not  have  black  Care  prevail 
Upon  my  long-eared  charger's  tail, 
Por  lo,  I  am  a  witless  fool, 
And  laugh  at  Grief  and  ride  a  mule. 
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EEQUIESCAT. 

Undek  the  stone  you  behold, 
Buried,  and  coffined,  and  cold, 
Lieth  Sir  Wilfrid  the  Bold. 

Always  he  marched  in  advance. 
Warring  in  Flanders  and  France, 
Doughty  with  sword  and  with  lance. 

Famous  in  Saracen  fight, 

Eode  in  his  youth  the  good  knight, 

Scattering  Paynims  in  flight. 

Brian,  the  Templar  untrue, 
Fairly  in  tourney  he  slew. 
Saw  Hierusalem  too. 

Now  he  is  buried  and  gone. 
Lying  beneath  the  grey  stone : 
Where  shall  you  find  such  a  one? 

Long  time  his  widow  deplored, 
Weeping  the  fate  of  her  lord, 
Sadly  cut  off  by  the  sword. 

When  she  was  eased  of  her  pain 
Came  the  good  Lord  Athelstane, 
When  her  ladyship  married  again. 
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THE   WILLOW-TREE. 

Know  ye  the  willow-tree 

Whose  grey  leaves  quiver, 
Whispering  gloomily 

To  yon  pale  river; 
Lady,  at  even-tide 

Wander  not  near  it, 
They  say  its  branches  hide 

A  sad,  lost  spirit ! 

Once  to  the  willow-tree 

A  maid  came  fearful, 
Pale  seemed  her  cheek  to  be, 

Her  blue  eye  tearful; 
Soon  as  she  saw  the  tree, 

Her  step  moved  fleeter, 
No  one  was  there — ah  me ! 

No  one  to  meet  her ! 

Quick  beat  her  heart  to  hear 

The  far  bell's  chime 
Toll  from  the  chapel-tower 

The  trysting  time : 
But  the  red  sun  went  down 

In  golden  flame. 
And  though  she  looked  round. 

Yet  no  one  came ! 

Presently  came  the  night, 

Sadly  to  greet  her, — 
Moon  in  her  silver  light. 

Stars  in  their  glitter ; 
Then  sank  the  moon  away 

Under  the  billow. 
Still  wept  the  maid  alone — 

There  by  the  willow ! 

Through  the  long  darkness, 
By  the  stream  rolling. 

Hour  after  hour  went  on 
Tolling  and  tolling. 
11 
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Long  was  the  darkness, 

Lonely  and  stilly; 
Shrill  came  the  night-wind, 

Piercing  and  chilly. 

Shrill  blew  the  morning  breeze, 

Biting  and  cold, 
Bleak  peers  the  grey  dawn 

Over  the  wold. 
Bleak  over  moor  and  stream 

Looks  the  grey  dawn, 
Grey,  with  dishevelled  hair. 
Still  stands  the  willow  there — 

The  maid  is  gone. 

Domine,  Domine  / 

Sing  we  a  litany, — 
Sing  for  poor  maiden-hearts  broken  and  weary  ; 

Domine,  Domine! 

Sing  we  a  litany, 
Wail  we  and  weep  we  a  wild  Miserere  / 
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THE    WILLOW-TREE. 

ANOTHEK    VEKSION. 
I. 

Long  by  the  willow-trees 
Vainly  they  sought  her, 

Wild  rang  the  mother's  screams 
O'er  the  grey  water : 
"  Where  is  my  lovely  one? 
Where  is  my  daughter? 

II. 

"  Eouse  thee,  sir  constable — 

Eouse  thee  and  look; 
Fisherman,  bring  your  net, 

Boatman  your  hook. 
Beat  in  the  lily-beds, 

Dive  in  the  brook !  " 


III. 

Vainly  the  constable 
Shouted  and  called  her ; 

Vainly  the  fisherman 
Beat  the  green  alder. 

Vainly  he  flung  the  net. 
Never  it  hauled  her ! 


IV. 

Mother  beside  the  fire 
Sat,  her  nightcap  in ; 

Father,  in  easy  chair. 
Gloomily  napping. 

When  at  the  window-sill 
Came  a  light  tapping ! 
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V. 


And  a  pale  countenance 

Looked  through  the  easement. 
Loud  beat  the  mother's  heart, 

Sick  with  amazement, 
And  at  the  vision  which 

Came  to  surprise  her, 
Shrieked  in  an  agony — 
"Lor!  it's  Elizar!" 

VI. 

Yes,  'twas  Elizabeth — 
Yes,  'twas  their  girl; 
Pale  was  her  cheek,  and  her 
Hair  out  of  curl. 
"  Mother ! "  the  loving  one, 

Blushing,  exclaimed, 
"  Let  not  your  innocent 
Lizzy  be  blamed. 

VII. 

"  Yesterday,  going  to  aunt 

Jones's  to  tea, 
Mother,  dear  mother,  I 

Forgot  the  door-key  ! 
And  as  the  night  was  cold, 

And  the  way  steep, 
Mrs.  Jones  kept  me  to 

Breakfast  and  sleep." 

VIII. 

Whether  her  Pa  and  Ma 

Fully  believed  her, 
That  we  shall  never  know, 

Stern  they  received  her; 
And  for  the  work  of  that 

Cruel,  though  short,  night, 
Sent  her  to  bed  without 

Tea  for  a  fortnight. 
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IX. 

MORAL. 

Hey  diddle  diddlety, 

Cat  and  thefiddleiy, 
Maidens  of  England  take  caution  by  she  ! 

Let' love  and  suicide 

Never  tempt  you  aside, 
And  always  remember  to  take  the  door-key. 
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LYRA  HIBERNICA. 

THE  POEMS  OP  THE  MOLONT  OF  KILBALLYMOLONY. 

THE  PIMLICO   PAVILION. 

Ye  pathrons  of  janius,  Minerva  and  Vanius, 
Who  sit  on  Parnassus,  that  mountain  of  snow, 

Descind  from  your  station  and  make  observation 
Of  the  Prince's  pavilion  in  sweet  Pimlico. 

This  garden,  by  jakurs,  is  forty  poor  acres, 

(The  garner  he  tould  me,  and  sure  ought  to  know ;) 

And  yet  greatly  bigger,  in  size  and  in  figure. 
Than  the  Phanix  itself,  seems  the  Park  Pimlico. 

O  'tis  there  that  the  spoort  is,  when  the  Queen  and  the 
Court  is 

Walking  magnanimous  all  of  a  row, 
Forgetful  what  state  is  among  the  pataties 

And  the  pine-apple  gardens  of  sweet  Pimlico. 

There  in  blossoms  oddrous  the  birds  sing  a  chorus, 
Of  "  God  save  the  Queen  "  as  they  hop  to  and  fro ; 

And  you  sit  on  the  binches  and  hark  to  the  finches. 
Singing  melodious  in  sweet  Pimlico. 

There  shuiting  their  phanthasies,  they  pluck  polyanthuses 
That  round  in  the  gardens  resplindently  grow, 

Wid  roses  and  jessimins,  and  other  sweet  specimins. 
Would  charm  bould  Linnayus  in  sweet  Pimlico. 

You  see  when  you  inther,  and  stand  in  the  einther, 
Where  the  roses,  and  necturns,  and  collyflowers  blow, 

A  hill  so  tremindous,  it  tops  the  top-windows 
Of  the  elegant  houses  of  famed  Pimlico. 

And  when  you've  ascinded  that  precipice  splindid 
You  see  on  its  summit  a  wondtherful  show — 

A  lovely  Swish  building,  all  painting  and  gilding, 
The  famous  Pavilion  of  sweet  Pimlico. 
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Prince  Albert,  of  Flandthers,  that  Prince  of  Commandthers, 
(On  whom  my  best  blessings  hereby  I  bestow,) 

With  goold  and  vermilion  has  decked  that  Pavilion, 
Where  the  Queen  may  take  tay  in  her  sweet  Pimlieo. 

There's  lines  from  John  Milton  the  chamber  all  gilt  on. 
And  pictures  beneath  them  that's  shaped  like  a  bow; 

I  was  greatly  astounded  to  think  that  that  Koundhead 
Should  find  an  admission  to  famed  Pimlieo. 

0  lovely's  each  fresco,  and  most  picturesque  0, 
And  while  round  the  chamber  astonished  I  go ; 

1  think  Dan  Maclise's  it  baits  all  the  pieces. 

Surrounding  the  cottage  of  famed  Pimlieo. 

Eastlake  has  the  chimney,  (a  good  one  to  limn  he,) 
And  a  vargin  he  paints  with  a  sarpent  below ; 

While  bulls,  pigs,  and  panthers,  and  other  enchanthers. 
Is  painted  by  Landseer  in  sweet  Pimlieo. 

And  nature  smiles  opposite,  Stanfield  he  copies  it ; 

O'er  Claude  or  Poussang  sure  'tis  he  that  may  crow: 
But  Sir  Boss's  best  faiture  is  small  mini-£iture — 

He  shouldn't  paint  frescoes  in  famed  Pimlieo. 

There's  Leslie  and  Uwins  has  rather  small  doings; 

There's  Dice,  as  brave  masther  as  England  can  show; 
And  the  flowers  and  the  sthrawberries,  sure  he  no  dauber 

That  painted  the  panels  of  famed  Pimlico  I 

In  the  pictures  from  Walther  Scott,  never  a  fault  there's 
got. 

Sure  the  marble's  as  natural  as  thrue  Scaglio; 
And  the  Chamber  Pompayen  is  sweet  to  take  tay  in, 

And  ait  butther'd  muffins  in  sweet  Pimlico. 

There's  landscapes  by  Gruner,  both  solar  and  lunar, 
Them  two  little  Doyles,  too,  deserve  a  bravo ; 

Wid  de   piece  by  young  Townsend  (for  janius  abounds 
in't;) 
And  that's  why  he's  shuited  to  paint  Pimlico. 
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That  picture  of  Severn's  is  wortliy  of  rever'nce, 
But  some  I  won't  mintion  is  rather  so  so ; 

For  sweet  philosdphy,  or  crumpets  and  coffee, 
0  Where's  a  Pavilion  like  sweet  Pimlico? 

0  to  praise  this  Pavilion  would  puzzle  Quintilian, 
Daymosthenes,  Brougham,  or  young  Cicero; 

So  heavenly  Goddess,  d'ye  pardon  my  modesty, 
And  silence  my  lyre !  about  sweet  Pimlico. 
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THE  CRYSTAL  PALACE. 

With  ganial  foire 

Thransfuse  me  loyre, 
Ye  sacred  nympths  of  Pindus, 

The  whoile  I  sing 

That  wondthrous  thing, 
The  Palace  made  o'  windows ! 

Say,  Paxton,  truth, 

Thou  wondthrous  youth. 
What  sthroke  of  art  celistial, 

What  power  was  lint 

You  to  invint 
This  combineetion  cristial. 

O  would  before 

That  Thomas  Moore, 
Likewoise  the  late  Lord  Boyron, 

Thim  aigles  sthrong 

Of  godlike  song. 
Cast  oi  on  that  cast  oiron ! 

And  saw  thim  walls, 

And  glittering  halls, 
Thim  rising  slendher  columns, 

Which  I,  poor  pote. 

Could  not  denote, 
No,  not  in  twinty  voUums. 

My  Muse's  words 

Is  like  the  birds 
That  roosts  beneath  the  panes  there; 

Her  wings  she  spoils 

'Gainst  them  bright  tiles. 
And  cracks  her  silly  brains  there. 

This  Palace  tall. 
This  Cristial  Hall, 
Which  Imperors  might  covet, 
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Stands  in  High  Park 
Like  Noah's  Ark, 
A  rainbow  bint  above  it. 

The  towers  and  fanes, 

In  other  scaynes, 
The  fame  of  this  will  undo, 

Saint  Paul's  big  doom, 

Saint  Payther's  Koom, 
And  Dublin's  proud  Eotundo. 

'Tis  here  that  roams. 

As  well  becomes 
Her  dignitee  and  stations, 

Victoria  Great, 

And  houlds  in  state 
The  Congress  of  the  Nations. 

Her  subjects  pours 

From  distant  shores, 
Her  Injians  and  Canajians ; 

And  also  we, 

Her  kingdoms  three, 
Attind  with  our  allagiance. 

Here  come  likewise 

Her  bould  allies. 
Both  Asian  and  Europian ; 

From  East  and  West 

They  send  their  best 
To  fill  her  Coornueopean. 

I  seen  (thank  Grace !) 

This  wondthrous  place 
(His  Noble  Honour  Misther 

H.  Cole  it  was 

That  gave  the  pass. 
And  let  me  see  what  is  there). 

With  conscious  proide 
I  stud  insoide 
And  look'd  the  World's  Great  Fair  in. 
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Until  me  sight 
Was  dazzled  quite, 
And  couldn't  see  for  staring. 

There's  holy  saints 

And  window  paints, 
By  Maydiayval  Pugin; 

Alhamborough  Jones 

Did  paint  the  tones 
Of  yellow  and  gambouge  in. 

There's  fountains  there 
And  crosses  fair; 
There's  water-gods  with  urms; 
There's  organs  three, 
To  play,  d'ye  see, 
"God  save  the  Queen,"  by  turrns. 

There's  Statues  bright 

Of  marble  white 
Of  silver,  and  of  copper; 

And  some  in  zinc. 

And  some,  I  think, 
That  isn't  over  proper. 

There's  staym  Ingynes 

That  stands  in  lines, 
Enormous  and  amazing. 

That  squeal  and  snort 

Like  whales  in  sport. 
Or  elephants  a-grazing. 

There's  carts  and  gigs, 

And  pins  for  pigs ; 
There's  dibblers  and  there's  harrows, 

And  ploughs  like  toys 

For  little  boys, 
And  ilegant  wheel-barrows. 

For  thim  genteels 
Who  ride  on  wheels. 
There's  plenty  to  indulge  'em ; 
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There's  Droskys  snug 
From  Paytersbug, 
And  vayhycles  from  Bulgium. 

There's  Cabs  on  Stands 

And  Shandthry  danns; 
There's  Waggons  from  New  York  here; 

There's  Lapland  Sleighs 

Have  cross'd  the  seas, 
And  Jaunting  Cyars  from  Cork  here. 

Amazed  I  pass 

Prom  glass  to  glass, 
Deloighted  I  survey  'em; 

Fresh  wondthers  grows 

Before  me  nose 
In  this  sublime  Musayum !  • 

Look,  here's  a  fan 

From  far  Japan, 
A  sabre  from  Damasco : 

There's  shawls  ye  get 

From  far  Thibet, 
And  cotton  prints  from  Glasgow. 

There's  German  flutes, 

Marocky  boots, 
And  Naples  Macaronies; 

Bohaymia 

Has  sent  Bohay; 
Polonia  her  polonies. 

There's  granite  flints 

That's  quite  imminse. 
There's  sacks  of  coals  and  fuels, 

There's  swords  and  guns, 

And  soap  in  tuns, 
And  Ginger-bread  and  Jewels. 

There's  taypots  there, 
And  cannons  rare; 
There's  coffins  fiU'd  with  roses; 
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There's  canvass  tints, 
Teeth  instrumints, 
And  shuits  of  clothes  by  Moses, 

There's  lashins  more 

Of  things  in  store, 
But  thim  I  don't  remimber; 

Nor  could  disclose 

Did  I  compose 
From  May  time  to  Novimber ! 

Ah,  Judy  thru! 

With  eyes  so  blue, 
That  you  were  here  to  view  itl 

And  could  I  screw 

But  tu  pound  tu, 
'Tis  I  would  thrait  you  to  it! 

So  let  us  raise 

Victoria's  praise. 
And  Albert's  proud  condition, 

That  takes  his  ayse 

As  he  surveys 
This  Cristial  Exhibition. 
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MOLONY'S  LAMENT. 

0  Tim,  did  you  hear  of  thim  Saxons, 
And  read  what  the  peepers  repoort? 

They're  goan  to  recal  the  Liftinant, 

And  shut  up  the  Castle  and  Coort ! 
Our  desolate  counthry  of  Oireland, 

They're  bint,  the  blagyards,  to  desthroy, 
And  now  having  murdthered  our  counthry, 

They're  goin  to  kill  the  Viceroy, 
Dear  boy; 

'Twas  he  was  our  proide  and  our  joy! 

And  will  we  no  longer  behould  him, 
Surrounding  his  carriage  in  throngs. 

As  he  weaves  his  cocked-hat  from  the  windies, 
And  smiles  to  his  bould  aid-de-congs? 

1  liked  for  to  see  the  young  haroes. 

All  shoining  with  sthripes  and  with  stars, 
A  horsing  about  in  the  Phaynix, 
And  winking  the  girls  in  the  cyars, 

Like  Mars, 
A  smokin'  their  poipes  and  cigyars. 

Dear  Mitchell  exoiled  to  Bermudies, 

Your  beautiful  oilids  you'll  ope. 
And  there'll  be  an  abondance  of  croyin 

From  0 'Brine  at  the  Keep  of  Good  Hope, 
When  they  read  of  this  news  in  the  peepers, 

Acrass  the  Atlantical  wave. 
That  the  last  of  the  Oirish  Liftinints 

Of  the  oisland  of  Seents  has  tuck  lave. 
God  save 

The  Queen — she  should  betther  behave. 

And  what's  to  become  of  poor  Dame  Sthreet, 
And  who'll  ait  the  pufEs  and  the  tarts, 

Whin  the  Coort  of  imparial  splindor 
From  Doblin's  sad  city  departs? 
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And  -who'll  have  the  fiddlers  and  pipers, 
When  the  deuce  of  a  Coort  there  remains? 

And  where'U  be  the  bucks  and  the  ladies, 
To  hire  the  Coort-shuits  and  the  thrains? 

In  sthrains, 
It's  thus  that  ould  Erin  complains! 

There's  Counsellor  Flanagan's  leedy, 

'Twas  she  in  the  Coort  didn't  fail, 
And  she  wanted  a  plinty  of  popplin, 

Eor  her  dthress,  and  her  flounce,  and  her  tail; 
She  bought  it  of  Misthress  O' Grady, 

Eight  shillings  a  yard  tabinet, 
But  now  that  the  Coort  is  concluded. 

The  divvle  a  yard  will  she  get; 
I  bet, 

Bedad,  that  she  wears  the  old  set. 

There's  Surgeon  O'Toole  and  Miss  Leary, 

They'd  daylings  at  Madam  O'Eiggs'; 
Each  year  at  the  dthrawing-room  sayson. 

They  mounted  the  neatest  of  wigs. 
When  Spring,  with  its  buds  and  its  dasies, 

Comes  out  in  her  beauty  and  bloom, 
Thim  tu'll  never  think  of  new  jasies, 

Becase  there  is  no  dthrawing-room, 
For  whom 

They'd  choose  the  expense  to  ashume. 

There's  Alderman  Toad  and  his  lady, 

'Twas  they  gave  the  Clart  and  the  Poort, 
And  the  poine-apples,  turbots,  and  lobsters, 

To  feast  the  Lord  Liftinint's  Coort. 
But  now  that  the  quality's  goin, 

I  warnt  that  the  aiting  will  stop. 
And  you'll  get  at  the  Alderman's  teeble 

The  devil  a  bite  or  a  dthrop. 
Or  chop, 

And  the  butcher  may  shut  up.  his  shop. 

Yes,  the  grooms  and  the  ushers  are  goin. 
And  his  Lordship,  the  dear  honest  man, 

And  the  Duchess,  his  eemiable  leedy. 
And  Corry,  the  bould  Connellan, 
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And  little  Lord  Hyde  and  the  childthren, 
And  the  Chewter  and  Governess  tu; 

And  the  servants  are  packing  their  boxes,- 
Oh,  murther,  but  what  shall  I  due 

Without  you? 
O  Meery,  with  oi's  of  the  blue ! 
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ME.  MOLONY'S   ACCOUNT   OF  THE  BALL. 

GIVEN  TO  THE  NEPAtlLBSE  AMBASSADOR  BY  THE  PENINStTIiAB 
AND  ORIENTAL  COMPANY. 

O  WILL  ye  choose  to  hear  the  news, 

Bedad  I  cannot  pass  it  o'er: 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  the  Ball 

To  the  Naypaulase  Ambassador. 
Begor !  this  itte  all  balls  does  bate 

At  which  I  worn  a  pump,  and  I 
Must  here  relate  the  splendthor  great 

Of  th'  Oriental  Company. 

These  men  of  sinse,  dispoised  expinse, 

To  fSte  these  black  Achilleses. 
"We'll  show  the  blacks,"  says  they,  "Almack's, 

And  take  the  rooms  at  Willis's." 
With  flags  and  shawls,  for  these  Nepauls, 

They  hung  the  rooms  of  Willis  up, 
And  decked  the  walls,  and  stairs,  and  halls, 

With  roses  and  with  lilies  up. 

And  JuUien's  band  it  tuck  its  stand. 

So  sweetly  in  the  middle  there, 
And  soft  bassoons  played  heavenly  chunes, 

And  violins  did  fiddle  there. 
And  when  the  Coort  was  tired  of  spoort, 

I'd  lave  you,  boys,  to  think  there  was, 
A  nate  buffet  before  them  set. 

Where  lashins  of  good  dhrink  there  was. 

At  ten  before  the  ball-room  door. 

His  moighty  Excellency  was, 
He  smoiled  and  bowed  to  all  the  crowd, 

So  gorgeous  and  immense  he  was. 
His  dusky  shuit,  sublime  and  mute. 

Into  the  door- way  followed  him; 
And  O  the  noise,  of  the  blackguard  boys. 

As  they  hurrood  and  hollowed  him ! 

12 
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The  noble  Chair,*  stud  at  the  stair, 

And  bade  the  dthrums  to  thump;  and  he 
Did  thus  evince,  to  that  Black  Prince, 

The  welcome  of  his  Company. 
0  fair  the  girls,  and  rich  the  curls, 

And  bright  the  oys,  you  saw  there,  was; 
And,  fixed  each  oye,  ye  there  could  spoi, 

On  Gineral  Jung  Bahawther,  was ! 

This  Gineral  great,  then  tuck  his  sate, 

With  all  the  other  ginerals, 
(Bedad  his  troat,  his  belt,  his  coat. 

All  bleezed  with  precious  minerals;) 
And  as  he  there,  with  princely  air, 

Becloinin  on  his  cushion  was. 
All  round  about  his  royal  chair. 

The  squeezin  and  the  pushin  was. 

0  Pat,  such  girls,  such  Jukes,  and  Earls, 

Such  fashion  and  nobilitee ! 
Just  think  of  Tim,  and  fancy  him, 

Amidst  the  hoigh  gentilitee ! 
There  was  Lord  De  L'Huys,  and  the  Portygeese 

Ministher  and  his  lady  there. 
And  I  reckonised,  with  much  surprise. 

Our  messmate,  Bob  O'Grady,  there; 

There  was  Baroness  Brunow,  that  looked  like  Juno, 

And  Baroness  Rehausen  there. 
And  Countess  Roullier,  that  looked  peculiar 

Well,  in  her  robes  of  gauze  in  there. 
There  was  Lord  Crowhurst  (I  knew  him  first. 

When  only  Mr.  Pips  he  was). 
And  Mick  O'Toole,  the  great  big  fool. 

That  after  supper  tipsy  was. 

There  was  Lord  Pingall,  and  his  ladies  all. 

And  Lords  Killeen  and  Dufferin, 
And  Paddy  Fife,  with  his  fat  wife; 

I  wondther  how  he  could  stuff  her  in. 

•James  Matheson,  Esq.,  to  whom,  and  the  Board  of  Directors  of 
the  Peninsular  and  Oriental  Company,  I,  Timotheus  Molony,  late 
stoker  on  board  the  Iberia,  the  Lady  Ma/ry  Wood,  the  Tagua,  and 
the  Oriental  steamships,  humbly  dedicate  this  production  of  my 
grateful  muse. 
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There  was  Lord  Belfast,  that  by  me  past, 
And  seemed  to  ask  how  should  1  go  there? 

And  the  Widow  Macrae,  and  Lord  A.  Hay, 
And  the  Marchioness  of  Sligo  there. 

Yes,  Jukes,  and  Earls,  and  diamonds,  and  pearls, 

And  pretty  girls,  was  spoorting  there; 
And  some  beside  (the  rogues !)  I  spied. 

Behind  the  windies,  coorting  there. 
O,  there's  one  I  know,  bedad  would  show 

As  beautiful  as  any  there. 
And  I'd  like  to  hear  the  pipers  blow, 

And  shake  a  f ut  with  Fanny  there ! 
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THE  BATTLE   OE  LIMERICK. 

Yb  Genii  of  the  nation, 

Who  look  with  veneration, 
And  Ireland's  desolation  onsay singly  deplore; 

Ye  sons  of  General  Jackson, 

Who  thrample  on  the  Saxon, 
Attend  to  the  thransaction  upon  Shannon  shore. 

When  William,  Duke  of  Schumbug, 

A  tyrant  and  a  humbug. 
With  cannon  and  with  thunder  on  our  city  bore, 

Our  fortitude  and  valliance, 

Insthructed  his  battalions 
To  rispict  the  galliant  Irish  upon  Shannon  shore. 

Since  that  capitulation, 

No  city  in  this  nation 
So  grand  a  reputation  could  boast  before, 

As  Limerick  prodigious, 

That  stands  with  quays  and  bridges, 
And  the  ships  up  to  the  windies  of  the  Shannon  shore. 

A  chief  of  ancient  line, 

'Tis  William  Smith  O'Brine, 
Eeprisints  this  darling  Limerick,  this  ton  years  or  more : 

O  the  Saxons  can't  endure 

To  see  him  on  the  flure, 
And  thrimble  at  the  Cicero  from  Shannon  shore ! 

This  valliant  son  of  Mars 

Had  been  to  visit  Par's, 
That  land  of  Revolution,  that  grows  the  tricolor; 

And  to  welcome  his  return 

From  pilgrimages  furren 
We  invited  him  to  tay  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

Then  we  summoned  to  our  board 
Young  Meagher  of  the  sword : 
'Tis  he  will  sheathe  that  battle-axe  in  Saxon  gore; 


The  battle  of  Limerick. 
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And  Mitchil  of  Belfast, 
We  bade  to  our  repast, 
To  dthrink  a  dish  of  coffee  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

Convaniently  to  hould 

These  patriots  so  bould, 
We  tuck  the  opportunity  of  Tim  Doolan's  store; 

And  with  ornamints  and  banners 

(As  becomes  gintale  good  manners) 
We  made  the  loveliest  tay-room  upon  Shannon  shore. 

'Twould  binifit  your  sowls. 

To  see  the  butthered  rowls, 
The  sugar-tongs  and  sangwidges  and  craim  galyore, 

And  the  muffins  and  the  crumpets, 

And  the  band  of  harps  and  thrunipets, 
To  celebrate  the  sworry  upon  Shannon  shore. 

Sure  the  Imperor  of  Bohay 

Would  be  proud  to  dthrink  the  tay 
That  Misthress  Biddy  Eooney  for  O'Brine  did  pour; 

Aud,  since  the  days  of  Strongbow, 

There  never  was  such  Congo — ■ 
Mitohil  dthrank  six  quarts  of  it — by.  Shannon  shore. 

But  Clarndon  and  Corry 

Connellan  beheld  this  sworry 
With  rage  and  imulation  in  their  black  hearts'  core; 

And  they  hired  a  gang  of  ruffins 

To  interrupt  the  muffins, 
And  the  fragrance  of  the  Congo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 

When  full  of  tay  and  cake, 

O'Brine  began  to  spake. 
But  juice  a  one  could  hear  him,  for  a  sudden  roar 

Of  a  ragamuffin  rout 

Began  to  yell  and  shout. 
And  frighten  the  propriety  of  Shannon  shore 

As  Smith  O'Brine  harangued. 
They  batthered  and  they  banged : 

Tim  Doolan's  doors  and  windies,  down  they  tore; 
They  smashed  the  lovely  windies 
(Hung  with  muslin  from  the  Indies), 

Purshuing  of  their  shindies  upon  Shannon  shore. 
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With  throwing  of  brickbats, 

Drowned  puppies,  and  dead  rats. 
These  ruffin  democrats  themselves  did  lower; 

Tin  kettles,  rotten  eggs. 

Cabbage-stalks,  and  wooden  legs. 
They  flung  among  the  patriots  of  Shannon  shore. 

0  the  girls  began  to  scrame. 

And  upset  the  milk  and  crame; 
And  the  honourable  gintlemin,  they  cursed  and  swore : 

And  Mitchil  of  Belfast, 

'Twas  he  that  looked  aghast. 
When  they  roasted  him  in  effigy  by  Shannon  shore. 

0  the  lovely  tay  was  spilt 

On  that  day  of  Ireland's  guilt; 
Says  Jack  Mitchil,  "I  am  kilt!     Boys,  where' s  the  back 
door? 

'Tis  a  national  disgrace; 

Let  me  go  and  veil  me  face;  " 
And  he  boulted  with  quick  pace  from  the  Shannon  shore. 

"  Cut  down  the  bloody  horde ! " 

Says  Meagher  of  the  sword, 
"This  conduct  would  disgrace  any  blackamore;  " 

But  the  best  use  Tommy  made 

Of  his  famous  battle  blade 
Was  to  cut  his  own  stick  from  the  Shannon  shore. 

Immortal  Smith  0' Brine 

Was  raging  like  a  line; 
'Twould  have  done  your  sowl  good  to  have  heard  him  roar; 

In  his  glory  he  arose. 

And  he  rush'd  upon  his  foes. 
But  they  hit  him  on  the  nose  by  the  Shannon  shore. 

Then  the  Futt  and  the  Dthragoons 

In  squadthrons  and  platoons, 
With  their  music  playing  chunes,  down  upon  us  bore; 

And  they  bate  the  rattatoo. 

But  the  Peelers  came  in  view. 
And  ended  the  shaloo  on  the  Shannon  shore. 
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LAEEY   O'TOOLE. 

"You've  all  heard  of  Larry  O'Toole, 
Of  the  beautiful  town  of  Drumgoole; 

He  had  but  one  eye, 

To  ogle  ye  by — 
Oh,  murther,  but  that  was  a  jew'l! 

A  fool 
He  made  of  de  girls,  dis  O'Toole. 

"  'Twas  he  was  the  boy  didn't  fail. 
That  tuck  down  pataties  and  mail; 
He  never  would  shrink 
From  any  sthrong  dthrink, 
Was  it  whisky  or  Drogheda  ale; 

I'm  bail 
This  Larry  would  swallow  a  pail. 

"  Oh,  many  a  night  at  the  bowl, 
With  Larry  I've  sot  cheek  by  jowl; 

He's  gone  to  his  rest. 

Where  there's  dthrink  of  the  best, 
And  so  let  us  give  his  old  sowl 

A  howl. 
For  'twas  he  made  the  noggin  to  rowl." 
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THE  EOSE   OF  ELOKA. 
Sent  by  a  Young  Oentleman  of  Quality  to  Miss  Br — dy,  of  Castle 


On  Brady's  tower  there  grows  a  flower, 
It  is  the  loveliest  flower  that  blows, — 

At  Castle  Brady  there  lives  a  lady, 
(And  how  I  love  her  no  one  knows) ; 

Her  name  is  Nora,  and  the  goddess  Flora 
Presents  her  with  this  blooming  rose. 

"0  Lady  Nora,"  says  the  goddess  Flora, 
"I've  many  a  rich  and  bright  parterre; 
In  Brady's  towers  there's  seven  more  flowers, 

But  you're  the  fairest  lady  there : 
Not  all  the  county,  nor  Ireland's  bounty. 
Can  projuiee  a  treasure  that's  half  so  fair!" 

What  cheek  is  redder?  sure  roses  fed  her! 

Her  hair  is  maregolds,  and  her  eye  of  blew. 
Beneath  her  eyelid,  is  like  the  vi'let,    . 

That  darkly  glistens  with  gentle  jew ! 
The  lily's  nature  is  not  surely  whiter 

Than  Nora's  neck  is, — and  her  arrums  too. 

"Come,  gentle  Nora,"  says  the  goddess  Flora, 
"My  dearest  creature,  take  my  advice. 
There  is  a  poet,  full  well  you  know  it. 

Who  spends  his  lifetime  in  heavy  sighs, — ■ 
Young  Kedmond  Barry,  'tis  him  you'll  marry. 
If  rhyme  and  raisin  you'd  choose  likewise." 
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THE   LAST   IRISH   GRIEVANCE. 

On  reading  of  the  general  indignation  occasioned  in  Ire- 
land by  the  axapointment  of  a  Scotch  Professor  to  one  of 
Her  Majesty's  Godless  Colleges,  Master  MoUoy  Molony, 
brother  of  Thaddeus  Molony,  Esq.,  of  the  Temple,  a  youth 
only  fifteen  years  of  age,  dashed  off  the  following  spirited 
lines  :— 

As  I  think  of  the  insult  that's  done  to  this  nation, 
Eed  tears  of  rivinge  from  me  faytures  I  wash. 

And  uphold  in  this  pome,  to  the  world's  daytistation, 
The  sleeves  that  appointed  Professor  M'Cosh. 

I  look  round  me  counthree,  renowned  by  exparience, 
And  see  midst  her  childthren,  the  witty,  the  wise, — 

Whole  hayps  of  logicians,  potes,  schollars,  grammarians, 
All  ayger  for  pleeces,  all  panting  to  rise; 

I  gaze  round  the  world  in  its  utmost  diminsion; 

Lard  Jahn  and  his  minions  in  Council  I  ask, 
Was  there  ever  a  Government-pleece  (with  a  pinsion) 

But  children  of  Erin  were  fit  for  that  task? 

What,  Erin  beloved,  is  thy  fetal  condition? 

What  shame  in  aych  boosom  must  rankle  and  burrun, 
To  think  that  .our  countree  has  ne'er  a  logician 

In  the  hour  of  her  deenger  will  surrev  her  turrun ! 

On  the  logic  of  Saxons  there's  little  reliance. 
And,  rather  from  Saxons  than  gather  its  rules, 

I'd  stamp  under  feet  the  base  book  of  his  science. 
And  spit  on  his  chair  as  he  taught  in  the  schools ! 

0  false  Sir  John  Kane !  is  it  thus  that  you  praych  me? 

I  think  all  your  Queen's  Universitees  Bosh; 
And  if  you've  no  neetive  Professor  to  taych  me, 

I  scawurn  to  be  learned  by  the  Saxon  M'Cosh. 


186  LYRA  HIBERNICA. 

There's  Wiseman  and  Chume,  and  His  Grace  the  Lord 
Primate, 

That  sinds  round  the  box,  and  the  world  will  subscribe; 
'Tis  they'll  build  a  College  that's  fit  for  our  climate 

And  taych  me  the  saycrets  I  burn  to  imboibe ! 

'Tis  there  as  a  Student  of  Science  I'll  enther, 

Fair  Fountain  of  Knowledge,  of  Joy,  and  Contint ! 

Saint  Pathrick's  sweet  Statue  shall  stand  in  the  centher, 
And  wink  his  dear  oi  every  day  during  Lint. 

And  good  Doctor  Newman,  that  praycher  unwary, 
'Tis  he  shall  preside  the  Academee  School, 

And  quit  the  gay  robe  of  St.  Philip  of  Neri, 
To  wield  the  soft  rod  of  St.  Lawrence  O'Toole! 


BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X.  187 


THE  BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X. 

THE    WOLFE  NEW  BALLAD   OF  JANE  RONEY 
AND   MARY  BROWN. 

An  igstrawnary  tail  I  vill  tell  you  this  veek — 
I  stood  in  the  Court  of  A' Beckett  the  Beak, 
Vera  Mrs.  Jane  Roney,  a  vidow,  I  see, 
Who  charged  Mary  Brown  with  a  robbin  of  she. 

This  Mary  was  pore  and  in  misery  once. 

And  she  came  to  Mrs.  Roney  it's  more  than  twelve  monce. 

She  adn't  got  no  bed,  nor  no  dinner  nor  no  tea, 

And  kind  Mrs.  Roney  gave  Mary  all  three. 

Mrs.  Roney  kep  Mary  for  ever  so  many  veeks, 
(Her  conduct  disgusted  the  best  of  all  Beax,) 
She  kep  her  for  nothink,  as  kind  as  could  be. 
Never  thinkin  that  this  Mary  was  a  traitor  to  she. 

"Mrs.  Roney,  0  Mrs.  Roney,  I  feel  very  ill; 
Will  you  jest  step  to  the  Doctor's  for  to  fetch  me  a  pill?  " 
"That  I  will,  my  pore  Mary,"  Mrs.  Roney  says  she; 
And  she  goes  off  to  the  Doctor's  as  quickly  as  may  be. 

No  sooner  on  this  message  Mrs.  Roney  was  sped. 
Than  hup  gits  vicked  Mary,  and  jumps  out  a  bed; 
She  hopens  all  the  trunks  without  never  a  key — 
She  bustes  all  the  boxes,  and  vith  them  makes  free. 

Mrs.  Roney's  best  linning  gownds,  petticoats,  and  close, 
Her  children's  little  coats  and  things,  her  boots,  and  her 

hose. 
She  packed  them,  and  she  stole  'em,  and  avay  vith  them 

did  flee. 
Mrs.  Roney's  situation — you  may  think  vat  it  vould  be! 

Of  Mary,  ungrateful,  who  had  served  her  this  vay, 
Mrs.  Roney  heard  nothink  for  a  long  year  and  a  day. 
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Till  last  Thursday,  in  Lambeth,  ven  whom  should  she  see? 
But  this  Mary,  as  had  acted  so  ungrateful  to  she. 

She  was  leaning  on  the  helbo  of  a  worthy  young  man; 
They  were  going  to  be  married,  and  were  walkin  hand  in 

hand; 
And  the  Church  bells  was  a-ringing  for  Mary  and  he, 
And  the  parson  was  ready,  and  a-waitin  for  his  fee. 

When  up  comes  Mrs.  Koney,  and  faces  Mary  Brown, 
Who  trembles,  and  castes  her  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
She  calls  a  jolly  pleaseman,  it  happens  to  be  me; 
I  charge  this  young  woman  Mr.  Pleaseman,  says  she. 

Mrs.  Eoney,  o,  Mrs.  Eoney,  o,  do  let  me  go, 

I  acted  most  ungrateful  I  own,  and  I  know, 

But  the  marriage  bell  is  a-ringin,  and  the  ring  you  may  see. 

And  this  young  man  is  a-waitin,  says  Mary,  says  she. 

I  don't  care  three  fardens  for  the  parson  and  dark, 
And  the  bell  may  keep  ringin  from  noon  day  to  dark. 
Mary  Brown,  Mary  Brown,  you  must  come  along  with  me, 
And  I  think  this  young  man  is  lucky  to  be  free. 

So,  in  spite  of  the  tears  which  bejew'd  Mary's  cheek, 
I  took  that  young  gurl  to  A' Beckett  the  Beak; 
That  exlent  Justice  demanded  her  plea — 
But  never  a  suUable  said  Mary  said  she. 

On  account  of  her  conduck  so  base  and  so  vile. 
That  wicked  young  gurl  is  committed  for  trile. 
And  if  she's  transpawted  beyond  the  salt  sea, 
It's  proper  reward  for  such  willians  as  she. 

Now  you  young  gurls  of  Southwark  for  Mary  who  veep, 
From  pickin  and  stealin  your  ands  you  must  keep. 
Or  it  may  be  my  dooty,  as  it  was  Thursday  veek, 
To  pull  you  all  hup  to  A' Beckett  the  Beak. 


BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X.  189 


THE  THEEE   CHRISTMAS   WAITS. 

My  name  is  Pleaceman  X; 

Last  night  I  was  in  bed, 
A  dream  did  me  perplex, 

Which  came  into  my  Edd. 
I  dreamed  I  sor  three  Waits 

A-playing  of  their  tune. 
At  Pimlico  Palace  gates, 

All  underneath  the  moon. 
One  puffed  a  hold  French  horn, 

And  one  a  hold  Banjo, 
And  one  chap  seedy  and  torn 

An  Hirish  pipe  did  blow. 
They  sadly  piped  and  played, 

Dexcribing  of  their  fates; 
And  this  was  what  they  said. 

Those  three  pore  Christmas  Waits : — 

"  When  this  black  year  began, 

This  Eighteen-forty-eight, 
I  was  a  great  great  man, 

And  king  both  vise  and  great. 
And  Munseer  Guizot  by  me  did  show 

As  Minister  of  State. 

"  But  Febuwerry  came, 

And  brought  a  rabble  rout, 
And  me  and  my  good  dame 

And  children  did  turn  out. 
And  us,  in  spite  of  all  our  right, 

Sent  to  the  right  about. 

"  I  left  my  native  ground, 

I  left  my  kin  and  kith, 
I  left  my  royal  crownd, 

Vich  I  couldn't  travel  vith, 
And  without  a  pound  came  to  English  ground, 

in  the  name  of  Mr.  Smith. 
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"Like  any  anchorite 

I've  lived  since  I  came  here, 
I've  kep  myself  quite  quite, 

I've  drank  the  small  small  beer, 
And  the  vater,  you  see,  disagrees  vith  me 

And  all  my  famly  dear. 

"  0,  Tweeleries  so  dear, 

O,  darling  Pally  fioyl, 
Vas  it  to  finish  here 

That  I  did  trouble  and  toyl? 
That  all  my  plans  should  break  in  my  ands, 

And  should  on  me  recoil? 

"My  state  I  fenced  about 

Vith  baynioks  and  with  guns; 
My  gals  I  portioned  hout, 

Rich  vives  I  got  my  sons; 
O,  varn't  it  cruel  to  lose  my  rule, 

My  money  and  lands  at  once? 

"And  so,  vith  arp  and  woice, 

Both  troubled  and  shagreened, 
I  bid  you  to  rejoice 

0  glorious  England's  Que6nd! 

And  never  have  to  veep,  like  pore  Louis- Phileep, 
Because  you  out  are  cleaned. 

"0,  Prins,  so  brave  and  stout, 

1  stand  before  your  gate; 
Pray  send  a  trifle  hout 

To  me,  your  pore  old  Vait; 
For  nothink  could  be  vuss  than  it's  been  along 
vith  us, 
In  this  year  Forty-eight." 

"Ven  this  bad  year  began," 

The  nex  man  said,  saysee, 
"  I  vas  a  Journeyman, 

A  taylor  black  and  free. 
And  my  wife  went  out  and  chaired  about, 

And  my  name's  the  bold  Cuffee. 
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"The  Queen  and  Halbert  both 

I  swore  I  would  confound, 
I  took  a  hawfle  hoath 

To  drag  them  to  the  ground; 
And  sevral  more  with  me  they  swore 

Against  the  British  CrOwnd. 

"  Aginst  her  Pleacemen  all, 

We  said  we'd  try  our  strenth; 
Her  scarlick  soldiers  tall, 

We  vow'd  we'd  lay  full  lenth: 
And  out  we  came,  in  Freedom's  name, 

Last  Aypril  was  the  tenth. 

"Three  'undred  thousand  snobs 

Came  out  to  stop  the  vay, 
Vith  sticks  vith  iron  knobs. 

Or  else  we'd  gained  the  day. 
The  harmy  quite  kept  out  of  sight, 

And  so  ve  vent  avay. 

"  Next  day  the  Pleacemen  came — 

Kewenge  it  was  their  plann — 
And  from  my  good  old  dame 

They  took  her  tailor-mann : 
And  the  hard  hard  beak  did  me  bespeak 

To  Newgit  in  the  Wann. 

"  In  that  etroeious  Cort 

The  Jewry  did  agree; 
The  Judge  did  me  transport. 

To  go  beyond  the  sea : 
And  so  for  life,  from  his  dear  wife, 

They  took  poor  old  Cuffee. 

"  O  Halbert,  Appy  Prince ! 

With  children  round  your  knees, 
Ingraving  ansum  Prints, 

And  takin  hoff  your  hease; 
0  think  of  me,  the  old  CufEee, 

Beyond  the  solt  solt  seas ! 
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"Although  I'm  hold  and  black, 
My  hangaish  is  most  great; 

Great  Prince,  0  call  me  back;,  .^. 
And  I  vill  be  your  Vait! 

And  never  no  more  vill  break  the  Lor, 
As  I  did  in  'Forty-eight." 

The  tailer  thus  did  close 

(A  pore  old  blackymore  rogue), 

When  a  dismal  gent  uprose. 
And  spoke  with  Hirish  brogue; 
"I'm  Smith  O'Brine,  of  Royal  Line, 
Descended  from  Eory  Ogue. 

"  When  great  O'Connle  died, 

That  man  whom  all  did  trust. 

That  man  whom  Henglish  pride 
Beheld  with  such  disgust, 

Then  Erin  free  fixed  eyes  on  me, 
And  swoar  I  should  be  fust. 


"'The  glorious  Hirish  Crown,' 
Says  she,  '  it  shall  be  thine : 
Long  time,  it's  wery  well  known, 

You  kep  it  in  your  line; 
That  diadem  of  hemerald  gem 
Is  yours,  my  Smith  O'Brine. 

"  '  Too  long  the  Saxon  churl 

Our  land  encumbered  hath; 

Arise  my  Prince,  my  Earl, 

And  brush  them  from  thy  path; 

Else,  mighty  Smith,  and  sveep  em  vith 
The  besom  of  your  wrath.' 

"Then  in  my  might  I  rose. 

My  country  I  surveyed, 
I  saw  it  filled  with  foes, 

I  viewed  them  undismayed; 
Ha,  ha!  says  I,  the  harvest's  high, 

I'll  reap  it  with  my  blade. 
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"  My  warriors  I  enrolled, 

They  rallied  round  their  lord; 
And  cheafs  in  council  old 

I  summoned  to  the  board — 
Wise  Doheny  and  Duffy  bold, 

And  Meagher  of  the  Sword. 

"  I  stood  on  Slievenamaun, 

They  came  with  pikes  and  bills; 

They  gathered  in  the  dawn. 
Like  mist  upon  the  hills. 

And  rushed  adown  the  mountain  side 
Like  twenty  thousand  rills. 

"Their  fortress  we  assail; 
Hurroo!  my  boys,  hurroo! 
The  bloody  Saxons  quail 

To  hear  the  wild  shaloo; 
Strike,  and  prevail  proud  Innesfail, 
0' Brine,  aboo,  aboo! 

"Our  people  they  defied; 

They  shot  at  'em  like  savages. 
Their  bloody  guns  they  plied 

With  sanguinary  ravages; 
Hide,  blushing  Glory,  hide 

That  day  among  the  cabbages ! 

"And  so  no  more  I'll  say. 

But  ask  your  Mussy  great. 
And  humbly  sing  and  pray. 

Your  Majesty's  poor  Wait: 
Your  Smith  O'Brine  in  'Forty-nine 

Will  blush  for  'Forty-eight." 
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LINES  ON  A  LATE  HOSPICIOUS  EWENT.  * 

3Y  A  GENTLEMAN  OP  THE  FOOT-GUARDS    (bLUB). 

I  PACED  upon  my  beat 

With  steady  step  and  slow, 
All  huppandownd  of  Eanelagh  Street; 

Kan'lagh  St.  Pimlico. 

WMle  marching  huppandownd 

Upon  that  fair  May  morn, 
Beold  the  booming  cannings  sound, 

A  royal  child  is  born ! 

The  Ministers  of  State 

Then  presnly  I  sor, 
They  gallops  to  the  Pallis  gate, 

In  carridges  and  for. 

With  anxious  looks  intent. 

Before  the  gate  they  stop. 
There  comes  the  good  Lord  President, 

And  there  the  Archbishopp. 

Lord  John  he  next  elights; 

And  who  comes  here  in  haste? 
'Tis  the  ero  of  one  underd  fights, 

The  caudle  for  to  taste. 

Then  Mrs.  Lily  the  nuss. 

Towards  them  steps  with  joy; 

Says  the  brave  old  Duke,  "  Come  tell  to  us, 
Is  it  a  gal  or  a  boy?  " 

Says  Mrs.  L.  to  the  Duke, 
"  Your  Grace,  it  is  a  Prince." 
Aiiid  at  that  nuss's  bold  rebuke, 
He  did  both  laugh  and  wince- 

*  The  birth  of  Prince  Arthur. 
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He  vews  with  pleasant  look 
This  pooty  flower  of  May, 
Then,  says  the  wenerable  Duke, 
"Egad  its  my  buthday." 

By  memory  backards  borne, 

Peraps  his  thoughts  did  stray 
To  that  old  place  where  he  was  born. 

Upon  the  first  of  May. 

Peraps  he  did  recal 

The  ancient  towers  of  Trim; 
And  County  Meath  and  Dangan  Hall 

They  did  rewisit  him. 

I  phansy  of  him  so 

His  good  old  thoughts  employin'; 
Fourscore  years  and  one  ago 

Beside  the  flowin'  Boyne. 

His  father  praps  he  sees, 

Most  musicle  of  Lords, 
A  playing  maddrigles  and  glees 

Upon  the  Arpiscords. 

Jest  phansy  this  old  Ero 

Upon  his  mother's  knee ! 
Did  ever  lady  in  this  land 

Ave  greater  sons  than  she? 

And  I  shoudn  be  surprize 

While  this  was  in  his  mind. 
If  a  drop  there  twinkled  in  his  eyes 

Of  unfamiliar  brind. 

#  #  *  *  * 

To  Hapsly  Ouse  next  day 

Drives  up  a  Broosh  and  for, 
A  gracious  prince  sits  in  that  Shay 

(I  mention  him  with  Hor !) 

They  ring  upon  the  bell, 

The  Porter,  shows  his  Ed, 
(  He  fought  at  Vaterloo  as  veil, 

And  vears  a  Veskit  red). 
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To  see  that  carriage  come 
The  people  round  it  press : 
"  And  is  the  galliant  Duke  at  ome?  " 
"Your  Eoyal  Ighness,  yes." 

He  stepps  from  out  the  Broosh 
And  in  the  gate  is  gone, 

And  X,  although  the  people  push, 
Says  wery  kind  "Move  hon." 

The  Eoyal  Prince  unto 

The  galliant  Duke  did  say, 
"  Dear  Duke,  my  little  son  and  you 
Was  born  the  self-same  day." 

"The  Lady  of  the  land. 

My  wife  and  Sovring  dear, 
It  is  by  her  horgust  command 
I  wait  upon  you  here. 

"  That  lady  is  as  well 
As  can  expected  be; 
And  to  your  Grace  she  bid  me  tell 
This  gracious  message  free. 

"  That  offspriug  of  our  race. 
Whom  yesterday  you  see. 
To  show  our  honour  for  your  Grace, 
Prince  Arthur  he  shall  be. 

"That  name  it  rhymes  to  fame; 
All  Europe  knows  the  sound : 
And  I  couldn't  find  a  better  name 
If  you'd  give  me  twenty  pound. 

"King  Arthur  had  his  knights 
That  girt  his  table  round. 
But  you  have  won  a  hundred  fights. 
Will  match  'em  I'll  be  bound. 

"  You  fought  with  Bonypart, 
And  likewise  Tippoo  Saib; 
I  name  you  then  with  all  my  heart 
The  Godsire  of  this  babe." 
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That  Prince  his  leave  was  took 

His  hiaterview  was  done. 
So  let  us  give  the  good  old  Duke 

Good  luck  of  his  god-son. 

And  wish  him  years  of  joy 

In  this  our  time  of  Schism, 
And  hope  he'll  hear  the  royal  boy 

His  little  catechism. 

And  my  pooty  little  Prince 

That's  come  our  arts  to  cheer, 
Let  me  my  loyal  powers  ewince 

A  welcomin  of  you  ere. 

And  the  Poit-Laureat's  crownd, 

I  think,  in  some  respex, 
Egstremely  shootable  might  be  found 

For  honest  Pleaseman  X. 
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THE  BALLAD  OF  ELIZA  DAVIS. 

Galliant  gents  and  lovely  ladies, 

List  a  tail  vich  late  befel, 
Vich  I  heard  it,  bein  on  duty, 

At  the  Pleace  HoflSce,  Clerkenwell. 

Praps  you  know  the  Eondling  Chapel, 
Vere  the  little  children  sings : 

(Lor !  I  likes  to  hear  on  Sundies 
Them  there  pooty  little  things!) 

In  this  street  there  lived  a  housemaid. 
If  you  particklarly  ask  me  where — 

Vy,  it  vas  at  four  and  tventy, 

Guilford  Street,  by  Brunsvick  Square. 

Vich  her  name  was  Eliza  Davis, 
And  she  went  to  fetch  the  beer : 

In  the  street  she  met  a  party 

As  was  quite  surprized  to  see  her. 

Vich  he  vas  a  British  Sailor, 
For  to  judge  him  by  his  look : 

Tarry  jacket,  canvass  trowsies, 
Ha-la,  Mr.  T.  P.  Cooke. 

Presently  this  Mann  accostes 
Of  this  hinnocent  young  gal — 

Pray,  saysee.  Excuse  my  freedom. 
You're  so  like  my  Sister  Sal ! 

You're  so  like  my  Sister  Sally, 
Both  in  valk  and  face  and  size; 

Miss,  that — dang  my  old  lee  scuppers, 
It  brings  tears  into  my  heyes ! 

I'm  a  mate  on  board  a  wessel, 

I'm  a  sailor  bold  and  true; 
Shiver  up  my  poor  old  timbers, 

Let  me  be  a  mate  for  you ! 
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What's  your  name,  my  beauty,  tell  me? 

And  she  faintly  hansers,  "  Lore, 
Sir,  my  name's  Eliza  Davis, 

And  I  live  at  tventy-four." 

Hofttimes  came  this  British  seaman, 

This  deluded  gal  to  meet : 
And  at  tventy-four  was  v?elcome, 

Tventy-four  in  Guilford  Street. 

And  Eliza  told  her  Master, 

(Kinder  they  than  Missuses  are), 
How  in  marridge  he  had  ast  her, 

Like  a  galliant  Brittish  Tar. 

And  he  brought  his  landlady  vith  him, 

(Vich  vas  all  his  hartful  plan), 
And  she  told  how  Charley  Thompson 

Reely  vas  a  good  young  man. 

And  how  she  herself  had  lived  in 

Many  years  of  union  sweet, 
Vith  a  gent  she  met  promiskous, 

Valkin  iu  the  public  street. 

And  Eliza  listened  to  them. 

And  she  thought  that  soon  their  bands 
Vould  be  published  at  the  Eondlin, 

Hand  the  clergyman  jine  their  ands. 

And  he  ast  about  the  lodgers, 

(Vich  her  master  let  some  rooms), 
Likevise  vere  they  kep  their  things,  and 

Vere  her  master  kep  his  spoons. 

Hand  this  vicked  Charley  Thompson 

Came  on  Sundy  veek  to  see  her. 
And  he  sent  Eliza  Davis 

Hout  to  fetch  a  pint  of  beer. 

Hand  while  pore  Eliza  vent  to 

Fetch  the  beer,  dewoid  of  sin, 
This  etrocious  Charley  Thompson 

Let  his  wile  accomplish  hin. 
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To  the  lodgers,  their  apartments, 
This  abandingd  female  goes, 

Prigs  their  shirts  and  umberellas : 

Prigs  their  boots,  and  hats,  and  clothes. 

Vile  the  scoundrle  Charley  Thompson, 
Lest  his  wictim  should  escape, 

Hocust  her  vith  rum  and  vater, 
Like  a  fiend  in  huming  shape. 

But  a  hi  was  fixt  upon  'em 
Vich  these  raskles  little  sore; 

Namely,  Mr.  Hide  the  landlord. 
Of  the  house  at  tventy-four. 

He  vas  valkin  in  his  garden. 

Just  afore  he  vent  to  sup; 
And  on  looking  up  he  sor  the 

Lodger's  vinders  lighted  hup. 

Hup  the  stairs  the  landlord  tumbled; 

Something's  going  wrong,  he  said; 
And  he  caught  the  vicked  voman 

Underneath  the  lodger's  bed. 

And  he  called  a  brother  Pleaseman, 
Vich  vas  passing  on  his  beat; 

Like  a  true  and  galliant  feller. 
Hup  and  down  in  Guilford  Street. 

And  that  Pleaseman  able-bodied 
Took  this  voman  to  the  cell; 

To  the  cell  vere  she  was  quodded, 
In  the  Close  of  Clerkenwell. 

And  though  vicked  Charley  Thompson 
Boulted  like  a  miscrant  base. 

Presently  another  Pleaseman 
Took  him  to  the  self-same  place. 

And  this  precious  pair  of  raskles 
Tuesday  last  came  up  for  doom; 

By  the  beak  they  was  committed, 
Vich  his  name  was  Mr.  Combe. 
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Has  for  poor  Eliza  Davis, 

Simple  gurl  of  tventy-four, 
She,  I  ope,  vill  never  listen. 

In  the  streets  to  sailors  moar. 

But  if  she  must  ave  a  sweet-art, 

(Vieh  most  every  gurl  expex,) 
Let  her  take  a  jolly  pleaseman; 

Vich  is  name  peraps  is — X. 
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DAMAGES,   TWO  HUNDEED  POUNDS. 

Special  Jurymen  of  England !  who  admire  your  country's 
laws, 

And  proclaim  a  British  Jury  worthy  of  the  realm's  ap- 
plause; 

Gaily  compliment  each  other  at  the  issue  of  a  cause 

Which  was  tried  at  Guildford  'sizes,  this  day  week  as  ever 
was. 

Unto  that  august  tribunal  comes  a  gentleman  in  grief, 

(Special  was  the  British  Jury,  and  the  Judge,  the  Baron 
Chief,) 

Comes  a  British  man  and  husband — asking  of  the  law  re- 
lief. 

For  his  wife  was  stolen  from  him — he'd  have  vengeance  on 
the  thief. 

Yes,  his  wife,  the  blessed  treasure  with  the  which  his  life 

was  crowned. 
Wickedly  was  ravished  from  him  by  a  hypocrite  profound. 
And  he  comes  before  twelve  Britons,  men  for  sense  and 

truth  renowned, 
To  award  him  for  his  damage,  twenty  hundred  sterling 

pound. 

He  by  counsel  and  attorney  there  at  Guildford  does  appear. 
Asking  damage  of  the  villain  who  seduced  his  lady  dear : 
But  I  can't  help  asking,  though  the  lady's  guilt  was  all 

too  clear, 
And  though  guilty  the   defendant,  wasn't  the  plaintiff 

rather  queer? 

First  the  lady's  mother  spoke,  and  said  she'd  seen  her 

daughter  cry 
But  a  fortnight  after  marriage :  early  times  for  piping  eye. 
Six  months  after,  things  were  worse,  and  the  piping  eye 

was  black. 
And  this  gallant  British  husband  caned  his  wife  upon  the 

back. 
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Three  months  after  they  were  married,  husband  pushed 

her  to  the  door, 
Told  her  to  be  off  and  leave  him,  for  he  wanted  her  no 

more; 
As  she  would  not  go,  why  he  went :  thrice  he  left  his  lady 

dear, 
Left  her,  too,  without  a  penny,  for  more  than  a  quarter  of 

a  year. 

Mrs.  Frances  Duncan  knew  the  parties  very  well  indeed. 
She  had  seen  him  pull  his  lady's  nose  and  make  her  lip  to 

bleed; 
If  he  chanced  to  sit  at  home  not  a  single  word  he  said; 
Once  she  saw  him  throw  the  cover  of  a  dish  at  his  lady's 

head. 

Sarah  Green,  another  witness,  clear  did  to  the  Jury  note 
How  she  saw  this  honest  fellow  seize  his  lady  by  the 

throat, 
How  he  cursed  het  and  abused  her,  beating  her  into  a  fit, 
Till  the  pitying  next-door  neighbours  crossed  the  wall  and 

witnessed  it. 

Next  door  to  this  injured  Briton  Mr.  Owers,  a  butcher, 

dwelt; 
Mrs.  Owers's  foolish  heart  towards  this  erring  dame  did 

melt; 
(Not  that  she  had  erred  as  yet,  crime  was  not  developed  in 

her) 
But  being  left  without  a  penny,  Mrs.  Owers  supplied  her 

dinner — 
God  be  merciful  to  Mrs.  Owers,  who  was  merciful  to  this 

sinner ! 

Caroline  Naylor  was  their  servant,  said  they  led  a  wretched 
life, 

Saw  this  most  distinguished  Briton  fling  a  teacup  at  his 
wife; 

He  went  out  to  balls  and  pleasures,  and  never  once,  in  ten 
months'  space. 

Sate  with  his  wife,  or  spoke  her  kindly.  This  was  the  de- 
fendant's case. 
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Pollock,  C.  B.,  charged  the  Jury;  said  the  woman's  guilt 

was  clear: 
That  was  not  the  point,  however,  which  the  Jury  came  to 

hear. 
But  the  damage  to  determine  which,  as  it  should  true 

appear. 
This  most  tender-hearted  husband,  who  so  used  his  lady 

dear, 

Beat  her,  kicked  her,  caned  her,  cursed  her,  left  her  starv- 
ing, year  by  year, 

Flung  her  from  him,  parted  from  her,  wrung  her  neck,  and 
boxed  her  ear — 

What  the  reasonable  damage  this  aflicted  man  could  claim, 

By  the  loss  of  the  affections  of  this  guilty  graceless  dame  ? 

Then  the  honest  British  Twelve,  to  each  other  turning 
round, 

Laid  their  clever  heads  together  with  a  wisdom  most  pro- 
found : 

And  towards  his  Lordship  looking,  spoke  the  foreman  wise 
and  sound; 

"  My  Lord,  we  find  for  this  here  plaintiff  damages  two  hun- 
dred pound." 

So,  God  bless  the  Special  Jury !  pride  and  joy  of  English 

ground. 
And  the  happy  land  of  England,  where  true  justice  does 

abound ! 
British  Jurymen  and  husbands;  let  us  hail  this  verdict 

proper ; 
If  a  British  wife  offends  you,  Britons,  you've  a  right  to 

whop  her. 

Though  you  promised  to  protect  her,  though  you  promised 
to  defend  her, 

You  are  welcome  to  neglect  her :  to  the  devil  you  may  send 
her: 

You  may  strike  her,  curse,  abuse  her ;  so  declares  our  law 
renowned ; 

And  if  after  this  you  lose  her, — why  you're  paid  two  hun- 
dred pound. 
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THE  KNIGHT  AND  THE  LADY. 

There's  in  the  Vest  a  city  pleasant 
To  vich  King  Bladud  gev  his  name, 

And  in  that  city  there's  a  Crescent, 
Vere  dwelt  a  noble  knight  of  fame. 

Although  that  galliant  knight  is  oldish. 
Although  Sir  John  as  grey,  grey  air, 

Hage  has  not  made  his  busum  coldish. 
His  Art  still  beats  tewodds  the  Fair ! 

'Twas  two  years  sins,  this  knight  so  splendid, 
Peraps  fateagued  with  Bath's  routines, 

To  paris  towne  his  phootsteps  bended 
In  sutch  of  gayer  folks  and  scans. 

His  and  was  free,  his  means  was  easy, 

A  nobler,  finer  gent  than  he 
Ne'er  drove  about  the  Shons-Eleesy, 

Or  paced  the  Roo  de  Eivolee. 

A  brougham  and  pair  .Sir  John  prowided. 

In  which  abroad  he  loved  to  ride; 
But  ar !  he  most  of  all  en jyed  it, 

When  some  one  helse  was  sittin'  inside ! 

That  "  some  one  helse  "  a  lovely  dame  was. 
Dear  ladies,  you  will  heasy  tell — 

Countess  Grabrowski  her  sweet  name  was, 
A  noble  title,  ard  to  spell. 

This  faymus  Countess  ad  a  daughter 

Of  lovely  form  and  tender  art ; 
A  nobleman  in  marridge  sought  her. 

By  name  the  Baron  of  Saint  Bart. 

Their  pashn  touched  the  noble  Sir  John, 

It  was  so  pewer  and  profound; 
Lady  Grabrowski  he  did  urge  on. 

With  Hyming's  wreeth  their  loves  to  crownd. 
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"0,  come  to  Bath,  to  Lansdowne  Crescent," 
Says  kind  Sir  John,  "and  live  with  me; 
The  living  there's  uncommon  pleasant — 
I'm  sure  you'll  find  the  hair  agree. 

"  0,  come  to  Bath,  my  fair  Grabrowski, 
And  bring  your  charming  girl,"  sezee ; 

"  The  Barring  here  shall  have  the  ouse-key, 
Vith  breakfast,  dinner,  lunch,  and  tea. 

"  And  when  they've  passed  an  appy  winter. 
Their  opes  and  loves  no  more  we'll  bar; 
The  marridge-vow  they'll  enter  inter. 
And  I  at  church  will  be  their  Par." 

To  Bath  they  went  to  Lansdown  Crescent, 
Where  good  Sir  John  he  did  provide 

No  end  of  teas,  and  balls  incessant. 
And  hosses  both  to  drive  and  ride. 

He  was  so  Ospitably  busy. 

When  Miss  was  late,  he'd  make  so  bold 
Upstairs  to  call  out,  "  Missy,  Missy, 

Come  down,  the  coffy's  getting  cold!  " 

"  But  0 !  'tis  sadd  to  think  such  bounties 
Should  meet  with  such  return  as  this ; 
O,  Barring  of  Saint  Bart,  O,  Countess 
Grabrowski,  and  0,  cruel  Miss ! 

He  married  you  at  Bath's  fair  Habby, 
Saint  Bart  he  treated  like  a  son — 

And  wasn't  it  uncommon  shabby 
To  do  what  you  have  went  and  done ! 

My  trembling  And  amost  refewses 

To  write  the  charge  which  Sir  John  swore, 

Of  which  the  Countess  he  ecuses, 
Her  daughter  and  her  son-in-lore. 

My  Mews  quite  blushes  as  she  sings  of 
The  fatle  charge  which  now  I  quote : 

He  says  Miss  took  his  two  best  rings  off, 
And  pawned  'em  for  a  tenpun  note. 
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"  Is  this  the  child  of  honest  parinee, 

To  make  away  with  folks'  best  things? 
Is  this,  pray,  like  the  wives  of  Barrins, 
To  go  and  prig  a  gentleman's  rings?  " 

Thus  thought  Sir  John,  by  anger  wrought  on, 

And  to  rewenge  his  injured  cause. 
He  brought  them  hup  to  Mr.  Broughton, 

Last  Vensday  veek  as  ever  waws. 

If  guiltless,  how  she  have  been  slandered ! 

If  guilty,  wengeance  will  not  fail ; 
Meanwhile,  the  lady  is  remanderd 

And  gev  three  hundred  pouns  in  bail. 
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JACOB   HOMNIUM'S   HOSS. 

A  NEW   PALLICB    COUKT    CHAUNT 

One  sees  in  Viteall  Yard, 

Vere  pleacemen  do  resort ; 
A  wenerable  hinstitute, 

'Tis  call'd  the  Pallis  Court. 
A  gent  as  got  his  i  on  it, 

I  think  'twill  make  some  sport. 

The  natur  of  this  Court 

My  hindignation  riles : 
A  few  fat  legal  spiders 

Here  set  &  spin  their  viles ; 
To  rob  the  town  theyr  privlege  is. 

In  a  hayrea  of  twelve  miles. 

The  Judge  of  this  year  Court 

Is  a  mellitary  beak, 
He  knows  no  more  of  Lor 

Than  praps  he  does  of  Greek, 
And  prowides  hisself  a  deputy 

Because  he  cannot  speak. 

Four  counsel  in  this  Court — 
Misnamed  of  Justice — sits ; 

These  lawyers  owes  their  places  to 
Their  money,  not  their  wits ; 

And  there's  six  attornies  under  them, 
As  here  their  living  gits. 

These  lawyers,  six  and  four, 

Was  a  livin  at  their  ease, 
A  sendin  of  their  writs  abowt, 

And  droring  in  the  fees. 
When  their  erose  a  cirkimstance 

As  is  like  to  make  a  breeze. 
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It  now  is  some  monce  since, 

A  gent  both  good  and  trew 
Possest  an  ansum  oss  vith  vich. 

He  didn  know  what  to  do : 
Peraps  he  did  not  like  the  oss, 

Peraps  he  was  a  scru. 

This  gentleman  his  oss 

At  Tattersall's  did  lodge ; 
There  came  a  wulgar  oss-dealer, 

This  gentleman's  name  did  fodge, 
And  took  the  oss  from  Tattersall's: 

Wasn  that  a  artful  dodge? 

One  day  this  gentleman's  groom 

This  willain  did  spy  out, 
A  mounted  on  this  oss 

A  ridin  him  about ; 
"  Get  out  of  that  there  oss,  you  rogue," 

Speaks  up  the  groom  so  stout. 

The  thief  was  cruel  whex'd 

To  find  hisself  so  pinn'd; 
The  oss  began  to  whinny 

The  honest  groom  he  grinn'd ; 
And  the  raskle  thief  got  off  the  oss 

And  cut  avay  like  vind. 

And  phansy  with  what  joy 

The  master  did  regard 
His  dearly  bluvd  lost  oss  again 

Trot  in  the  stable  yard ! 

Who  was  this  master  good 

Of  whomb  I  makes  these  rhymes? 

His  name  is  Jacob  Homnium,  Exquire; 
And  if  I'd  committed  crimes, 

Good  Lord!  I  wouldn't  ave  that  mann 
Attack  me  in  the  Times  / 

Now  shortly  after,  the  groomb 

His  master's  oss  did  take  up, 
There  came  a  livery-man 

This  gentleman  to  wake  up; 
U 
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And  he  handed  in  a  little  bill, 
Which  hanger'd  Mr.  Jacob. 

For  two  pound  seventeen 

This  livery-man  eplied, 
For  the  keep  of  Mr.  Jacob's  oss 

Which  the  thief  had  took  to  ride. 
"Do  you  see  any  think  green  in  me?" 

Mr.  Jacob  Homnium  cried. 

"Because  a  raskle  chews 

My  oss  away  to  robb, 
And  goes  tick  at  your  Mews 

For  seven-and-fifty  bobb, 
Shall  7  be  calPd  to  pay?— It  is 

A  iniquitious  Jobb." 

Thus  Mr.  Jacob  cut 

The  conwasation  short; 
The  livery-man  went  ome, 

Detummingd  to  ave  sport, 
And  summingsd  Jacob  Homnium,  Exquire, 

Into  the  Pallis  Court. 

Pore  Jacob  went  to  Court, 

A  Counsel  for  to  fix, 
And  choose  a  barrister  out  of  the  four, 

An  attorney  of  the  six ; 
And  there  he  sor  these  men  of  Lor, 

And  watch'd  'em  at  their  tricks. 

The  dreadful  day  of  trile 

In  the  Pallis  Court  did  come ; 

The  lawyers  said  their  say. 
The  Judge  look'd  wery  glum, 

And  then  the  British  Jury  cast 
Pore  Jacob  Hom-ni-um. 

0  a  weary  day  was  that 

For  Jacob  to  go  through; 
The  debt  was  two  seventeen, 

(Which  he  no  mor  owed  than  you). 
And  then  there  was  the  plaintives  costs, 

Eleven  pound  six  and  two. 
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And  then  there  was  his  own, 

Which  the  lawyers  they  did  fix 
At  the  wery  moderit  figgar 

Of  ten  pound  one  and  six. 
Now  Evins  bless  the  Pallis  Court, 

And  all  its  bold  ver-dicks ! 

I  cannot  settingly  tell, 

If  Jacob  swaw  and  cust. 
At  aving  for  to  pay  this  sumb, 

But  I  should  think  he  must, 
And  av  drawn  a  cheque  for  £24  4s.  8d. 

With  most  igstreme  disgust. 

0  Pallis  Court,  you  move 

My  pitty  most  profound. 
A  most  emusing  sport 

You  thought  it,  I'll  be  bound. 
To  saddle  hup  a  three-pound  debt, 

With  two-and-twenty  pound. 

Good  sport  it  is  to  you, 

To  grind  the  honest  pore ; 
To  pay  their  just  or  unjust  debts 

With  eight  hundred  per  cent,  for  Lor ; 
Make  haste  and  git  your  costes  in. 

They  will  not  last  much  mor ! 

Come  down  from  that  tribewn. 

Thou  Shameless  and  Unjust; 
Thou  Swindle,  picking  pockets  in 

The  name  of  Truth  august; 
Come  down,  thou  hoary  Blasphemy, 

For  die  thou  shalt  and  must. 

And  go  it,  Jacob  Homnium, 

And  ply  your  iron  pen, 
And  rise  up  Sir  John  Jervis, 

And  shut  me  up  that  den; 
That  sty  for  fattening  lawyers  in, 

On  the  bones  of  honest  men. 

Pleacbmam'  X. 
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THE   SPECULATORS. 

The  night  was  stormy  and  dark,  The  town  was  shut  up 
in  sleep :  Only  those  were  abroad  who  were  out  on  a  lark, 
Or  those  who'd  no  beds  to  keep. 

I  pass'd  through  the  lonely  street.  The  wind  did  sing 
and  blow,  I  could  hear  the  policeman's  feet  Clapping  to 
and  fro. 

There  stood  a  potato-man  In  the  midst  of  all  the  wet; 
He  stood  with  his  'tato-can     In  the  lonely  Haymarket. 

Two  gents  of  dismal  mien,  And  dank  and  greasy  rags. 
Came  out  of  a  shop  for  gin.     Swaggering  over  the  flags : 

Swaggering  over  the  stones,  These  shabby  bucks  did 
walk ;  And  I  went  and  followed  those  seedy  ones,  And 
listened  to  their  talk. 

Was  I  sober  or  awake?  Could  I  believe  my  ears?  Those 
dismal  beggars  spake     Of  nothing  but  railroad  shares. 

I  wondered  more  and  more :  Says  one — "  Good  friend  of 
mine.  How  many  shares  have  you  wrote  for?  In  the 
Diddlesex  Junction  line?  " 

"I  wrote  for  twenty,"  says  Jim,  "But  they  wouldn't 
give  me  one;  "  His  comrade  straight  rebuked  him  For 
the  folly  he  had  done : 

"0  Jim,  you  are  unawares  Of  the  ways  of  this  bad 
town;  1  always  write  for  five  hundred  shares.  And  then 
they  put  me  down." 

"And  yet  you  got  no  shares,"  Says  Jim,  "for  all  your 
boast;"  "I  would  have  wrote,"  says  Jack,  "but  where 
Was  the  penny  to  pay  the  post?  " 

"I  lost,  for  I  couldn't  pay  That  first  instalment  up; 
Bat  here's  taters  smoking  hot — I  say  Let's  stop  my  boy 
and  sup." 
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And  at  this  simple  feast  The  while  they  did  regale,  I 
drew  each  ragged  capitalist    Down  on  my  left  thumb-nail. 

Their  talk  did  me  perplex,  All  night  I  tumbled  and 
tost.  And  thought  of  railroad  specs..  And  how  money 
was  won  and  lost. 

"  Bless  railroads  everywhere,"  I  said,  "  and  the  world's 
advance;  Bless  every  railroad  share  In  Italy,  Ireland, 
France;  For  never  a  beggar  need  now  despair,  And 
every  rogue  has  a  chance." 
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A  WOEFUL  NEW  BALLAD 

OF    THE 

PROTESTANT  CONSPIRACY  TO  TAKE  THE  POPE'S 
LIFE. 

(by  a  gentleman  who  has  been  on  the  spot.) 

Come  all  ye  Christian  people,  unto  my  tale  give  ear, 
'Tis  about  a  base  consperracy,  as  quickly  shall  appear; 
'Twill  make  your  hair  to  bristle  up,  and  your  eyes  to  start 

and  glow. 
When  of  this  dread  consperracy  you  honest  folks  shall 

know. 

The  news  of  this  consperracy  and  villianous  attempt, 

I  read  it  in  a  newspaper,  from  Italy  it  was  sent : 

It  was  sent  from  lovely  Italy,  where  the  olives  they  do 

grow, 
And  our  Holy  Father  lives,  yes,  yes,  while  his  name  it  is 

No  NO. 

And  'tis  there  our  English  noblemen  goes  that  is  Puseyites 

no  longer. 
Because  they  finds  the  ancient  faith  both  better  is  and 

stronger. 
And  'tis  there  I  knelt  beside  my  lord  when  he  kiss'd  the 

Pope  his  toe. 
And  hung  his  neck  with  chains  at  Saint  Peter's  Vinculo. 

And  'tis  there  the  splendid  churches  is,  and  the  fountains 

playing  grand, 
And  the  palace  of  Prince  Torlonia,  likewise  the  Vatican; 
And  there's  the  stairs  where  the  bagpipe-men  and  the  piffa- 

rarys  blow. 
And  it's  there  I  drove  my  lady  and  lord  in  the  Park  of 

Pincio. 
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And  'tis  there  our  splendid  churches  is  in  all  their  pride 

and  glory, 
Saint  Peter's  famous  Basilisk  and  Saint  Mary's  Maggiory; 
And  them  benighted  Prodestants,  on  Sunday  they  must  go 
Outside  the  town  to  the  preaching-shop  by  the  gate  of 

Popolo. 

Now  in  this  town  of  famous  Eoom,  as  I  dessay  you  have 

heard, 
There  is  scarcely  any  gentleman  as  hasn't  got  a  beard. 
And  ever  since  the  world  began  it  was  ordained  so. 
That  there  should  always  barbers  be  wheresumever  beards 

do  grow. 

And  as  it  always  has  been  so  since  the  world  it  did  begin, 
The  Pope,  our  Holy  Potentate,  has  a  beard  upon  his  chin; 
And  every  morning  regular  when  cocks  begin  to  crow, 
There  comes  a  certing  party  to  wait  on  Pope  Pio. 

There  comes  a  certing  gintleman  with  razier,  soap,   and 

lather, 
A  shaving  most  respectfully  the  Pope,  our  Holy  Father, 
And  now  the  dread  consperracy  I'll  quickly  to  you  show, 
Which  them  sanguinary  Prodestants  did  form  against  Nono. 

Them  sanguinary  Prodestants,  which  I  abore  and  hate, 
Assembled  in  the  preaching-shop  by  the  Flaminian  gate ; 
And  they  took  counsel  with  their  selves  to  deal  a  deadly 

blow 
Against  our  gentle  Father,  the  Holy  Pope  Pio. 

Exhibiting  a  wickedness  which  I  never  heerd  or  read  of ; 
What  do  you  think  them  Prodestants  wished?  to  cut  the 

good  Pope's  head  off! 
And  to  the  kind  Pope's  Air-dresser  the  Prodestant  Clark 

did  go, 
And  proposed  him  to  decapitate  the  innocent  Pio. 

"What  hever  can  be  easier,"  said  this  Clerk — this  Man 

of  Sin, 
"  When  you  are  called  to  hoperate  on  His  Holiness's  chin, 
Than  just  to  give  the  razier  a  little  slip — just  so? — 
And  there's  an  end,  dear  barber,  of  innocent  Pio ! " 
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This  wicked  conversation  it  chanced  was  overerd 

By  an  Italian  lady ;  she  heard  it  every  word : 

Which  by  birth  she  was  a  Marchioness,  in  service  forced  to 

go 
With  the  parson  of  the  preaching-shop  at  the  gate  of  Po- 

polo. 

When  the  lady  heard  the  news,  as  duty  did  obleege. 
As  fast  as  her  legs  could  carry  her  she  ran  to  the  Poleege. 
"  0  Polegia,"  says  she  (for  they  pronounts  it  so), 
"They're  going  for  to  massyker  our  Holy  Pope  Pio. 

"  The  ebomminable  Englishmen,  the  Parsing  and  his  Clark, 
His  Holiness's  Air-dresser  devised  it  in  the  dark! 
And  I  would  recommend  you  in  prison  for  to  throw 
These  villians  would  esassinate  the  Holy  Pope  Pio ! 

"  And  for  saving  of  His  Holiness  and  his  trebble  crownd 
I  humbly  hope  your  Worships  will  give  me  a  few  pound ; 
Because  I  was  a  Marchioness  many  years  ago. 
Before  I  came  to  service  at  the  gate  of  Popolo." 

That  sackreligious  Air-dresser,  the  Parson  and  his  man, 
Wouldn't,   though   ask'd    continyally,   own   their  wicked 

plan — 
And  so  the  kind  Authoraties  let  those  villians  go 
That  was  plotting  of  the  murder  of  the  good  Pio  Nono. 

Now  isn't  this  safishnt  proof,  ye  gentlemen  at  home. 
How  wicked  is  them  Prodestants,  and  how  good  our  Pope 

at  Home; 
So  let  us  drink  confusion  to  Lord  John  and  Lord  Minto, 
And  a  health  unto  His  Eminence,  and  good  Pio  Nono. 
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THE  LAMENTABLE    BALLAD    OF    THE    FOUND- 
LING  OF   SHOREDITUH. 

Come  all  ye  Christian  people,  and  listen  to  my  tail, 

It  is  all  about  a  doctor  was  travelling  by  the  rail. 

By  the  Heastern  Counties  Eailway  (vieh  the  shares  I  don't 

desire), 
From  Ixworth    town  in  Suffolk,   vieh  his  name  did  not 

transpire. 

A  travelling  from  Bury  this  Doctor  was  employed 
With  a  gentleman,  a  friend  of  his,  vieh  his  name  was  Cap- 
tain Loyd, 
And  on  reaching  Marks  Tey  Station,  that  is  next  beyond 

Colchest- 
er, a  lady  entered  into  them  most  elegantly  dressed. 

She  entered  into  the  Carriage  all  with  a  tottering  step. 
And  a  pooty  little  Bayby  upon  her  bussum  slep ; 
The  gentlemen  received  her  with  kindness  and  siwillaty. 
Pitying  this  lady  for  her  illness  and  debillaty. 

She  had  a  fust  class  ticket,  this  lovely  lady  said. 
Because  it  was  so  lonesome  she  took  a  secknd  instead. 
Better  to  travel  by  secknd  class,  than  sit  alone  in  the  fust. 
And  the  pooty  little  Baby  upon  her  breast  she  nust. 

A  seein  of  her  cryin,  and  shiverin  and  pail. 
To  her  spoke  this  surging,  the  Ero  of  my  tail ; 
Saysee  you  look  unwell.  Ma'am,  I'll  elp  you  if  I  can, 
And  you  may  tell  your  case  to  me,  for  I'm  a  meddicle  man. 

"Thank  you.  Sir,"  the  lady  said,  "I  only  look  so  pale, 
Because  I  ain't  accu&tom'd  to  travelling  on  the  "Rale; 
I  shall  be  better  presnly,  when  I've  ad  some  rest: " 
And  that  pooty  little  Baby  she  squeeged  it  to  her  breast. 

So  in  conwersation  the  journey  they  beguiled, 
Capting  Loyd  and  the  medical  man,  and  the  lady  and  the 
child, 


218  BALLADS  OF  POLICEMAN  X. 

Till  the  warious  stations  along  the  line  was  passed, 
For  even  the  Heastern  Counties'  trains  must  come  in  at 
last. 

When  at  Shoreditch  tumminus  at  lenth  stopped  the  train, 
This  kind  meddicle  gentleman  proposed  his  aid  again. 
"  Thank  you,  Sir,"  the  lady  said,  "for  your  kindness  dear; 
My  carridge  and  my  osses  is  probbibly  come  here. 

Will  you  old  this  baby,  please,  vilst  I  step  and  see?  " 
The  Doctor  was  a  famly  man:  "That  I  will,"  says  he. 
Then  the  little  child  she  kist,  kist  it  very  gently, 
Vich  was  sucking  his  little  fist,  sleeping  innocently. 

With  a  sigh  from  her  art,  as  though  she  would  have  bust  it. 
Then  she  gave  the  Doctor  the  child — wery  kind  he  nust  it : 
Hup  then  the  lady  jumped  hofE  the  bench  she  sate  from, 
Tumbled  down  the  carridge  steps  and  ran  along  the  plat- 
form. 

Vile  hall  the  other  passengers  vent  upon  their  vays, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  sate  there  in  a  maze ; 
Some  vent  in  a  Homminibus,  some  vent  in  a  Cabby, 
The  Capting  and  the  Doctor  vaited  vith  the  babby. 

There  they  sate  looking  queer,  for  an  hour  or  more, 
But  their  feller  passinger  neather  on  'em  sore : 
Never,  never,  back  again  did  that  lady  come 
To  that  pooty  sleeping  Hinfut  a  suckin  of  his  Thum ! 

What  could  this  pore  Doctor  do,  bein  treated  thus, 

When  the  darling  Baby  woke;  cryin  for  its  nuss? 

Off  he  drove  to  a  female  friend,  vich  she  was  both  kind 

and  mild. 
And  igsplained  to  her  the  circumstance  of  this  year  little 

child. 

That  kind  lady  took  the  child  instantly  in  her  lap. 

And  made  it  very  comforable  by  giving  it  some  pap ; 

And  when  she  took  its  close  off,  what  d'you  think  she 

found? 
A  couple  of  ten  pun  notes  sewn  up,  in  its  little  gownd ! 
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Also  in  its  little  close,  was  a  note  which  did  conwey, 
That  this  libtle  baby's  parents  lived  in  a  handsome  way : 
And  for  its  Headtication  they  reglarly  would  pay, 
And  sirtingly  like  gentlefolks  would  claim  the  child  one 

day. 
If  the  Christian  people  who'd  charge  of  it  would  say. 
Per  adwertisement  in  the  Times,  where  the  baby  lay. 

Pity  of  this  bayby  many  people  took, 

It  had  such  pooty  ways  and  such  a  pooty  look ; 

And  there  came  a  lady  forrard  (I  wish  that  I  could  see 

Any  kind  lady  as  would  do  as  much  for  me ; 

And  I  wish  with  all  my  art,  some  night  in  my  night  gownd, 
I  could  find  a  note  stitched  for  ten  or  twenty  pound) — 
There  came  a  lady  forrad,  that  most  honorable  did  say, 
She'd  adopt  this  little  baby,  which  her  parents  cast  away. 

While  the  Doctor  pondered  on  this  hoffer  fair. 
Comes  a  letter  from  Devonshire,  from  a  party  there, 
Horderiug  the  Doctor,  at  its  Mar's  desire, 
To  send  the  little  Infant  back  to  Devonshire. 

Lost  in  apoplexity,  this  pore  meddicle  man, 
Like  a  sensable  gentleman,  to  the  Justice  ran; 
Which  his  name  was  Mr.  Hammill,  a  honorable  beak. 
That  takes  his  seat  in  Worship  Street  four  times  a  week. 

"  O  Justice !  "    says  the  Doctor,  "  instrugt  me  what  to  do, 
I've  come  up  from  the  country,  to  throw  myself  on  you; 
My  patients  have  no  doctor  to  tend  them  in  their  ills, 
(There  they  are  in  Suffolk  without  their  draffts  and  pills!) 

"  I've  come  up  from  the  country,  to  know  how  I'll  dispose 
Of  this  pore  little  baby,  and  the  twenty  pun  note,  and  the 

clothes. 
And  I  want  to  go  back  to  Suffolk,  dear  Justice,  if  you 

please. 
And  my  patients  wants  their  Doctor,   and  their  Doctor 

wants  his  feez." 

Up  spoke  Mr.  Hammill,  sittin  at  his  desk, 
"This  year  application  does  me  much  perplesk; 
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What  I  do  adwise  you,  is  to  leave  this  babby 

In  the  Parish  There  it  was  left,  by  its  mother  shabby." 

The  Doctor  from  his  Worship  sadly  did  depart — 
He  might  have  left  the  baby,  but  he  hadn't  got  the  heart, 
To  go  for  to  leave  that  Hinnocent,  has  the  laws  allows, 
To  the  tender  mussies  of  the  Union  House. 

Mother,  who  left  this  little  one  on  a  stranger's  knee, 
Think  how  cruel  you  have  been,  and  how  good  was  he ! 
Think,  if  you've  been  guilty,  innocent  was  she; 
And  do  not  take  unkindly  this  little  word  of  me : 
Heaven  be  merciful  to  us  all,  sinners  as  we  be ! 
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THE   ORGAN  BOY'S  APPEAL. 

"  Westminstbb  Police  Court, — Policeman  X  brought  a  paper 
of  doggrel  verses  to  the  Magistrate,  which  had  been  thrust  into 
his  hands,  X  said,  by  an  Italian  boy,  who  ran  away  immediately 
afterwards. 

"  The  Magistrate,  after  perusing  the  lines,  looked  hard  at  X,  and 
said  he  did  not  think  they  were  written  by  an  Italian. 

"  X,  blushing,  said  he  thought  the  paper  read  in  Court  last  week, 
and  which  frightened  so  the  old  gentleman  to  whom  it  was  addressed, 
was  also  not  of  Italian  origin." 

O  Signor  Broderip  you  are  a  wickid  ole  man 
You  wexis  us  little  horgin  boys  whenever  you  can, 
How  dare  you  talk  of  Justice,  and  go  for  to  seek 
To  pussicute  us  horgan  boys,  you  senguinary  Beak? 

Though  you  set  in  Vestminster  surrounded  by  your  crushers 
Harrogint  and  habsolute  like  the  Hortacrat  of  hall  the 

Eushers, 
Yet  there  is  a  better  vurld  I'd  have  you  for  to  know 
Likewise  a  place  vere  henimies  of  horgin  boys  will  go. 

O  you  vickid  Herod  without  any  pity 
London  vithout  horgin  boys  vood  be  a  dismal  city ! 
Sweet  Saint  Cicily  who  first  taught  horgin-pipes  to  blow 
Soften  the  heart  of  this  Magistrit  that  haggery wates  us  so ! 

Good  Italian  gentlemen,  fatherly  and  kind 
Brings  us  over  to  London  here  our  horgins  for  to  grind; 
Sends  us  out  vith  little  vite  mice  and  guinea  pigs  also 
A  popping  of  the  Veasel  and  a  Jumpin  of  Jim  Crow. 

And  as  us  young  horgin  boys  is  grateful  in  our  turn 
We  gives  to  these  kind  gentlemen  hall  the  money  we  earn, 
Because  that  they  vood  vop  us  as  wery  wel  we  know 
Unless  we  brought  our  burnings  back  to  them  as  loves  us  so. 

O  Mr.  Broderip!  wery  much  I'm  surprise 

Ven  you  take  your  valks  abroad  where  can  be  your  eyes? 

If  a  Beak  had  a  heart  then  you'd  compryend 

Us  pore  little  horgin  boys  was  the  poor  man's  friend. 
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Don't  you  see  the  shildren  in  the  droring-rooms 
Clapping  of  their  little  ands  when  they  year  our  toons? 
On  their  mothers'  bussums  don't  you  see  the  babbies  crow 
And  down  to  us  dear  horgin  boys  lots  of  apence  throw? 

Don't  you  see  the  ousemaids  (pooty  Pollies  and  Maries), 
Ven  ve  bring  our  urdigurdis,  smiling  from  the  hairies? 
Then  they  come  out  vith  a  slice  o'  cole  puddn  or  a  bit  o' 

bacon  or  so 
And  give  it  us  young  horgin  boys  for  lunch  afore  we  go. 

Have  you  ever  seen  the  Hirish  children  sport 

When  our  velcome  music-box  brings  sunshine  in  the  Court?  " 

To  these  little  paupers  who  can  ne^er  pay 

Surely  all  good  horgin  boys,  for  God's  love,  will  play. 

Has  for  those  proud  gentlemen,  like  a  serting  B — k 
(Vich  I  von't  be  pussonal  and  therefore  vil  not  speak), 
That  flings  their  parler-vinders  hup  ven  ve  begin  to  play 
And  cusses  us  and  swears  at  us  in  such  a  wiolent  way, 

Instedd  of  their  abewsing  and  calling  hout  Poleece 

Let  em  send  out   John  to  us  vith  sixpence  or  a  shillin 

apiece. 
Then  like  good  young  horgin  boys  avay  from  there  we'll 

go, 
Blessing  sweet  Saint  Cicily  that  taught  our  pipes  to  blow. 
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ON  A  LAZY  IDLE  BOY. 

I  HAD  occasion  to  pass  a  week  in  the  autumn  in  the  little 
old  town  of  Coire  or  Chur,  in  the  Grisons,  where  lies  buried 
that  very  ancient  British  king,  saint,  and  martyr,  Lucius,* 
who  founded  the  Church  of  St.  Peter,  which  stands  oppo- 
site the  house  No.  65,  Cornhill.  Few  people  note  the 
church  now-a-days,  and  fewer  ever  heard  of  the  saint.  In 
the  cathedral  at  Chur,  his  statue  appears  surrounded  by 
other  sainted  persons  of  his  family.  With  tight  red  breeches, 
a  Eoman  habit,  a  curly  brown  beard,  and  a  neat  little  gilt 
crown  and  sceptre,  he  stands,  a  very  comely  and  cheerful 
image :  and,  from  what  I  may  call  his  peculiar  position 
with  regard  to  No.  65,  Cornhill,  I  beheld  this  figure  of  St. 
Lucius  with  more  interest  than  I  should  have  bestowed 
upon  personages  who,  hierarchically,  are,  I  daresay,  his 
superiors. 

The  pretty  little  city  stands,  so  to  speak,  at  the  end  of 
the  world — of  the  world  of  to-day,  the  world  of  rapid  mo- 
tion, and  rushing  railways,  and  the  commerce  and  inter- 
course of  men.  From  the  northern  gate,  the  iron  road 
stretches  away  to  Zurich,  to  Basel,  to  Paris,  to  home. 
From  the  old  southern  barriers,  before  which  a  little 
river  rushes,  and  around  which  stretch  the  crumbling  bat- 
tlements of  the  ancient  town,  the  road  bears  the  slow  dili- 
gence or  lagging  vetturino  by  the  shallow  Rhine,  through 

*  Stow  quotes  the  inscription,  still  extant,  "  from  the  table  fast 
chained  in  St.  Peter's  Church,  Cornhill ;  "  and  says  "  he  was  after 
some  chronicle  buried  at  London,  and  after  some  chronicle  buried  at 
Glowcester" — but,  oh!  these  incorrect  chroniclers!  when  Alban 
Butler,  in  the  "Lives  of  the  Saints,"  v.  xii.,  and  Murray's  "Hand- 
book," and  the  Sacristan  at  Chur,  all  say  Lucius  was  killed  there, 
and  I  saw  his  tomb  with  my  own  eyes ! 
L5 
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the  awful  gorges  of  the  Via  Mala,  and  presently  over  the 
Spliigen  to  the  shores  of  Como. 

I  have  seldom  seen  a  place  more  quaint,  pretty,  calm, 
and  pastoral,  than  this  remote  little  Chur.  What  need 
have  the  inhabitants  for  walls  and  ramparts,  except  to 
build  summer-houses,  to  trail  vines,  and  hang  clothes  to 
dry?  No  enemies  approach  the  great  mouldering  gates : 
only  at  morn  and  even,  the  cows  come  lowing  past  them, 
the  village  maidens  chatter  merrily  round  the  fountains, 
and  babble  like  the  ever-voluble  stream  that  flows  under 
the  old  walls.  The  schoolboys,  with  book  and  satchel,  in 
smart  uniforms,  march  up  to  the  gymnasium,  and  return 
thence  at  their  stated  time.  There  is  one  coffee-house 
in  the  town,  and  I  see  one  old  gentleman  goes  to  it. 
There  are  shops  with  no  customers  seemingly,  and  the  lazy 
tradesmen  look  out  of  their  little  windows  at  the  single 
stranger  sauntering  by.  There  is  a  stall  with  baskets  of 
queer  little  black  grapes  and  apples,  and  a  pretty  brisk 
trade  with  half  a  dozen  urchins  standing  round.  But,  be- 
yond this,  there  is  scarce  any  talk  or  movement  in  the 
street.  There's  nobody  at  the  book-shop.  "If  you  will 
have  the  goodness  to  come  again  in  an  hour,"  says  the 
banker,  with  his  mouthful  of  dinner  at  one  o'clock,  "you 
can  have  the  money."  There  is  nobody  at  the  hotel,  save 
the  good  landlady,  the  kind  waiters,  the  brisk  young  cook 
who  ministers  to  you.  Nobody  is  in  the  Protestant  church 
■ — ^(oh !  strange  sight,  the  two  confessions  are  here  at  peace !) 
— nobody  in  the  Catholic  church :  until  the  sacristan,  from 
his  snug  abode  in  the  cathedral  close,  espies  the  traveller 
eyeing  the  monsters  and  pillars  before  the  old  shark-toothed 
arch  of  his  cathedral,  and  comes  out  (with  a  view  to  remu- 
neration possibly)  and  opens  the  gate,  and  shows  you  the 
venerable  church,  and  the  queer  old  relics  in  the  sacristy, 
and  the  ancient  vestments  (a  black  velvet  cope,  amongst 
other  robes,  as  fresh  as  yesterday,  and  presented  by  that 
notorious  "pervert,"  Henry  of  Navarre  and  France),  and 
the  statu^e  of  St.  Lucius  who  built  St.  Peter's  Church,  op- 
posite No.  65,  Cornhill. 

What  a  quiet,  kind,  quaint,  pleasant,  pretty  old  town! 
Has  it  been  asleep  these  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  years, 
and  is  the  brisk  young  Prince  of  the  Sidereal  Realms  in  his 
screaming  car  drawn  by  his  snorting  steel  elephant  coming 
to  waken  it?    Time  was  when  there  must  have  been  life 
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and  bustle  and  commerce  here.  Those  vast,  venerable 
walls  virere  not  made  to  keep  out  cows,  but  men-at-arms  led 
by  fierce  captains,  who  prowled  about  the  gates,  and  robbed 
the  traders  as  they  passed  in  and  out  with  their  bales,  their 
goods,  their  pack-horses,  and  their  wains.  Is  the  place  so 
dead  that  even  the  clergy  of  the  different  denominations 
■can't  quarrel?  Why,  seven  or  eight,  or  a  dozen,  or  fifteen 
hundred  years  ago  (they  haven't  the  register,  over  the  way, 
up  to  tliat  remote  period.  I  daresay  it  was  burnt  in  the 
fire  of  London)' — a  dozen  hundred  years  ago,  when  there 
was  some  life  in  the  town,  St.  Lucius  was  stoned  here  on 
account  of  theological  differences,  after  founding  our  church 
in  Cornhill. 

There  was  a  sweet  pretty  river  walk  we  used  to  take  in 
the  evening,  and  mark  the  mountains  round  glooming  with 
a  deeper  purple;  the  shades  creeping  up  the  golden  walls; 
the  river  brawling,  the  cattle  calling,  the  maids  and  chat- 
terboxes round  the  fountains  babbling  and  bawling;  and 
several  times  in  the  course  of  our  sober  walks,  we  overtook 
a  lazy  slouching  boy,  or  hobbledehoy,  with  a  rusty  coat, 
and  trowsers  not  too  long,  and  big  feet  trailing  lazily  one 
after  the  other,  and  large  lazy  hands  dawdling  from  out 
the  tight  sleeves,  and  in  the  lazy  hands  a  little  book,  which 
my  lad  held  up  to  his  face,  and  which  I  daresay  so  charmed 
and  ravished  him,  that  he  was  blind  to  the  beautiful  sights 
around  him;  unmindful,  I  would  venture  to  lay  any.  wager, 
of  the  lessons  he  had  to  learn  for  to-morrow ;  forgetful  of 
mother  waiting  supper,  and  father  preparing  a  scolding; — 
absorbed  utterly  and  entirely  in  his  book. 

What  was  it  that  so  fascinated  the  young  student,  as  he 
stood  by  the  river  shore?  ISTot  the  Pons  Asinorum.  What 
book  so  delighted  him,  and  blinded  him  to  all  the  rest  of 
the  world,  so  that  he  did  not  care  to  see  the  apple- woman 
with  her  fruit,  or  (more  tempting  still  to  sons  of  Eve)  the 
pretty  girls  with  their  apple  cheeks,  who  laughed  and  prat- 
tled round  the  fountain?  What  was  the  book?  Do  you 
suppose  it  was  Livy,  or  the  Greek  grammar?  No;  it  was 
a  Novel  that  j'ou  were  reading,  you  lazy,  not  very  clean, 
good-for-nothing,  sensible  boy !  It  was  D'Artagnan  lock- 
ing up  General  Monk  in  a  box,  or  almost  succeeding  in 
keeping  Charles  the  First's  head  on.  It  was  the  prisoner 
of  the  Chateau  d'lf  cutting  himself  out  of  the  sack  fifty 
feet  under  water  (I  mention  the  novels  I  like  best  my- 
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self — novels  without  love  or  talking,  or  any  of  that  sort  of 
nonsense,  but  containing  plenty  of  fighting,  escaping,  rob- 
bery, and  rescuing) — cutting  himself  out  of  the  sack,  and 
swimming  to  the  island  of  Montecristo.  0  Dumas !  0  thou 
brave,  kind,  gallant  old  Alexandre !  I  hereby  offer  thee 
homage,  and  give  thee  thanks  for  many  pleasant  hours.  I 
have  read  thee  (being  sick  in  bed)  for  thirteen  hours  of  a 
happy  day,  and  had  the  ladies  of  the  house  fighting  for  the 
volumes.  Be  assured  that  lazy  boy  was  reading  Dumas 
(or  I  will  go  so  far  as  to  let  the  reader  here  pronounce  the 
eulogium,  or  insert  the  name  of  his  favourite  author)  ;  and 
as  for  the  anger,  or  it  may  be,  the  reverberations  of  his 
schoolmaster,  or  the  remonstrances  of  his  father,  or  the 
tender  pleadings  of  his  mother  that  he  should  not  let  the 
supper  grow  cold — I  don't  believe  the  scapegrace  cared  one 
fig.     No !  Figs  are  sweet,  but  fictions  are  sweeter. 

Have  you  ever  seen  a  score  of  white-bearded,  white-robed 
warriors,  or  grave  seniors  of  the  city,  seated  at  the  gate  of 
Jaffa  or  Beyrout,  and  listening  to  the  story-teller  reciting 
his  marvels  out  of  "Antar"  or  the  "Arabian  Nights?"  I 
was  once  present  when  a  young  gentleman  at  table  put  a 
tart  away  from  him,  and  said  to  his  neighbour,  the  Younger 
Son  (with  rather  a  fatuous  air),  "I  never  eat  sweets." 

"Not  eat  sweets!  and  do  you  know  why?  "  says  T. 

"Because  I  am  past  that  kind  of  thing,"  says  the  young 
gentleman. 

"  Because  you  are  a  glutton  and  a  sot ! "  cries  the  elder 
(and  Juvenis  winces  a  little) .  "  All  people  who  have  natu- 
ral, healthy  appetites,  love  sweets;  all  children,  all  women. 
all  Eastern  people,  whose  tastes  are  not  corrupted  by  glut- 
tony and  strong  drink."  And  a  plateful  of  raspberries  and 
cream  disappeared  before  the  philosopher. 

You  take  the  allegory?  Novels  are  sweets.  All  people 
with  healthy  literary  appetites  love  them — almost  all 
women; — a  vast  number  of  clever,  hard-headed  men.  Why, 
one  of  the  most  learned  physicians  in  England  said  to  me  only 
yesterday,  "  I  have  just  read  "  So-and-So  "  for  the  second 
time  "  (naming  one  of  Jones's  exquisite  fictions).  Judges, 
bishops,  chancellors,  mathematicians,  are  notorious  novel 
readers;  as  well  as  young  boys  and  sweet  girls,  and  their 
kind,  tender  mothers.  Who  has  not  read  about  Eldon, 
aud  how  he  cried  over  novels  every  night  when  he  was  not 
at  whist? 
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As  for  that  lazy  naughty  boy  at  Chur,  I  doubt  whether  he 
will  like  uovels  when  he  is  thirty  years  of  age.  He  is  tak- 
ing too  great  a  glut  of  them  now.  He  is  eating  jelly  until 
he  will  be  sick.  He  will  know  most  plots  by  the  time  he 
is  twenty,  so  that  he  will  never  be  surprised  when  the 
Stranger  turns  out  to  be  the  rightful  earl,' — ^when  the  old 
waterman,  throwing  otf  his  beggarly  gabardine,  shows  his 
stars  and  the  collars  of  his  various  orders,  and  clasping 
Antonia  to  his  bosom,  proves  himself  to  be  the  prince,  her 
long-lost  father.  He  will  recognize  the  novelist's  same 
characters,  though  they  appear  in  red-heeled  pumps  and 
ailes-de-pigeon,  or  the  garb  of  the  nineteenth  century.  He 
will  get  weary  of  sweets,  as  boys  of  private  schools  grow 
(or  used  to  grow,  for  I  have  done  growing  some  little  time 
myself,  and  the  practice  may  have  ended  too) — as  private 
schoolboys  used  to  grow  tired  of  the  pudding  before  their 
mutton  at  dinner. 

And  pray  what  is  the  moral  of  this  apologue?  The  moral 
I  take  to  be  this  :  the  appetite  for  novels  extending  to  the 
end  of  the  world;  far  away  in  the  frozen  deep,  the  sailors 
reading  them  to  one  another  during  the  endless  night; — -far 
away  under  the  Syrian  stars,  the  solemn  sheikhs  and  elders 
hearkening  to  the  poet  as  he  recites  his  tales;  far  away  in 

the  Indian  camps,  where  the  soldiers  listen  to 's  tales, 

or 's,  after  the  hot  day's  march;  far  away  in  little 

Chur  yonder,  where  the  lazy  boy  pores  over  the  fond  vol- 
ume, and  drinks  it  in  with  all  his  eyes; — the  demand  being 
what  we  know  it  is,  the  merchant  must  supply  it,  as  he 
will  supply  saddles  and  pale  ale  for  Bombay  or  Calcutta. 

But  as  surely  as  the  cadet  drinks  too  much  pale  ale,  it 
will  disagree  with  him;  and  so  surely,  dear  youth,  will  too 
much  novels  cloy  on  thee.  I  wonder,  do  novel  writers 
themselves  read  many  novels?  If  you  go  into  Gunter's, 
you  don't  see  those  charming  young  ladies  (to  whom  I  pre- 
sent my  most  respectful  compliments)  eating  tarts  and  ices, 
but  at  the  proper  even-tide  they  have  good  plain  wholesome 
tea  and  bread-and-butter.  Can  anybody  tell  me  does  the 
author  of  the  "Tale  of  Two  Cities"  read  novels?  does 
the  author  of  the  "  Tower  of  London  "  devour  romances? 
does  the  dashing  "Harry  Lorrequer"  delight  in  "Plain 
or  Einglets  "  or  "  Sponge's  Sporting  Tour?  "  Does  the  vet- 
eran, from  whose  flowing  pen  we  had  the  books  which  de- 
lighted our  young  days,  "Darnley,"  and  "Richelieu,"  and 
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"Delorme,"*  relish  the  works  of  Alexandre  the  Great,  and 
thrill  over  the  "Three  Musqueteers?"  Does  the  accom- 
plished author  of  the  "  Caxtons "  read  the  other  tales  in 
"Blackwood?"  (For  example,  that  ghost-story  printed 
last  August,  and  which  for  my  part,  though  I  read  it  in  the 
public  reading-room  at  the  Pavilion  Hotel  at  Folkestone,  I 
protest  frightened  me  so  that  I  scarce  dared  look  over 
my  shoulder.)  Does  "  Uncle  Tom  "  admire  "  Adam  Bede;  " 
and  does  the  author  of  the  "  Vicar  of  Wrexhill "  laugh  over 
the  "  Warden"  and  the  "Three  Clerks?"  Dear  youth  of 
ingenuous  countenance  and  ingenuous  pudor !  I  make  no 
doubt  that  the  eminent  parties  above  named  all  partake  of 
novels  in  moderation — eat  jellies — but  mainly  nourish  them- 
selves upon  wholesome  roast  and  boiled. 

Here,  dear  youth  aforesaid !  our  Cornhill  Magazine  own- 
ers strive  to  provide  thee  with  facts  as  well  as  fiction;  and 
though  it  does  not  become  them  to  brag  of  their  Ordinary, 
at  least  they  invite  thee  to  a  table  where  thou  shalt  sit  in 
good  company.  That  story  of  the  "  Fox  "  was  written  by 
one  of  the  gallant  seamen  who  sought  for  poor  Franklin 
under  the  awful  Arctic  Night :  that  account  of  China  is  told 
by  the  man  of  all  the  empire  most  likely  to  know  of  what 
he  speaks :  those  pages  regarding  Volunteers  come  from 
an  honoured  hand  that  has  borne  the  sword  in  a  hundred 
famous  fields,  and  pointed  the  British  guns  in  the  greatest 
siege  in  the  world. 

Shall  we  point  out  others?  We  are  fellow-travellers, 
and  shall  make  acquaintance  as  the  voyage  proceeds.  In 
the  Atlantic  steamers,  on  the  first  day  out  (and  on  high 
and  holidays  subsequently),  the  jellies  set  down  on  table 
are  richly  ornamented;  medioque  in  fonte  leporurmriSQ  the 
American  and  British  flags  nobly  emblazoned  in  tin.  As 
the  passengers  remark  this  pleasing  phenomenon,  the  Cap- 
tain no  doubt  improves  the  occasion  by  expressing  a  hope, 
to  his  right  and  left,  that  the  flag  of  Mr.  Bull  and  his 
younger  Brother  may  always  float  side  by  side  in  friendly 
emulation.  Novels  having  been  previously  compared  to 
jellies — here  are  two  (one  perhaps  not  entirely  saccharine, 
and  flavoured  with  an  amari  aliquid  very  distasteful  to 

*  By  the  way,  what  a  strange  fate  is  that  which  befell  the  veteran 
novelist  I  He  was  appointed  her  Majesty's  Consul-General  in  Ven- 
ice, the  only  city  in  Europe  where  the  famous  "  Two  Cavaliers  "  can- 
not by  any  possibility  be  seen  riding  together. 
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some  palates) — two  novels  under  two  flags,  the  one  that  an- 
cient ensign  which  has  hung  before  the  well-known  booth  of 
"  Vanity  Fair;  "  the  other  that  fresh  and  handsome  standard 
which  has  lately  been  hoisted  on  "Barchester  Towers." 
Pray,  sir,  or  madam,  to  which  dish  will  you  be  helped? 

So  have  I  seen  my  friends  Captain  Lang  and  Captain 
Comstock  press  their  guests  to  partake  of  the  fare  on  that 
memorable  "  First  day  out,"  when  there  is  no  man,  I  think, 
who  sits  down  but  asks  a  blessing  on  his  voyage,  and  the 
good  ship  dips  over  the  bar,  and  bounds  away  into  the  blue 
water. 
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ON  TWO   CHILDREN  IN  BLACK. 

Montaigne  and  Howel's  Letters  are  my  bedside  books. 
If  I  wake  at  night,  I  have  one  or  other  of  them  to  prattle 
me  to  sleep  again.  They  talk  about  themselves  forever, 
and  don't  weary  me.  I  like  to  hear  them  tell  their  old 
stories  over  and  over  again.  I  read  them  in  the  dozy  hours, 
and  only  half  remember  them.  I  am  informed  that  both 
of  them  tell  coarse  stories.  I  don't  heed  them.  It  was 
the  custom  of  their  time,  as  it  is  of  Highlanders  and  Hot- 
tentots, to  dispense  with  a  part  of  dress  which  we  all  wear 
in  cities.  But  people  can't  afford  to  be  shocked  either  at 
Cape  Town  or  at  Inverness  every  time  they  meet  an  indi- 
vidual who  wears  his  national  airy  raiment.  I  never  knew 
the  "  Arabian  Nights  "  was  an  improper  book  until  I  hap- 
pened once  to  read  it  in  a  "  family  edition.''  Well,  quis'ex- 
cuse.  *  *  *  Who,  pray,  has  accused  me  as  yet?  Here 
am  I  smothering  dear  good  old  Mrs.  Grundy's  objections, 
before  she  has  opened  her  mouth.  I  love,  I  say,  and  scarce 
ever  tire  of  hearing,  the  artless  prattle  of  those  two  dear 
old  friends,  the  Perigourdin  gentleman  and  the  priggish 
little  Clerk  of  King  Charles's  Council.  Their  egotism  in 
nowise  disgusts  me.  I  hope  I  shall  always  like  to  hear 
men,  in  reason,  talk  about  themselves.  What  subject  does 
a  man  know  better?  If  I  stamp  on  a  friend's  corn,  his 
outcry  is  genuine — he  confounds  my  clumsiness  in  the  ac- 
cents of  truth.  He  is  speaking  about  himself,  and  express- 
ing his  emotion  of  grief  or  pain  in  a  manner  perfectly  au- 
thentic and  veracious.  I  have  a  story  of  my  own,  of  a 
wrong  done  to  me  by  somebody,  as  far  back  as  the  year 
1838 :  whenever  I  think  of  it,  and  have  had  a  couple  glasses 
of  wine,  I  cannot  help  telling  it.  Tlie  toe  is  stamped  upon : 
the  pain  is  just  as  keen  as  ever :  I  cry  out,  and  perhaps 
utter  imprecatory  language.  I  told  the  story  only  last 
Wednesday  at  dinner : — 

"Mr.  Roundabout,"  says  a  lady  sitting  by  me,  "how 
comes  it  that  in  your  books  there  is  a  certain  class  (it  may 
be  of  men,  or  it  may  be  of  women,  but  that  is  not  the  ques- 
tion in  point) — how  comes  it,  dear  sir,  there  is  a  certain 
class  of  persons  whom  you  always  attack  in  your  writings, 
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and  savagely  rush  at,  goad,  poke,  toss  up  in  the  air,  kick, 
and  trample  on?  " 

I  couldn't  help  myself.  I  knew  I  ought  not  to  do  it.  I 
told  her  the  whole  story,  between  the  entrees  and  the  roast. 
The  wound  began  to  bleed  again.  The  horrid  pang  was 
there,  as  keen  and  as  fresh  as  ever.  If  I  live  half  as  long 
as  Tithonus,  that  crack  across  my  heart  can  never  be  cured. 
There  are  wrongs  and  griefs  that  canH  be  mended.  It  is 
all  very  well  of  you,  my  dear  Mrs.  G.,  to  say  that  this 
spirit  is  unchristian,  and  that  we  ought  to  forgive  and  for- 
get, and  so  forth.  How  can  I  forget  at  will?  How  for- 
give? I  can  forgive  the  occasional  waiter,  who  broke  my 
beautiful  old  decanter  at  that  very  dinner.  I  am  not  go- 
ing to  do  him  any  injury.  But  all  the  powers  on  earth 
can't  make  that  claret-jug  whole. 

So,  you  see,  I  told  the  lady  the  inevitable  story.  I  was 
egotistical.  I  was  selfish,  no  doubt;  but  I  was  natural, 
and  was  telling  the  truth.  You  say  you  are  angry  with  a 
man  for  talking  about  himself.  It  is  because  you  yourself 
are  selfish,  that  that  other  person's  Self  does  not  interest 
you.  Be  interested  by  other  people  and  with  their  affairs. 
Let  them  prattle  and  talk  to  you,  as  I  do  my  dear  old  ego- 
tists just  mentioned.  When  you  have  had  enough  o'f  them, 
and  sudden  hazes  come  over  your  eyes,  lay  down  the  vol- 
ume; pop  out  the  candle,  and  dormez  Men.  I  should  like 
to  write  a  nightcap  book — a  book  that  you  can  muse  over, 
that  you  can  smile  over,  that  you  can  yawn  over — a  book 
of  which  you  can  say,  "  Well,  this  man  is  so  and  so  and  so 
and  so;  but  he  has  a  friendly  heart  (although  some  wise- 
acres have  painted  him  as  black  as  Bogey),  and  you  may 
trust  what  he  says."  I  should  like  to  touch  you  sometimes 
with  a  reminiscence  that  shall  waken  your  sympathy,  and 
make  you  say,  lo  anche  have  so  thought,  felt,  smiled,  suf- 
fered, l^ow,  how  is  this  to  be  done  except  by  egotism? 
Linea  recta  brevissima.  That  right  line  "  I "  is  the  very 
shortest,  simplest,  straightforwardest  means  of  communi- 
cation between  us,  and  stands  for  what  it  is  worth  and  no 
more.  Sometimes  authors  say,  "  The  present  writer  has 
often  remarked;"  or,  "The  undersigned  has  observed;" 
or,  "  Mr.  Roundabout  presents  his  compliments  to  the  gen- 
tle reader,  and  begs  to  state,"  etc. :  but  "I"  is  better  and 
straighter  than  all  these  grimaces  of  modesty :  and  although 
these  are  Roundabout  Papers,  and  may  wander  who  knows 
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whither,  I  shall  ask  leave  to  maintain  the  upright  and  sim- 
ple perpendicular.  When  this  bundle  of  egotisms  is  bound 
up  together,  as  they  may  be  one  day,  if  no  accident  pre- 
vents this  tongue  from  wagging,  or  this  ink  from  running, 
they  will  bore  you  very  likely;  so  it  would  to  read  through 
Howel's  Letters  from  beginning  to  end,  or  to  eat  up  the 
whole  of  a  ham :  but  a  slice  on  occasion  may  have  a  relish : 
a  dip  into  the  volume  at  random  and  so  on  for  a  page  or 
two :  and  now  and  then  a  smile;  and  presently  a  gape;  and 
the  book  drops  out  of  your  hand;  and  so,  hon  soir,  and 
pleasant  dreams  to  you.  I  have  frequently  seen  men  at 
clubs  asleep  over  their  humble  servant's  works,  and  am 
always  pleased.  Even  at  a  lecture  I  don't  mind,  if  they 
don't  snore.  Only  the  other  day  when  my  friend  A.  said, 
"  You've  left  off  that  Roundabout  business,  I  see;  very  glad 
you  have,"  I  joined  in  the  general  roar  of  laughter  at  the 
table.  I  don't  care  a  fig  whether  Archiloehus  likes  the 
papers  or  no.  You  don't  like  partridge,  Archiloehus,  or 
porridge,  or  what  not?  Try  some  other  dish.  I  am  not 
going  to  force  mine  down  your  throat,  or  quarrel  with  you 
if  you  refuse  it.  Once  in  America  a  clever  and  candid 
woman  said  to  me,  at  the  close  of  a  dinner,  during  which 
I  had  been  sitting  beside  her,  "  Mr.  Roundabout,  I  was  told 
I  should  not  like  you;  and  I  don't."  "Well,  ma'am," 
says  I,  in  a  tone  of  the  most  unfeigned  simplicity,  "I  don't 
care."  And  we  became  good  friends  immediately,  and 
esteemed  each  other  ever  after. 

So,  my  dear  Archiloehus,  if  you  come  upon  this  paper, 
and  say,  "  "Fudge !  "  and  pass  on  to  another,  I  for  one  shall 
not  be  in  the  least  mortified.  If  you  say,  "  What  does  he 
mean  by  calling  this  paper  *0n  Two  Children  in  Black,' 
when  there's  nothing  about  people  in  black  at  all,  imless 
the  ladies  he  met  (and  evidently  bored)  at  dinner,  were 
black  women?  What  is  all  this  egotistical  pother?  A 
plague  on  his  I's!"  My  dear  fellow,  if  you  read  Mon- 
taigne's "Essays,"  you  must  own  that  he  might  call  almost 
any  one  by  the  name  of  any  other,  and  that  an  essay  on  the 
Moon  or  an  essay  on  Green  Cheese  would  be  as  appropriate 
a  title  as  one  of  his  on  Coaches,  on  the  Art  of  Discoursing, 
or  Experience,  or  what  you  will.  Besides,  if  I  have  a  sub- 
ject (and  I  have),  I  claim  to  approach  it  in  a  roundabout 
manner. 

You  remember  Balzac's  tale  of  the  "Peau  de  Chagrin," 
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and  how  every  time  the  possessor  used  it  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  some  wish  the  fairy  peau  shrank  a  little  and  the 
owner's  life  correspondingly  shortened?  I  have  such  a  de- 
sire to  be  well  with  my  public  that  I  am  actually  giving  up 
my  favourite  story.  I  am  killing  my  goose,  I  know  I  am. 
I  can't  tell  my  story  of  the  children  in  black  after  this; 
after  printing  it,  and  sending  it  through  the  country.  When 
they  are  gone  to  the  printer's  these  little  things  become 
public  property.  I  take  their  hands.  I  bless  them.  I  say, 
"  Good- by,  my  little  dears."  I  am  quite  sorry  to  part  with 
them :  but  the  fact  is,  I  have  told  all  my  friends  about  them 
already,  and  don't  dare  to  take  them  about  with  me  any  more. 

Now  every  word  is  true  of  this  little  anecdote,  and  I 
submit  that  there  lies  in  it  a  most  curious  and  exciting  little 
mystery.  I  am  like  a  man  who  gives  you  the  last  bottle 
of  his  '25  claret.  It  is  the  pride  of  his  cellar;  he  knows 
it,  and  he  has  a  right  to  praise  it.  He  takes  up  the  bottle, 
fashioned  so  slenderly — takes  it  up  tenderly,  cants  it  with 
care,  places  it  before  his  friends,  declares  how  good  it  is, 
with  honest  pride,  and  wishes  he  had  a  hundred  dozen  bot- 
tles more  of  the  same  wine  in  his  cellar.  Si  quid  novisti, 
&c.,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  from  you.  I  protest  and 
vow  I  am  giving  you  the  best  1  have. 

Well,  who  those  little  boys  in  black  were,  I  shall  never 
probably  know  to  my  dying  day.  They  were  very  pretty 
little  men,  with  pale  faces,  and  large,  melancholy  eyes; 
and  they  had  beautiful  little  hands,  and  little  boots,  and 
the  finest  little  shirts,  and  black  paletots  lined  with  the 
richest  silk;  and  they  had  picture-books  in  several  lan- 
guages, English,  and  French,  and  German,  I  remember. 
Two  more  aristocratic-looking  little  men  I  never  set  eyes 
on.  They  were  travelling  with  a  very  handsome,  pale  lady 
in  mourning,  and  a  maid-servant  dressed  in  black,  too;  and 
on  the  lady's  face  there  was  the  deepest  grief.  The  little 
boys  clambered  and  played  about  the  carriage,  and  she  sate 
watching.  It»was  a  railway-carriage  from  Frankfort  to 
Heidelberg. 

I  saw  at  once  that  she  was  the  mother  of  those  children, 
and  going  to  part  from  them.  Perhaps  I  have  tried  part- 
ing with  my  own,  and  not  found  the  business  very  pleas- 
ant. Perhaps  I  recollect  driving  down  (with  a  certain 
trunk  and  carpet-bag  on  the  box)  with  my  own  mother  to 
the  end  of  the  avenue,  where  we  waited — only  a  few  min- 
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utes — until  the  whirring  wheels  of  that  "  Defiance  "  coach 
were  heard  rolling  towards  us  as  certain  as  death.  Twang 
goes  the  horn;  up  goes  the  trunk;  down  come  the  steps. 
Bah !  I  see  the  autumn  evening :  I  hear  the  wheels  now :  I 
smart  the  cruel  smart  again :  and,  boy  or  man,  have  never 
been  able  to  bear  the  sight  of  people  parting  from  their 
children. 

I  thought  these  little  men  might  be  going  to  school  for 
the  first  time  in  their  lives;  and  mamma  might  be  taking 
them  to  the  doctor,  and  would  leave  them  with  many  fond 
charges,  and  little  wistful  secrets  of  love,  bidding  the  elder 
to  protect  his  younger  brother,  and  the  younger  to  be  gen- 
tle, and  to  remember  to  pray  to  God  always  for  his  mother, 
who  would  pray  for  her  boy  too.  Our  party  made  friends 
with  these  young  ones  during  the  little  journey;  but  the 
poor  lady  was  too  sad  to  talk  except  to  the  boys  now  and 
again,  and  sate  in  her  corner,  pale,  and  silently  looking  at 
them. 

The  next  day,  we  saw  the  lady  and  her  maid  driving  in 
the  direction  of  the  railway  station,  without  the  hoys.  The 
parting  had  taken  place,  then.  That  night  they  would 
sleep  among  strangers.  The  little  beds  at  home  were  va- 
cant, and  poor  mother  might  go  and  look  at  them.  Well, 
tears  flow,  and  friends  part,  and  mothers  pray  every  night 
all  over  the  world.  I  daresay  we  went  to  see  Heidelberg 
Castle,  and  admired  the  vast  shattered  walls,  and  quaint 
gables;  and  the  Neckar  running  its  bright  course  through 
that  charming  scene  of  peace  and  beauty;  and  ate  our  din- 
ner, and  drank  our  wine  with  relish.  The  poor  mother 
would  eat  but  little  Abendessen  that  night;  and,  as  for  the 
children — that  first  night  at  school — hard  i)ed,  hard  words, 
strange  boys  bullying  and  laughing,  and  jarring  you  witli 
their  hateful  merriment — as  for  the  first  night  at  a  strange 
school,  we  most  of  us  remember  what  that  is.  And  the 
first  is  not  the  worst,  my  boys,  there's  the  rub.  But  each 
man  has  his  share  of  trouloles,  and,  I  suppose,  you  must 
have  yours. 

From  Heidelberg  we  went  to  Baden-Baden :  and  I  daresay, 
saw  Madame  de  Schlangenbad  and  Madame  de  la  Cruche- 
cass^e,  and  Count  Punter,  and  honest  Captain  Blackball. 
And  whom  should  we  see  in  the  evening,  but  our  two  little 
boys,  walking  on  each  side  of  a  fierce,  yellow-faced,  bearded 
man !     We  wanted  to  renew  our  acquaintance  with  them, 


Father,  or  uncle  ? 
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and  they  were  coming  forward  quite  pleased  to  greet  us. 
But  the  father  pulled  back  one  of  the  little  men  by  his 
paletot,  gave  a  grim  scowl,  and  walked  away.  I  can  see 
the  children  now  looking  rather  frightened  away  from  us 
and  up  into  the  father's  face,  or  the  cruel  uncle's — which 
was  he?  I  think  he  was  the  father.  So  this  was  the  end 
of  them.  Not  school  as  I  at  first  had  imagined.  The 
mother  was  gone,  who  had  given  them  the  heaps  of  pretty 
books,  and  the  pretty  studs  in  the  shirts,  and  the  pretty 
silken  clothes,  and  the  tender — tender  cares;  and  they 
were  handed  to  this  scowling  practitioner  of  Trente  et  Qua- 
rante.  Ah!  this  is  worse  than  school.  Poor  little  men! 
poor  mother  sitting  by  the  vacant  little  beds !  We  saw  the 
children  once  or  twice  after,  always  in  Scowler's  company; 
but  we  did  not  dare  to  give  each  other  any  marks  of  recog- 
nition. 

From  Baden  we  went  to  Basle,  and  thence  to  Lucerne, 
and  so  over  the  St.  Gothard  into  Italy.  From  Milan  we 
went  to  Venice;  and  now  comes  the  singular  part  of  my 
story.  In  Venice  there  is  a  little  court  of  which  I  forget 
the  name :  but  in  it  is  an  apothecary's  shop,  whither  I 
went  to  buy  some  remedy  for  the  bites  of  certain  animals 
which  abound  in  Venice.  Crawling  animals,  skipping  ani- 
mals, and  humming,  flying  animals;  all  three  will  have  at 
you  at  once;  and  one  night  nearly  drove  me  into  a  strait- 
waistcoat.  Well,  as  I  was  coming  out  of  the  apothecary's 
with  the  bottle  of  spirits  of  hartshorn  in  my  hand  (it  really 
does  do  the  bites  a  great  deal  of  good),  whom  should  I 
light  upon  but  one  of  my  little  Heidelberg-Baden  boys ! 

I  have  said  how  handsomely  they  were  dressed  as  long 
as  they  were  with  their  mother.  When  I  saw  the  boy  at 
Venice,  who  perfectly  recognized  me,  his  only  garb  was  a 
wretched  yellow  cotton  gown.  His  little  feet,  on  which  I 
had  admired  the  little  shiny  boots,  were  without  shoe  or 
stocking.  He  looked  at  me,  ran  to  an  old  hag  of  a  woman, 
who  seized  his  hand;  and  with  her  he  disappeared  down 
one  of  the  thronged  lanes  of  the  city. 

From  Venice  we  went  to  Trieste  (the  Vienna  railway  at 
that  time  was  only  opened  as  far  as  Laybach,  and  the  mag- 
nificent Semmering  Pass  was  not  quite  completed).  At  a 
station,  between  Laybach  and  Graetz,  one  of  my  compan- 
ions alighted  for  refreshment,  and  came  back  to  the  car- 
riage saying : — 
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"  There's  that  horrible  man  from  Baden,  with  the  two 
little  boys." 

Of  course,  we  had  talked  about  the  appearance  of  the 
little  boy  at  Venice,  and  his  strange  altered  garb.  My 
companion  said  they  were  pale,  wretched-looking,  and 
dressed  quite  shabbily. 

I  got  out  at  several  stations,  and  looked  at  all  the  car- 
riages. I  could  not  see  my  little  men.  From  that  day  to 
this  I  have  never  set  eyes  on  them.  That  is  all  my  story. 
Who  were  they?  What  could  they  be?  How  can  you  ex- 
plain that  mystery  of  the  mother  giving  them  up;  of  the 
remarkable  splendour  and  elegance  of  their  appearance 
while  under  her  care ;  of  their  bare-footed  squalor  in  Venice 
a  month  afterwards ;  of  their  shabby  habiliments  at  Lay- 
bach?  Had  the  father  gambled  away  his  money  and  sold 
their  clothes?  How  came  they  to  have  passed  out  of  the 
hands  of  a  refined  lady  (as  she  evidently  was,  with  whom 
I  first  saw  them)  into  the  charge  of  quite  a  common  woman 
like  her  with  whom  I  saw  one  of  the  boys  at  Venice?  Here 
is  but  one  chapter  of  the  story.  Can  any  man  write  the 
next,  or  that  preceding  the  strange  one  on  which  I  hap- 
pened to  light?  Who  knows?  the  mystery  may  have  some 
quite  simple  solution.  I  saw  two  children,  aitired  like  lit- 
tle princes,  taken  from  their  mother  and  consigned  to  other 
care;  and  a  fortnight  afterwards,  one  of  them  barefooted 
and  like  a  beggar.  Who  will  read  this  riddle  of  The  Two 
Children  in  Black? 
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ON  EIBBONS. 

The  uncle  of  the  present  Sir  Louis  N.  Bonaparte,  K.G., 
&e. ,  inaugurated  his  reign  as  Emperor  over  the  neighbour- 
ing nation  by  establishing  an  Order,  to  which  all  citizens 
of  his  country,  military,  naval,  and  civil — all  men  most 
distinguished  in  science,  letters,  arts,  and  commerce — were . 
admitted.  The  emblem  of  the  Order  was  but  a  piece  of 
ribbon,  more  or  less  long  or  broad,  with  a  toy  at  the  end 
of  it.  The  Bourbons  had  toys  and  ribbons  of  their  own, 
blue,  black,  and  all-coloured;  and  on  their  return  to  do- 
minion such  good  old  Tories  would  naturally  have  preferred 
to  restore  their  good  old  Orders  of  Saint  Louis,  Saint  Es- 
prit, and  Saint  Michel;  but  France  had  taken  the  ribbon 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour  so  to  her  heart  that  no  Bourbon 
sovereign  dared  to  pluck  it  thence. 

In  England,  until  very  late  days,  we  have  been  accus- 
tomed rather  to  pooh-pooh  national  Orders,  to  vote  ribbons 
and  crosses  tinsel  gewgaws,  foolish  foreign  ornaments,  and 
so  forth.  It  is  known  how  the  Great  Duke  (the  breast  of 
whose  own  coat  was  plastered  with  some  half-hundred 
decorations)  was  averse  to  the  wearing  of  ribbons,  medals, 
clasps,  and  the  like,  by  his  army.  We  have  all  of  us  read 
how  uncommonly  distinguished  Lord  Castlereagh  looked  at 
Vienna,  where  he  was  the  only  gentleman  present  without 
any  decoration  whatever.  And  the  Great  Duke's  theory 
was,  that  clasps  and  ribbons,  stars  and  garters,  were  good 
and  proper  ornaments  for  himself,  for  the  chief  officers  of 
his  distinguished  army,  and  for  gentlemen  of  high  birth, 
who  might  naturally  claim  to  wear  a  band  of  garter  blue 
across  their  waistcoats;  but  that  for  common  people  your 
plain  coat,  without  stars  and  ribbons,  was  the  most  sensible 
wear. 

And  no  doubt  you  and  I  are  as  happy,  as  free,  as  com- 
fortable; we  can  walk  and  dine  as  well;  we  can  keep  the 
winter's  cold  out  as  well,  without  a  star  on  our  coats,  as 
without  a  feather  in  our  hats.  How  often  we  have  laughed 
at  the  absurd  mania  of  the  Americans  for  dubbing  their 
senators,  members  of  Congress,  and  States'  representatives, 
Honourable !     We  have  a  right  to  call  our  privy  councillors 
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Right  Honourable,  our  lords'  sons  Honourable,  and  so 
forth;  but  for  a  nation  as  numerous,  well  educated,  strong, 
rich,  civilized,  free  as  our  own,  to  dare  to  give  its  distin- 
guished citizens  titles  of  honour — monstrous  assumption  of 
low-bred  arrogance  and  parvenue  vanity !  Our  titles  are 
respectable,  but  theirs  absurd.  Mr.  Jones,  of  London,  a 
chancellor's  son,  and  a  tailor's  grandson,  is  justly  honoura- 
ble, and  entitled  to  be  Lord  Jones  at  his  noble  father's 
decease :  but  Mr.  Brown,  the  senator  from  New  York,  is  a 
silly  upstart  for  tacking  Honourable  to  his  name,  and  our 
•sturdy  British  good  sense  laughs  at  him.  Who  has  not 
laughed  (I  have  myself)  at  Honourable  Nahum  Dodge, 
Honourable  Zeno  Scudder,  Honourable  Hiram  Boake,  and 
the  rest?  A  score  of  such  queer  names  and  titles  I  have 
smiled  at  in  America.  And,  mutato  nomine  ?  I  meet  a 
born  idiot,  who  is  a  peer  and  born  legislator.  This  drivel- 
ling noodle  and  his  descendants  through  life  are  your  natu- 
ral superiors  and  mine — your  and  my  children's  superiors. 
I  read  of  an  alderman  kneeling  and  knighted  at  court :  I 
see  a  gold-stick  waddling  backwards  before  majesty  in  a 
procession,  and  if  we  laugh,  don't  you  suppose  the  Ameri- 
cans laugh  too? 

Yes,  stars,  garters,  orders,  knighthoods,  and  the  like, 
are  folly.  Yes,  Bobus,  citizen  and  soap-boiler,  is  a  good 
nian,  and  no  one  laughs  at  him  or  good  Mrs.  Bobus,  as  they 
have  their  dinner  at  one  o'clock.  But  who  will  not  jeer  at 
Sir  Thomas  on  a  melting  day,  and  Lady  Bobus,  at  Mar- 
gate, eating  shrimps  in  a  donkey-chaise?  Yes,  knighthood 
is  absurd :  and  chivalry  an  idiotic  superstition :  and  Sir 
Walter  Manny  was  a  zany :  and  Nelson,  with  his  flaming 
stars  and  cordons,  splendent  upon  a  day  of  battle,  was  a 
madman :  and  Murat,  with  his  crosses  and  orders,  at  the 
head  of  his  squadrons  charging  victorious,  was  only  a  crazy 
mountebank,  who  had  been  a  tavern- waiter,  and  was  puffed 
up  with  absurd  vanity  about  his  dress  and  legs.  And  the 
men  of  the  French  line  at  Fontenoy,  who  told  Messieurs  de 
la  Garde  to  fire  first,  were  smirking  French  dancing-mas- 
ters; and  the  Black  Prince,  waiting  upon  his  royal  prisoner, 
was  acting  an  inane  masquerade;  and  Chivalry  is  naught; 
and  Honour  is  humbug;  and  Gentlemanhood  is  an  extinct 
folly ;  and  Ambition  is  madness ;  and  desire  of  distinction 
is  criminal  vanity ;  and  glory  is  bosh ;  and  fair  fame  is 
idleness ;  and  nothing  is  true  but  two  and  two ;  and  the 
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colour  of  all  the  world  is  drab;  and  all  men  are  equal ;  and 
one  man  is  as  tall  as  another;  and  one  man  is  as  good  as 
another — and  a  great  dale  betther,  as  the  Irish  philosopher 
said. 

Is  this  so?  Titles  and  badges  of  honour  are  vanity;  and 
in  the  American  Revolution  you  have  his  Excellency  Gen- 
eral Washington  sending  back,  and  with  proper  spirit 
sending  back,  a  letter  in  which  he  is  not  addressed  as  Ex- 
cellency and  General.  Titles  are  abolished ;  and  the  Ameri- 
can Republic  swarms  with  men  claiming  and  bearing  them. 
You  have  the  Erench  soldier  cheered  and  happy  in  his  dy- 
ing agony,  and  kissing  with  frantic  joy  the  chief's  hand 
who  lays  tlie  little  cross  on  the  bleeding  bosom.  At  home 
you  have  the  dukes  and  earls  jobbing  and  intriguing  for 
the  Garter;  the  military  knights  grumbling  at  the  civil 
knights  of  the  Bath ;  the  little  ribbon  eager  for  the  collar ; 
the  soldiers  and  seamen  from  India  and  the  Crimea  march- 
ing in  procession  before  the  qvieen,  and  receiving  from  her 
hands  the  cross  bearing  her  royal  name.  And,  remember, 
there  are  not  only  the  cross  wearers,  but  all  the  fathers 
and  friends;  all  the  women  who  have  prayed  for  their  ab- 
sent heroes;  Harry's  wife,  and  Tom's  mother,  and  Jack's 
daughter,  and  Erank's  sweetheart,  each  of  whom  wears  in 
her  heart  of  hearts  afterwards  the  badge  which  son,  father, 
lover,  has  won  by  his  merit ;  each  of  whom  is  made  happy 
and  proud,  and  is  bound  to  the  country  by  that  little  bit  of 
ribbon. 

I  have  heard,  in  a  lecture  about  George  the  Third,  that, 
at  his  accession,  the  king  had  a  mind  to  establish  an  order 
for  literary  men.  It  was  to  have  been  called  the  Order  of 
Minerva — I  suppose  with  an  Owl  for  a  badge.  The  knights 
were  to  have  worn  a  star  of  sixteen  points,  and  a  yellow 
ribbon ;  and  good  old  Samuel  Johnson  was  talked  of  as 
President,  or  Grand  Cross,  or  Grand  Owl,  of  the  society. 
Now  about  such  an  order  as  this  there  certainly  may  be 
doubts.  Consider  the  claimants,  the  difficulty  of  settling 
their  claims,  the  rows  and  squabbles  amongst  the  candi- 
dates, and  the  subsequent  decision  of  posterity !  Dr.  Beat- 
tie  would  have  ranked  as  first  poet,  and  twenty  years  after 
the  sublime  Mr.  Hayley  would,  no  doubt,  have  claimed  the 
Grand  Cross.  Mr.  Gibbon  would  not  have  been  eligible  on 
account  of  his  dangerous  freethinking  opinions;  and  her 
sex,  as  well  as  her  republican  sentiments,  might  have  in- 
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terfered  with  the  knighthood  of  the  immortal  Mrs.  Catha- 
rine Macaulay.  How  Goldsmith  would  have  paraded  the 
ribbon  at  Madame  Cornelys's,  or  the  Academy  dinner! 
How  Peter  Pindar  would  have  railed  at  it!  Fifty  years 
later,  the  noble  Scott  would  have  worn  the  Grand  Cross 
and  deserved  it;  but  Gifford  would  have  had  it;  and  By- 
ron, and  Shelley,  and  Hazlitt,  and  Hunt  would  have  been 
without  it;  and  had  Keats  been  proposed  as  oflflcer,  how 
the  Tory  prints  would  have  yelled  with  rage  and  scorn  I 

Had  the  star  of  Minerva  lasted  to  our  present  time but 

I  pause,  not  because  the  idea  is  dazzling,  but  too  awful. 
Fancy  the  claimants,  and  the  row  about  their  precedence ! 
Which  philosopher  shall  have  the  grand  cordon? — which 
the  collar? — which  the  little  scrap  no  bigger  than  a  butter- 
cup? Of  the  historians — A,  say, — and  C,  and  F,  and  G, 
and  S,  and  T, — which  shall  be  Companion  and  which  Grand 
Owl?  Of  the  poets,  who  wears,  or  claims,  the  largest  and 
brightest  star?  Of  the  novelists,  there  is  A,  and  B  and  C 
D;  and  E  (star  of  first  magnitude,  newly  discovered),  and 
F  (a  magazine  of  it),  and  fair  G,  and  H,  and  I,  and  brave 
old  J,  and  charming  K,  and  L,  and  M,  and  N,  and  0  (fair 
twinklers),  and  I  am  puzzled  between  three  P's — Peacock, 
Miss  Pardee,  and  Paul  Pry — and  Queechy,  and  R,  and  S, 
and  T,  mere  etfils,  and  very  likely  U,  0  gentle  reader,  for 
who  has  not  written  his  novel  now-a-days? — who  has  not 
a  claim  to  the  star  and  straw-coloured  ribbon? — and  who 
shall  have  the  biggest  and  largest?  Fancy  the  struggle ! 
Fancy  the  squabble !     Fancy  the  distribution  of  prizes ! 

Who  shall  decide  on  them?  Shall  it  be  the  sovereign? 
shall  it  be  the  minister  for  the  time  being?  and  has  Lord 
Palmerston  made  a  deep  study  of  novels?  In  this  matter 
the  late  ministry,  to  be  sure,  was  better  qualified ;  but  even 
then,  grumblers  who  had  not  got  their  canary  cordons, 
would  have  hinted  at  professional  jealousies  entering  the 
cabinet;  and,  the  ribbons  being  awarded,  Jack  would  have 
scowled  at  his  because  Dick  had  a  broader  one;  Ned  been 
indignant  because  Bob's  was  as  large:  Tom  would  have 
thrust  his  into  the  drawer,  and  scorned  to  wear  it  at  all. 
No — no :  the  so-called  literary  world  was  well  rid  of  Mi- 
nerva and  her  yellow  ribbon.  The  great  poets  would  have 
been  indifferent,  the  little  poets  jealous,  the  funny  men 
furious,  the  philosophers  satirical,  the  historians  supercili- 
ous, and,  finally,  the  jobs  without  end.     Say,  ingenuity 
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and  cleverness  are  to  be  rewarded  by  State  tokens  and 
prizes — and  take  for  granted  the  Order  of  Minerva  is  es- 
tablished— who  shall  have  it?  A  great  philosopher?  no 
doubt,  we  cordially  salnte  him  G.C.M.  A  great  histo- 
rian? G.C.M.  of  course.  A  great  engineer?  G.C.M.  A 
great  poet?  received  with  acclamation  G.C.M.  A  great 
painter?  oh!  certainly,  G.C.M.  If  a  great  painter,  why 
not  a  great  novelist?  Well,  pass,  great  novelist,  G.C.M. 
But  if  a  poetic,  a  pictorial,  a  story-telling  or  music-com- 
posing artist,  why  not  a  singing  artist?  Why  not  a  basso- 
profondo?  Why  not  a  primo  tenore?  And  if  a  singer, 
why  should  not  a  ballet-dancer  come  bounding  on  the  stage 
with  his  cordon,  and  cut  capers  to  the  music  of  a  row  of 
decorated  fiddlers?  A  chemist  puts  in  his  claim  for  hav- 
ing invented  a  new  colour;  an  apothecary  for  a  new  pill; 
the  cook  for  a  new  sauce;  the  tailor  for  a  new  cut  of  trow- 
sers.  We  have  brought  the  star  of  Minerva  down  from  the 
breast  to  the  pantaloons.  Stars  and  garters !  can  we  go 
any  farther;  or  shall  we  give  the  shoemaker  the  yellow 
ribbon  of  the  order  for  his  shoetie? 

When  I  began  this  present  Roundabout  excursion,  I 
think  I  had  not  quite  made  up  my  mind  whether  we  would 
have  an  Order  of  all  the  Talents  or  not :  perhaps  I  rather 
had  a  hankering  for  a  rich  ribbon  and  gorgeous  star,  in 
which  my  family  might  like  to  see  me  at  parties  in  my  best 
waistcoat.  But  then  the  door  opens,  and  there  come  in, 
and  by  the  same  right  too.  Sir  Alexis  Soyer !  Sir  Alessan- 
dro  Tamburini !  Sir  Agostino  Velluti !  Sir  Antonio  Paga- 
nini  (violinist) !  Sir  Sandy  McGuffog  (piper  to  the  most 
noble  the  Marquis  of  Parintosh)  !  Sir  Alcide  Flicflac  (pre- 
mier danseur  of  H.M.  Theatre)  !  Sir  Harley  Quin  and  Sir 
Joseph  Grimaldi  (from  Covent  Garden) !  They  have  all 
the  yellow  ribbon.  They  are  all  honourable,  and  clever, 
and  distinguished  artists.  Let  us  elbow  through  the  rooms, 
make  a  bow  to  the  lady  of  the  house,  give  a  nod  to  Sir 
George  Thrum,  who  is  leading  the  orchestra,  and  go  and 
get  some  champagne  and  seltzer- water  from  Sir  Richard 
Gunter,  who  is  presiding  at  the  buffet.  A  national  deco- 
ration might  be  well  and  good :  a  token  awarded  by  the 
country  to  all  its  bene-merentibus  :  but  most  gentlemen  with 
Minerva  stars  would,  I  think,  be  inclined  to  wear  very 
wide  breast-collars  to  their  coats.  Suppose  yourself,  brother 
penman,  decorated  with  this  ribbon,  and  looking  in  the 
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glass,  would  you  not  laugh?  Would  not  wife  and  daugh- 
ters laugh  at  that  canary-coloured  emblem? 

But  suppose  a  man,  old  or  young,  of  figure  ever  so  stout, 
thin,  stumpy,  homely,  indulging  in  looking-glass  reflections 
with  that  hideous  ribbon  and  cross  called  V.  C.  on  his  coat, 
would  he  not  be  proud?  and  his  family,  would  not  they  be 
prouder?  For  your  nobleman  there  is  the  famous  old  blue 
garter  and  star,  and  welcome.  If  I  were  a  marquis — if  I 
had  thirty — forty  thousand  a  year  (settle  the  sum,  my  dear 
Alnaschar,  according  to  your  liking),  I  should  consider  my- 
self entitled  to  my  seat  in  parliament  and  to  my  garter. 
The  garter  belongs  to  the  Ornamental  Classes.  Have  you 
seen  the  new  magnificent  Pavo  Spioifer  at  the  Zoological 
Gardens,  and  do  you  grudge  him  his  jewelled  coronet  and 
the  azure  splendour  of  his  waistcoat?  I  like  my  lord  mayor 
to  have  a  gilt  coach;  my  magnificent  monarch  to  be  sur- 
rounded by  magnificent  nobles  :  I  huzzay  respectfully  when 
they  pass  in  procession.  It  is  good  for  Mr.  Briefless  (50, 
Pump  Court,  fourth  floor,)  that  there  should  be  a  lord 
chancellor,  with  a  gold  robe  and  fifteen  thousand  a  year. 
It  is  good  for  a  poor  curate  that  there  should  be  splendid 
bishops  at  Fulham  and  Lambeth :  their  lordships  were  poor 
curates  once,  and  have  won,  so  to  speak,  their  ribbon.  Is 
a  man  who  puts  into  a  lottery  to  be  sulky  because  he  does 
not  win  the  twenty  thousand  pounds  prize?  Am  I  to  fall 
into  a  rage,  and  bully  my  family  when  I  come  home,  after 
going  to  see  Chatsworth  or  Windsor,  because  we  have  only 
two  little  drawing-rooms?  Welcome  to  your  garter,  my 
lord,  and  shame  upon  him  qui  inal  y  pense. 

So  I  arrive  in  my  roundabout  way  near  the  point  towards 
which  I  have  been  trotting  ever  since  we  set  out. 

In  a  voyage  to  America,  some  nine  years  since,  on  the 

seventh  or  eighth  day  out  from  Liverpool,  Captain  L 

came  to  dinner  at  eight  bells  as  usual,  talked  a  little  to  the 
persons  right  and  left  of  him,  and  helped  the  soup  with  his 
accustomed  politeness.  Then  he  went  on  deck,  and  was 
back  in  a  minute,  and  operated  on  the  fish,  looking  rather 
grave  the  while. 

Then  he  went  on  deck  again;  and  this  time  was  absent, 
it  may  be,  three  or  five  minutes,  during  which  the  fish  dis- 
appeared, and  the  entrees  arrived,  and  the  roast  beef.  Say 
ten  minutes  passed — I  can't  tell  after  nine  years. 

Then  L came  down  with  a  pleased  and  happy  coun- 
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tenance  this  time,  and  began  carving  the  sirloin :  "  We 
have  seen  the  light,"  he  said.  "Madam,  may  I  help  you 
to  a  little  gravy,  or  a  little  horse-radish?  "  or  what  not? 

I  forget  the  name  of  the  light;  nor  does  it  matter.  It 
was  a  point  of  Newfoundland  for  which  he  was  on  the  look- 
out, and  so  well  did  the  Canada  know  where  she  was,  that, 
between  soup  and  beef,  the  captain  had  sighted  the  head- 
land by  which  his  course  was  lying. 

And  so  through  storm  and  darkness,  through  fog  and 
midnight,  the  ship  had  pursued  her  steady  way  over  the 
pathless  ocean  and  roaring  seas,  so  surely  that  the  officers 
who  sailed  her  knew  her  place  within  a  minute  or  two,  and 
guided  us  with  a  wonderful  providence  safe  on  our  way. 
Since  the  noble  Cunard  Company  has  run  its  ships,  but  one 
accident,  and  that  through  the  error  of  a  pilot,  has  hap- 
pened on  the  line. 

By  this  little  incident  (hourly  of  course  repeated,  and 
trivial  to  all  sea-going  people)  I  own  I  was  immensely 
moved,  and  never  can  think  of  it  but  with  a  heart  full  of 
thanks  and  awe.  We  trust  our  lives  to  these  seamen,  and 
how  nobly  they  fulfil  their  trust !  They  are,  under  heaven, 
as  a  providence  for  us.  Whilst  we  sleep,  their  untiring 
watchfulness  keeps  guard  over  us.  All  night  through  that 
bell  sounds  at  its  season,  and  tells  how  our  sentinels  de- 
fend us.  It  rang  when  the  Amazon  was  on  fire,  and  chimed 
its  heroic  signal  of  duty,  and  courage,  and  honour.  Think 
of  the  dangers  these  seamen  undergo  for  us :  the  hourly 
peril  and  watch;  the  familiar  storm;  the  dreadful  iceberg; 
the  long  winter  nights  when  the  decks  are  as  glass,  and 
the  sailor  has  to  climb ,  through  icicles  to  bend  the  stiff  sail 
on  the  yard.  Think  of  their  courage  and  their  kindnesses 
in  cold,  in  tempest,  in  hunger,  in  wreck !  "  The  women 
and  children  to  the  boats,"  says  the  captain  of  the  Birken- 
head, and,  with  the  troops  formed  on  the  deck,  and  the 
crew  obedient  to  the  word  of  glorious  command,  the  immor- 
tal ship  goes  down.     Eead  the  story  of  the  Sarah  Sands : — 

SAEAH    SANDS. 

"The  screw  steam-ship  Sarah  Sands,  1,330  registered 
tons,  was  chartered  by  the  East ,  India  Company  in  the  au- 
tumn of  1858,  for  the  conveyance  of  troops  to  India.  She 
was  commanded  hy  John  Squire  Castle.     She  took  out  a 
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part  of  the  54th  Regiment,  upwards  of  350  persons,  besides 
the  wives  and  children  of  some  of  the  men,  and  the  fami- 
lies of  some  of  the  ofBcers.  All  went  well  till  the  11th 
November,  when  the  ship  had  reached  lat.  14  S.,  long.  66 
E.,  upwards  of  400  miles  from  the  Mauritius. 

"Between  three  and  four  p.m.  on  that  day  a  very  strong 
smell  of  fire  was  perceived  arising  from  the  after-deck,  and 
upon  going  below  into  the  hold,  Captain  Castle  found  it  to 
be  on  fire,  and  immense  volumes  of  smoke  arising  from  it. 
Endeavours  were  made  to  reach  the  seat  of  the  fire,  but  in 
vain;  the  smoke  and  heat  were  too  much  for  the  men. 
There  was,  however,  no  confusion.  Every  order  was 
obeyed  with  the  same  coolness  and  courage  with  which  it 
was  given.  The  engine  was  immediately  stopped.  All 
sail  was  taken  in,  and  the  ship  brought  to  the  wind,  so  as 
to  drive  the  smoke  and  fire,  which  was  in  the  after-part  of 
the  ship,  astern.  Others  were,  at  the  same  time,  getting 
fire-hoses  fitted  and  passed  to  the  scene  of  the  fire.  The 
fire,  however,  continued  to  increase,  and  attention  was 
directed  to  the  ammunition  contained  in  the  powder  maga- 
zines, which  were  situated  one  on  each  side  the  ship  imme- 
diately above  the  fire.  The  starboard  magazine  was  soon 
cleared.  But  by  this  time  the  whole  of  the  after-part  of 
the  ship  was  so  much  enveloped  in  smoke  that  it  was 
scarcely  possible  to  stand,  and  great  fears  wei'e  entertained 
on  account  of  the  port  magazine.  Volunteers  were  called 
for,  and  came  immediately,  and,  under  the  guidance  of 
Lieutenant  Hughes,  attempted  to  clear  the  port  magazine, 
which  they  succeeded  in  doing,  with  the  exception,  as  was 
supposed,  of  one  or  two  barrels.  It  was  most  dangerous 
work.  The  men  became  overpowered  with  the  smoke  and 
heat,  and  fell;  and  several,  while  thus  engaged,  were 
dragged  up  by  ropes,  senseless. 

"  The  flames  soon  burst  up  through  the  deck,  and  running 
rapidly  along  the  various  cabins,  set  the  greater  part  on  fire. 

"  In  the  meantime  Captain  Castle  took  steps  for  lowering 
the  boats.  There  was  a  heavy  gale  at  the  time,  but  they 
were  launched  without  the  least  accident.  The  soldiers 
were  mustered  on  deck; — there  was  no  rush  to  the  boats; 
— and  the  men  obeyed  the  word  of  command  as  if  on  pa- 
rade. The  men  were  informed  that  Captain  Castle  did  not 
despair  of  saving  the  ship,  but  that  they  must  be  prepared 
to  leave  her  if  necessary.     The  women  and  children  were 
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lowered  into  the  port  lifeboat,  under  the  charge  of  Mr. 
Very,  third  oificer,  who  had  orders  to  keep  clear  of  the  ship 
until  recalled. 

"  Captain  Castle  then  commenced  constructing  rafts  of 
spare  spars.  In  a  short  time,  three  were  put  together, 
which  would  have  been  capable  of  saving  a  great  number 
of  those  on  board.  Two  were  launched  overboard,  and 
safely  moored  alongside,  and  then  a  third  was  left  across 
the  deck  forward,  ready  to  be  launched. 

"  In  the  meantime  the  fire  had  made  great  progress.  The 
whole  of  the  cabins  were  one  body  of  fire,  and  at  about  8.30 
P.M.  flames  burst  through  the  upper  deck,  and  shortly  after 
the  mizen  rigging  caught  fire.  Fears  were  entertained  of 
the  ship  paying  off,  in  which  case  the  flames  would  have 
been  swept  forwards  by  the  wind;  but  fortunately  the  after- 
braces  were  burnt  through,  and  the  main-yard  swung  round, 
which  kept  the  ship's  head  to  wind.  About  nine  p.m.,  a 
fearful  explosion  took  place  in  the  port  magazine,  arising, 
no  doubt,  from  the  one  or  two  barrels  of  powder  which  it 
had  been  impossible  to  remove.  By  this  time  the  ship  was 
one  body  of  flame,  from  the  stern  to  the  main  rigging,  and 
thinking  it  scarcely  possible  to  save  her.  Captain  Castle 
called  Major  Brett  (then  in  command  of  the  troops,  for  the 
colonel  was  in  one  of  the  boats)  forward,  and,  telling  him 
that  he  feared  the  ship  was  lost,  requested  him  to  endeavour 
to  keep  order  amongst  the  troops  till  the  last,  but,  at  the 
same  time,  to  use  every  exertion  to  check  the  fire.  Provi- 
dentially, the  iron  bulkhead  in  the  after-part  of  the  ship 
withstood  the  action  of  the  flames,  and  here  all  efforts  were 
concentrated  to  keep  it  cool. 

"JSTo  person,"  says  the  captain,  "can  describe  the  man- 
ner in  which  the  men  worked  to  keep  the  fire  back;  one 
party  were  below,  keeping  the  bulkhead  cool,  and  when 
several  were  dragged  up  senseless,  fresh  volunteers  took 
their  places,  who  were,  however,  soon  in  the  same  state. 
At  about  ten  p.m.,  the  maintopsail-yard  took  fire.  Mr. 
Welch,  one  quartermaster,  and  four  or  five  soldiers,  went 
aloft  with  wet  blankets,  and  succeeded  in  extinguishing  it, 
but  not  until  the  yard  and  mast  were  nearly  burnt  through. 
The  work  of  fighting  the  fire  below  continued  for  hours, 
and  about  midnight  it  appeared  that  some  impression  was 
made;  and  after  that,  the  men  drove  it  back,  inch  by  inch, 
until  daylight,   when  they  had  completely  got  it  under. 
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The  ship  was  now  in  a  frightful  plight.  The  after-part 
was  literally  burnt  out — merely  the  shell  remaining — the 
port  quarter  blown  out  by  the  explosion :  fifteen  feet  of 
water  in  the  hold." 

"  The  gale  still  prevailed,  and  the  ship  was  rolling  and 
pitching  in  a  heavy  sea,  and  taking  in  large  quantities  of 
water  abaft :  the  tanks,  too,  were  rolling  from  side  to  side 
in  the  hold. 

"  As  soon  as  the  smoke  was  partially  cleared  away.  Cap- 
tain Castle  got  spare  sails  and  blankets  aft  to  stop  the  leak, 
passing  two  hawsers  round  the  stern,  and  setting  them  up. 
The  troops  were  employed  baling  and  pumping.  This  con- 
tinued during  the  whole  morning. 

"  In  the  course  of  the  day  the  ladies  joined  the  ship.  The 
boats  were  ordered  alongside,  but  they  found  the  sea  too 
heavy  to  remain  there.  The  gig  had  been  abandoned  dur- 
ing the  night,  and  the  crew,  under  Mr.  Wood,  fourth 
officer,  had  got  into  another  of  the  boats.  The  troops  were 
employed  the  remainder  of  the  day  baling  and  pumping, 
and  the  crew  securing  the  stern.  All  hands  were  em- 
ployed during  the  following  night  baling  and  pumping,  the 
boats  being  moored  alongside,  where  they  received  some 
damage.  At  daylight,  on  the  13th,  the  crew  were  employed 
hoisting  the  boats,  the  troops  were  working  manfully 
baling  and  pumping.  Latitude  at  noon,  13  deg.  12  min. 
south.  At  five  P.M.,  the  foresail  and  foretopsail  were  set, 
the  rafts  were  cut  away,  and  the  ship  bore  for  the  Mauri- 
tius. On  Thursday,  the  19th,  she  sighted  the  island  of 
Eodrigues,  and  arrived  at  Mauritius  on  Monday  the  23rd." 

The  Nile  and  Trafalgar  are  not  more  glorious  to  our 
country,  are  not  greater  victories  than  these  won  by  our 
merchant  seamen.  And  if  you  look  in  the  captains'  reports 
of  any  maritime  register,  you  will  see  similar  acts  recorded 
every  day.  I  have  such  a  volume  for  last  year,  now  lying 
before  me.  In  the  second  number,  as  I  open  it  at  hazard, 
Captain  Roberts,  master  of  tlie  ship  Eiiqjire,  from  Shields 
to  London,  reports  how  on  the  14th  ult.  (the  14th  Decem- 
ber, 1869),  he,  "being  off  Whitby,  discovered  the  ship  to 
be  on  fire  between  the  main  hold  and  boilers :  got  the  hose 
from  the  engine  laid  on,  and  succeeded  in  subduing  the 
fire;  but  only  apparently;  for  at  seven  the  next  morning, 
the  Dudgeon  bearing  S.S.E.  seven  miles'  distance,  the  fire 
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again  broke  out,  causing  the  ship  to  be  enveloped  in  flames 
on  both  sides  of  midships :  got  the  hose  again  into  play  and 
all  hands  to  work  with  buckets  to  combat  with  the  fire. 
Did  not  succeed  in  stopping  it  till  four  p.m.,  to  effect  which, 
were  obliged  to  cut  away  the  deck  and  top  sides,  and  throw 
overboard  part  of  the  cargo.  The  vessel  was  very  much 
damaged  and  leaky :  determined  to  make  for  the  Humber. 
Ship  was  run  on  shore,  on  the  mud,  near  Grimsby  harbour, 
with  five  feet  of  water  in  her  hold.  The  donkey-engine 
broke  down.  The  water  increased  so  fast  as  to  put  out  the 
furnace  fires  and  render  the  ship  almost  unmanageable. 
On  the  tide  flowing,  a  tug  towed  the  ship  off  the  mud,  and 
got  her  into  Grimsby  to  repair." 

On  the  2ud  of  November,  Captain  Strickland,  of  the 
Purchase  brigantine,  from  Liverpool  to  Yarmouth,  U.  S., 
"  encountered  heavy  gales  from  W.  N.  W  to  W.  S.  W. ,  in  lat. 
43°  N.,  long.  34°  W.,  in  which  we  lost  jib,  foretopmast, 
staysail,  topsail,  and  carried  away  the  foretopmast  stays, 
bobstays  and  bowsprit,  headsails,  cut- water  and  stern,  also 
started  the  wood  ends,  which  caused  the  vessel  to  leak. 
Put  her  before  the  wind  and  sea,  and  hove  about  twenty- 
five  tons  of  cargo  overboard  to  lighten  the  ship  forward. 
Slung  myself  in  a  bowline,  and  by  means  of  thrusting  2^- 
ineh  rope  in  the  opening,  contrived  to  stop  a  great  portion 
of  the  leak. 

''''  December  16th. — The  crew,  continuing  night  and  day 
at  the  pumps,  could  not  keep  the  ship  free;  deemed  it  pru- 
dent for  the  benefit  of  those  concerned  to  bear  up  for  the 
nearest  port.  On  arriving  in  lat.  48°  45'  N.,  long.  23°  W., 
observed  a  vessel  with  a  signal  of  distress  flying.  Made 
towards  her,  when  she  proved  to  be  the  barque  Carleton, 
water-logged.  The  captain  and  crew  asked  to  be  taken  off. 
Hove  to,  and  received  them  on  board,  consisting  of  thirteen 
men :  and  their  ship  was  abandoned.  We  then  proceeded 
on  our  course,  the  crew  of  the  abandoned  vessel  assisting 
all  they  could  to  keep  my  ship  afloat.  We  arrived  at  Cork 
harbour  on  the  27th  ult." 

Captain  Coulson,  master  of  the  brig  Othello,  reports  that 
his  brig  foundered  off  Portland,  December  27; — encounter- 
ing a  strong  gale,  and  shipping  two  heavy  seas  in  succes- 
sion, which  hove  the  ship  on  her  beam-ends.  "  Observing 
no  chance  of  saving  the  ship,  took  to  the  long  boat,  and 
within  ten  minutes  of  leaving  her  saw  the  brig  founder. 
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We  were  picked  up  the  same  morning  by  the  French  ship 
Commerce  de  Paris,  Captain  Tombarel." 

Here,  in  a  single  column  of  a  newspaper,  what  strange, 
touching  pictures  do  we  find  of  seamen's  dangers,  vicissi- 
tudes, gallantry,  generosity!  The  ship  on  fire — the  cap- 
tain in  the  gale  slinging  himself  in  a  bowline  to  stop  the 
leak — the  Frenchman  in  the  hour  of  danger  coming  to  his 
British  comrade's  rescue — the  brigantine,  almost  a  wreck, 
working  up  to  the  barque  with  the  signal  of  distress  flying, 
and  taking  off  her  crew  of  thirteen  men :  "  We  then  pro- 
ceeded on  our  course,  the  crew  of  the  abandoned  vessel  assist- 
ing all  they  could  to  keep  my  ship  afloat."  What  noble, 
simple  words !  What  courage,  devotedness,  brotherly  love ! 
Do  they  not  cause  the  heart  to  beat,  and  the  eyes  to  fill? 

This  is  what  seamen  do  daily,  and  for  one  another.  One 
lights  occasionally  upon  different  stories.  It  happened, 
not  very  long  since,  that  the  passengers  by  one  of  the  great 
ocean  steamers  were  wrecked,  and,  after  undergoing  the 
most  severe  hardships,  were  left,  destitute  and  helpless,  at 
a  miserable  coaling  port.  Amongst  them  were  old  men, 
ladies,  and  children.  When  the  next  steamer  arrived,  the 
passengers  by  that  steamer  took  alarm  at  the  haggard  and 
miserable  appearance  of  their  unfortunate  predecessors,  and 
actually  remonstrated  with  their  own  captain,  urging  him 
not  to  take  the  poor  creatures  on  hoard.  There  was  every 
excuse,  of  course.  The  last-arrived  steamer  was  already 
dangerously  full :  the  cabins  were  crowded;  there  were  sick 
and  delicate  people  on  board — sick  and  delicate  people  who 
had  paid  a  large  price  to  the  company  for  room,  food,  com- 
fort, already  not  too  sufficient.  If  fourteen  of  us  are  in 
an  omnibus,  will  we  see  three  or  four  women  outside  and 
say,  "  Come  in,  because  this  is  the  last  'bus,  and  it  rains?  " 
Of  course  not :  but  tliink  of  that  remonstrance,  and  of  that 
Samaritan  master  of  the  Purchase  brigantine ! 

In  the  wiuter  of  '63,  I  went  from  Marseilles  to  Civita 
Vecchia,  in  one  of  the  magnificent  P.  and  O.  ships,  the 
Valetta,  the  master  of  which  subsequently  did  distinguished 
service  in  the  Crimea.  This  was  his  first  Mediterranean 
voyage,  and  he  sailed  his  ship  by  the  charts  alone,  going 
into  each  port  as  surely  as  any  pilot.  I  remember  walking 
the  deck  at  night  with  this  most  skilful,  gallant,  well-bred, 
and  well-educated  gentleman,  and  the  glow  of  eager  enthu- 
siasm with  which  he  assented,  when  I  asked  him  whether 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  251 

he  did  not  think  a  kibbon  or  okdee  would  be  welcome  or 
useful  in  his  service. 

Why  is  there  not  an  Okdee  of  Britannia  for  British 
seamen?  In  the  Merchant  and  the  Eoyal  Navy  alike, 
occur  almost  daily  instances  and  occasions  for  the  dis- 
play of  science,  skill,  bravery,  fortitude  in  trying  circum- 
stances, resource  in  danger.  In  the  First  Number  of  the 
Comhill  Magazine,  a  friend  contributed  a  most  touching 
story  of  the  M'Clintock  expedition,  in  the  dangers  and 
dreadful  glories  of  which  he  shared;  and  the  writer  was  a 
merchant  captain.  How  many  more  are  there  (and,  for  the 
honour  of  England,  may  there  be  many  like  him!) — gal- 
lant, accomplished,  high-spirited,  enterprising  masters  of 
their  noble  profession !  Can  our  fountain  of  Honour  not 
be  brought  to  such  men?  It  plays  upon  captains  and  colo- 
nels in  seemly  profusion.  It  pours  forth  not  illiberal  re- 
wards upon  doctors  and  judges.  It  sprinkles  mayors  and 
aldermen.  It  bedews  a  painter  now  and  again.  It  has 
spirted  a  baronetcy  upon  two,  and  bestowed  a  coronet  upon 
one  noble  man  of  letters.  Diplomatists  take  their  Bath  in 
it  as  of  right;  and  it  flings  out  a  profusion  of  glittering 
stars  upon  the  nobility  of  the  three  kingdoms.  Cannot 
Britannia  find  a  ribbon  for  her  sailors?  The  Navy,  royal 
or  mercantile,  is  a  service.  The  command  of  a  ship,  or  the 
conduct  of  her,  implies  danger,  honour,  science,  skill,  sub- 
ordination, good  faith.  It  may  be  a  victory,  such  as  that 
of  the  Sarah  Sands  ;  it  may  be  discovery,  such  as  that  of 
the  Fox  J  it  may  be  heroic  disaster,  such  as  that  of  the 
Birkenhead  ;  and  in  such  events  merchant  seamen,  as  well 
as  royal  seamen,  take  their  share. 

Why  is  there  not,  then,  an  Order  of  Britannia?  One 
day  a  young  officer  of  the  Euryalus  may  win  it;  and,  hav- 
ing just  read  the  memoirs  of  Lord  Dtjndonald,  I  know 
who  ought  to  have  the  first  Grand  Cross. 
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ON  SOME  LATE   GREAT  VICTORIES. 

On  the  18th  day  of  April  last  I  went  to  see  a  friend  in 
a  neighbouring  Crescent,  and  on  the  steps  of  the  next  house 
beheld  a  group  something  like  that  here  depicted.  A  news- 
boy had  stopped  in  his  walk,  and  was  reading  aloud  the 
journal  which  it  was  his  duty  to  deliver;  a  pretty  orange 


girl,  with  a  heap  of  blazing  fruit,  rendered  more  brilliant 
by  one  of  those  great  blue  papers  in  which  oranges  are  now 
artfully  wrapped,  leant  over  the  railing  and  listened ;  and 
opposite  the  nympham  discentem  there  was  a  capering  and 
acute-eared  young  satirist  of  a  crossing-sweeper,  who  had 
left  his  neighbouring  professional  avocation  and  chance  of 
profit,  in  order  to  listen  to  the  tale  of  the  little  news-boy. 
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That  intelligent  reader,  with  his  hand  following  the  line 
as  he  read  it  out  to  his  audience,  was  saying : — "  Aud — now 
— Tom — coming  up  smiljng — after  his  fall — dee — delivered 
a  rattling  clinker  upon  the  Benicia  Boy's — potato-trap — 
but  was  met  by  a — punisher  on  the  nose — which,"  &c., 
&c. ;  or  words  to  that  effect.  Betty  at  52  let  me  in,  while 
the  boy  was  reading  his  lecture;  and,  having  been  some 
twenty  minutes  or  so  in  the  house  and  paid  my  visit,  I  took 
leave. 

The  little  lecturer  was  still  at  work  on  the  51  doorstep, 
and  his  audience  had  scarcely  changed  their  position.  Hav- 
ing read  every  word  of  the  battle  myself  in  the  morning,  I 
did  not  stay  to  listen  further;  but  if  the  gentleman  who 
expected  his  paper  at  the  usual  hour  that  day  experienced 
delay  and  a  little  disappointment  I  shall  not  be  surprised. 

I  am  not  going  to  expatiate  on  the  battle.  I  have  read 
in  the  correspondent's  letter  of  a  Northern  newspaper,  that 
in  the  inidst  of  the  company  assembled  the  reader's  humble 
servant  was  present,  and  in  a  very  polite  society,  too,  of 
"poets,  clergymen,  men  of  letters,  and  members  of  both 
Houses  of  Parliament."  If  so,  I  must  have  walked  to  the 
station  in  my  sleep,  paid  three  guineas  in  a  profound  fit  of 
mental  abstraction,  and  returned  to  bed  unconscious,  for  I 
certainly  woke  there  about  the  time  when  history  relates 
that  the  fight  was  over.  I  do  not  know  whose  colours  I 
wore — the  Benician's,  or  those  of  the  Irish  champion ;  nor 
remember  where  the  fight  took  place,  which,  indeed,  no 
somnambulist  is  bound  to  recollect.  Ought  Mr.  Sayers  to 
be  honoured  for  being  brave,  or  punished  for  being  naughty? 
By  the  shade  of  Brutus  the  elder,  I  don't  know. 

In  George  II. 's  time,  there  was  a  turbulent  navy  lieu- 
tenant (Handsome  Smith  he  was  called — his  picture  is.  at 
Greenwich  now,  in  brown  velvet,  and  gold  and  scarlet ;  his 
coat  handsome,  his  waistcoat  exceedingly  handsome ;  but 
his  face  by  no  means  the  beauty) — ^there  was,  I  say,  a  tur- 
bulent young  lieutenant  who  was  broke  on  a  complaint  of 
the  French  ambassador,  for  obliging  a  French  ship  of  war 
to  lower  her  topsails  to  his  ship  at  Spithead.  But,  by  the 
King's  orders,  Tom  was  next  day  made  Captain  Smith. 
Well,  if  I  were  absolute  king,  I  would  send  Tom  Sayers  to 
the  mill  for  a  month,  and  make  him  Sir  Thomas  on  coming 
out  of  Clerkenwell.  You  are  a  naughty  boy,  Tom!  but 
then,  you  know,  we  ought  to  love  our  brethren,  though  ever 
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so  naughty.  We  are  moralists,  and  reprimand  you ;  and 
you  are  hereby  reprimanded  accordingly.  But  in  ease 
England  should  ever  have  need  of  a  few  score  thousand 
champions,  who  laugh  at  danger ;  who  cope  with  giants ; 
who,  stricken  to  the  ground,  jump  up  and  gaily  rally,  and 
fall,  and  rise  again,  and  strike,  and  die  rather  than  yield — 
in  case  the  country  should  need  such  men,  and  you  should 
know  them,  be  pleased  to  send  lists  of  the  misguided  per- 
sons to  the  principal  police  stations,  where  means  may 
some  day  be  found  to  utilize  their  wretched  powers,  and 
give  their  deplorable  energies  a  right  direction.  Suppose, 
Tom,  that  you  and  your  friends  are  pitted  against  an  im- 
mense invader — suppose  you  are  bent  on  holding  the 
ground,  and  dying  there,  if  need  be — ^suppose  it  is  life, 
freedom,  honour,  home,  you  are  fighting  for,  and  there  is 
a  death-dealing  sword  or  rifle  in  your  hand,  with  which  you 
are  going  to  resist  some  tremendous  enemy  who  challenges 
your  championship  on  your  native  shore?  Then,  Sir 
Thomas,  resist  him  to  the  death,  and  it  is  all  right:  kill 
him,  and  heaven  bless  you.  Drive  him  into  the  sea,  and 
there  destroy,  smash,  and  drown  him ;  and  let  us  sing  Lau- 
damus.  In  these  national  cases,  you  see,  we  override  the 
indisputable  first  laws  of  morals.  Loving  your  neighbour 
is  very  well,  but  suppose  your  neighbour  comes  over  from 
Calais  and  Boulogne  to  rob  you  of  your  laws,  your  liberties, 
your  newspaper,  your  parliament  (all  of  which  some  dear 
neighbours  of  ours  have  given  up  in  the  most  self-denying 
manner) :  suppose  any  neighbour  were  to  cross  the  water 
and  propose  this  kind  of  thing  to  us?  Should  we  not  be 
justified  in  humbly  trying  to  pitch  him  into  the  water?  If 
it  were  the  King  of  Belgium  himself  we  must  do  so.  I 
mean  that  fighting,  of  course,  is  wrong;  but  that  there  are 
occasions  when,  &c. — I  suppose  I  mean  that  that  one- 
handed  fight  of  Sayers  is  one  of  the  most  spirit-stirring  lit- 
tle stories  ever  told :  and,  with  every  love  and  respect  for 
Morality — my  spirit  says  to  her,  "  Do,  for  goodness'  sake, 
my  dear  madam,  keep  your  true,  and  pure,  and  womanly, 
and  gentle  remarks  for  another  day.  Have  the  great  kind- 
ness to  stand  a  leetle  aside,  and  just  let  us  see  one  or  two 
more  rounds  between  the  men.  That  little  man  with  the 
one  hand  powerless  on  his  breast  facing  yonder  giant  for 
hours,  and  felling  him,  too,  every  now  and  then!  It  is  the 
little  Java  and  the  Constitution  over  again." 


A  great  battle. 

— Roundabout  Papers,  p.  255, 
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I  think  it  is  a  most  fortunate  event  for  the  brave  Heenan, 
who  has  acted  and  written  since  the  battle  with  a  true  war- 
rior's courtesy,  and  with  a  great  deal  of  good  logic  too, 
that  the  battle  was  a  drawn  one.  The  advantage  was  all 
on  Mr.  Sayers's  side.  Say  a  young  lad  of  sixteen  insults 
me  in  the  street,  and  I  try  and  thrash  him,  and  do  it. 
Well,  I  have  thrashed  a  young  lad.  You  great,  big  tyrant, 
couldn't  you  hit  your  own  size?  But  say  the  lad  thrashes 
me?  In  either  case  I  walk  away  discomfited :  but  in  the 
latter,  I  am  positively  put  to  shame.  Now,  when  the  ropes 
were  cut  from  that  death-grip,  and  Sir  Thomas  released, 
the  gentleman  of  Benicia  was  confessedly  blind  of  one  eye, 
and  speedily  afterwards  was  blind  of  both.  Could  Mr. 
Sayers  have  held  out  for  three  minutes,  for  five  minutes,  for 
ten  minutes  more?  He  says  he  could.  So  we  say  we 
could  have  held  out,  and  did,  and  had  beaten  off  the  enemy 
at  Waterloo,  even  if  the  Prussians  hadn't  come  up.  The 
opinions  differ  pretty  much  according  to  the  nature  of  the 
opinants.  T  say  the  Duke  and  Tom  could  have  held  out, 
that  they  meant  to  hold  out,  that  they  did  hold  out,  and 
that  there  has  been  fistifying  enough.  That  crowd  which 
came  in  and  stopped  the  fight  ought  to  be  considered  like 
one  of  those  divine  clouds  which  the  gods  send  in  Homer : 

Apollo  shrouds 
The  godlike  Trojan  in  a  veil  of  clouds. 

It  is  the  best  way  of  getting  the  godlike  Trojan  out  of  the 
scrape,  don't  you  see?  The  nodus  is  cut;  Tom  is  out  of 
chancery;  the  Benicia  boy  not  a  bit  the  worse,  nay,  better 
than  if  he  had  beaten  the  little  man.  He  has  not  the  hu- 
miliation of  conquest.  He  is  greater,  and  will  be  loved 
more  hereafter  by  the  gentle  sex.  Suppose  he  had  over- 
come the  godlike  Trojan?  Suppose  he  had  tied  Tom's  corpse 
to  his  cab-wheels,  and  driven  to  Farnham,  smoking  the 
pipe  of  triumph?  Faugh!  the  great,  hulking  conqueror! 
Why  did  you  not  hold  your  hand  from  yonder  hero?  Ev- 
erybody, I  say,  was  relieved  by  that  opportune  appearance 
of  the  British  gods,  protectors  of  native  valour,  who  inter- 
fered, and  "withdrew"  their  champion. 

Now,  suppose  six-feet-two  conqueror,  and  five-feet-eight 
beaten ;  would  Sayers  have  been  a  whit  the  less  gallant  and 
meritorious?  If  Sancho  had  been  allowed  really  to  reign 
in  Barataria,  I  make  no  doubt  that,  with  his  good  sense 
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and  kindness  of  heart,  lie  would  have  devised  some  means 
of  rewarding  the  brave  vanquished,  as  well  as  the  brave 
victors  in  the  Baratarian  army,  and  that  a  champion  who 
had  fought  a  good  fight  would  have  been  a  knight  of  King 
Don  Sancho's  orders,  whatever  the  upshot  of  the  combat 
had  been.  Suppose  Wellington  overwhelmed  on  the  pla- 
teau of  Mont  St.  John;  suppose  Washington  attacked  and 
beaten  at  Valley  Forge — and  either  supposition  is  quite 
easy — and  what  becomes  of  the  heroes?  They  would  have 
been  as  brave,  honest,  heroic,  wise;  but  their  glory,  where 
would  it  have  been?  Should  we  have  had  their  portraits 
hanging  in  our  chambers?  have  been  familiar  with  their 
histories?  have  pondered  over  their  letters,  common  lives, 
and  daily  sayings?  There  is  not  only  merit,  but  luck 
which  goes  to  making  a  hero  out  of  a  gentleman.  Mind, 
please  you,  I  am  not  saying  that  the  hero  is  after  all  not  so 
very  heroic;  and  have  not  th^  least  desire  to  grudge  him 
his  merit  because  of  his  good  fortune. 

Have  you  any  idea  whither  this  Roundabout  Essay  on 
some  late  great  victories  is  tending?  Do  you  suppose  that 
by  those  words  I  mean  Trenton,  Brandywine,  Salamanca, 
Vittoria,  and  so  forth?  By  a  great  victory  I  can't  mean  that 
affair  at  Farnham,  for  it  was  a  drawn  fight.  Where  then 
are  the  victories,  pray,  and  when  are  we  coming  to  them? 

My  good  sir,  you  will  perceive  that  in  this  Nicsean  dis- 
course I  have  only  as  yet  advanced  as  far  as  this — that  a 
hero,  whether  he  wins  or  loses,  is  a  hero;  and  that  if  a  fel- 
low will  but  be  honest  and  courageous,  and  do  his  best,  we 
are  for  paying  all  honour  to  him.  Furthermore,  it  has 
been  asserted  that  Fortune  has  a  good  deal  to  do  with  the 
making  of  heroes;  and  thus  hinted  for  the  consolation  of 
those  who  don't  happen  to  be  engaged  in  any  stupendous 
victories,  that,  had  opportunity  so  served,  they  might  have 
been  heroes  too.  If  you  are  not,  friend,  it  is  not  your 
fault,  whilst  T  don't  wish  to  detract  from  any  gentleman's 
reputation  who  is.  There.  My  worst  enemy  can't  take 
objection  to  that.  The  point  might  have  been  put  more 
briefly  perhaps;  but,  if  you  please,  we  will  not  argue  that 
question. 

Well,  then.  The  victories  which  I  wish  especially  to 
commemorate  in  this  the  last  article  of  our  first  volume,  are 
the  six  great,  complete,  prodigious,  and  undeniable  victo- 
ries, achieved  by  the  corps  which  the  editor  of  the  Corn-  ■ 
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HILL  Magazine  has  the  honour  to  command.  When  I 
seemed  to  speak  disparagingly  but  now  of  generals,  it  was 
that  chief  I  had  in  my  I  (if  you  will  permit  me  the  expres- 
sion), I  wished  him  not  to  be  elated  by  too  much  prosper- 
ity; I  warned  him  against  assuming  heroic  imperatorial 
airs,  and  cocking  his  laurels  too  jauntily  over  his  ear.  I 
was  his  conscience,  and  stood  on  the  splash-board  of  his 
triumph-car,  whispering,  " Hominem  memeyito  te."  As  we 
rolled  along  the  way,  and  passed  the  weathercocks  on  the 
temples,  I  saluted  the  symbol  of  the  goddess  Fortune  with 
a  reverent  awe.  "We  have  done  our  little  endeavour,"  I 
said,  bowing  my  head,  "  and  mortals  can  do  no  more.  But 
"we  might  have  fought  bravely,  and  not  won.  We  might 
have  cast  the  coin,  calling  '  Head, '  and  lo !  Tail  might 
have  come  uppermost. "  0  thou  Ruler  of  Victories ! — thou 
awarder  of  Fame ! — thou  Giver  of  Crowns  (and  shillings) — 
if  thou  hast  smiled  upon  us,  shall  we  not  be  thankful? 
There  is  a  Saturnine  philosopher,  standing  at  the  door  of 
his  book-shop,  who,  I  fancy,  has  a  pooh-pooh  expression  as 
the  triumph  passes.  (I  can't  see  quite  clearly  for  the  lau- 
rels, which  have  fallen  down  over  my  nose.)  One  hand  is 
reining  in  the  two  white  elephants  that  draw  the  car;  I 
raise  the  other  hand  up  to — to  the  laurels,  and  pass  on, 
waving  him  a  graceful  recognition.  Up  the  Hill  of  Lud- 
gate — around  the  Pauline  Square — by  the  side  of  Chepe — 
until  it  reaches  our  own  Hill  of  Corn — the  procession 
passes.  The  Imperator  is  bowing  to  the  people;  the  cap- 
tains of  the  legions  are  riding  round  the  car,  their  gallant 
minds  struck  by  the  thought,  "Have  we  not  fought  as  well 
as  yonder  fellow,  swaggering  in  the  chariot,  and  are  we  not 
as  good  as  he? "  Granted,  with  all  my  heart,  my  dear 
lads.  When  your  consulship  arrives,  may  you  be  as  fortu- 
nate. When  these  hands,  now  growing  old,  shall  lay  down 
sword  and  truncheon,  may  you  mount  the  car,  and  ride  to 
the  temple  of  Jupiter.  Be  yours  the  laurel  then.  Negue 
me  myHus  dedecet,  looking  cosily  down  from  the  arbour 
where  I  sit  under  the  arched  vine. 

I  fancy  the  Imperator  standing  on  the  steps  of  the  tem- 
ple (erected  by  Titus)  on  the  Mons  Frumentarius,  and  ad- 
dressing the  citizens :  "  Quirites !  "  he  says,  "  in  our  cam- 
paign of  six  months,  we  have  been  engaged  six  times,  and 
in  each  action  have  taken  near  upon  a  hundred  thousand 
prisonem.  Go  to!  What  are  other  magazines  compared 
17 
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to  our  magazine?  (Sound,  trumpeter!)  What  banner  is 
there  like  that  of  Cornhill?  You,  philosopher  yonder?  " 
(he  shirks  under  his  mantle).  "Do  you  know  what  it  is  to 
have  a  hundred  and  ten  thousand  readers?  A  hundred 
thousand  readers?  a  hundred  thousand  buyers  !  "  (Cries  of 
No! — Pooh!  Yes,  upon  my  honour!  Oh,  come!  and  mur- 
murs of  applause  and  derision) — "1  say  more  than  a  hun- 
dred thousand  purchasers — and  I  believe  as  much  as  a  mil- 
lion readers!  "  (Immense  sensation.)  "To  these  have  we 
said  an  unkind  word?  We  have  enemies;  have  we  hit 
them  an  unkind  blow?  Have  we  sought  to  pursue  party 
aims,  to  forward  private  jobs,  to  advance  selfish  schemes? 
The  only  persons  to  whom  wittingly  we  have  given  pain 
are  some  who  have  volunteered  for  our  corps — and  of  these 
volunteers  we  have  had  thousands."  (Murmurs  and  grum- 
bles.) "  What  commander,  citizens,  could  place  all  these 
men — could  make  oflficers  of  all  these  men?  "  (cries  of  No 
■ — no !  and  laughter) — "  could  say,  '  I  accept  this  recruit, 
though  he  is  too  short  for  our  standard,  because  he  is  poor 
and  has  a  mother  at  home  who  wants  bread?  '  could  enrol 
this  other,  who  is  too  weak  to  bear  arms,  because  he  says, 
'  Look  sir,  I  shall  be  stronger  anon?  '  The  leader  of  such 
an  army  as  ours  must  select  his  men,  not  because  they  are 
good  and  virtuous,  but  because  they  are  strong  and  capable. 
To  these  our  ranks  are  ever  open,  and  in  addition  to  the 
warriors — who  surround  me  " — (the  generals  look  proudly 
conscious) — "  I  tell  you,  citizens,  that  I  am  in  treaty  with 
other  and  most  tremendous  champions,  who  will  march  by 
the  side  of  our  veterans  to  the  achievement  of  fresh  victo- 
ries. Now,  blow  trumpets!  Bang,  ye  gongs!  and  drum- 
mers, drub  the  thundering  skins !  Generals  and  chiefs,  we 
go  to  sacrifice  to  the  gods." 

Crowned  with  flowers,  the  captains  enter  the  temple,  the 
other  Magazines  walking  modestly  behind  them.  The  peo- 
ple huzza;  and,  in  some  instances,  kneel  and  kiss  the 
fringes  of  the  robes  of  the  warriors.  The  Philosopher 
puts  up  his  shutters,  and  retires  into  his  shop,  deeply 
moved.  In  ancient  times,  Pliny  (apud  Smith)  relates  it 
was  the  custom  of  the  Imperator  "  to  paint  his  whole  body 
a  bright  red;  "  and,  also,  on  ascending  the  Hill,  to  have 
some  of  the  hostile  chiefs  led  aside  "  to  the  adjoining  pris- 
on, and  put  to  death."  We  propose  to  dispense  with  both 
these  ceremonies. 
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THOENS    IN   THE   CUSHION. 

In  the  Essay  with  which  our  first  NmnVjer  closed,  the 
CoENHiLL  Magazine  was  likened  to  a  ship  sailing  forth  on 
her  voyage,  and  the  captain  uttered  a  very  sincere  prayer 
for  her  prosperity.  The  dangers  of  storm  and  rock;  the 
vast  outlay  upon  ship  and  cargo,  and  the  certain  risk  of  the 
venture,  gave  the  chief  oificer  a  feeling  of  no  small  anxiety; 
for  who  could  say  from  what  quarter  danger  might  arise, 
and  how  his  owner's  property  might  be  imperilled?  After 
a  six  months'  voyage,  we  with  very  thankful  hearts  could 
acknowledge  our  good  fortune :  and,  taking  up  the  apologue 
in  the  Roundabout  manner,  we  composed  a  triumphal  pro- 
cession in  honour  of  the  Magazine,  and  imagined  the  Im- 
perator  thereof  riding  in  a  sublime  car  to  return  thanks  in 
the  Temple  of  Victory.  Cornhill  is  accustomed  to  grandeur 
and  greatness,  and  has  witnessed,  every  ninth  of  November, 
for  I  don't  know  how  many  centuries,  a  prodigious  annual 
pageant,  chariot  progress,  and  flourish  of  trumpetry;  and 
our  publishing  office  being  so  very  near  the  Mansion-House, 
I  am  sure  the  reader  will  understand  how  the  idea  of  pag- 
eant and  procession  came  naturally  to  my  mind.  The 
imagination  easily  supplied  a  gold  coach,  eight  cream-col- 
oured horses  of  your  true  Pegasus  breed,  huzzaing  multi- 
tudes, running  footmen,  and  clanking  knights  in  armour,  a 
chaplain  and  a  sword-bearer  with  a  muff  on  his  head,  scowl- 
ing out  of  the  coach-window,  and  a  Lord  Mayor  all  crim- 
son, fur,  gold  chain,  and  white  ribbons,  solemnly  occupy- 
ing the  place  of  state.  A  playful  fancy  could  have  carried 
the  matter  farther,  could  have  depicted  the  feast  in  the 
Egyptian  Hall,  the  ministers,  chief -justices,  and  right  rev- 
erend prelates  taking  their  seats  round  about  his  lordship, 
the  turtle  and  other  delicious  viands,  and  Mr.  Toole  behind 
the  central  throne,  bawling  out  to  the  assembled  guests  and 
dignitaries :  "  My  Lord  So-and-so,  my  Lord  What-d'ye-eall- 
'em,  my  Lord  Etcaetera,  the  Lord  Mayor  pledges  you  all  in 
a  loving  cup."  Then  the  noble  proceedings  come  to  an 
end;  Lord  Simper  proposes  the  ladies;  the  company  rises 
from  table,  and  adjourns  to  coffee  and  mufSns.  The  car- 
riages of  the  nobility  and  guests  roll  back  to  the  West. 
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The  Egyptian  Hall,  so  bright  just  now,  appears  in  a  twi- 
light glimmer,  in  which  waiters  are  seen  ransacking  the 
dessert,  and  rescuing  the  spoons.  His  lordship  and  the 
Lady  Mayoress  go  into  their  private  apartments.  The 
robes  are  doffed,  the  collar  and  white  ribbons  are  removed. 
The  Mayor  becomes  a  man,  and  is  pretty  surely  in  a  fluster 
about  the  speeches  which  he  has  just  uttered;  remembering 
too  well  now,  wretched  creature,  the  principal  points  which 
he  didn't  make  when  he  rose  to  speak.  He  goes  to  bed  to 
headache,  to  care,  to  repentance,  and,  I  daresay,  to  a  dose 
of  something  which  his  body-physician  has  prescribed  for 
him.  And  there  are  ever  so  many  men  in  the  city  who 
fancy  that  man  happy ! 

Now,  suppose  that  all  through  that  9th  of  November  his 
lordship  has  had  a  racking  rheumatism,  or  a  toothache,  let 
us  say,  during  all  dinner  time — through  which  he  has  been 
obliged  to  grin  and  mumble  his  poor  old  speeches.  Is  he 
enviable?  Would  you  like  to  change  with  his  lordship? 
Suppose  that  bumper  which  his  golden  footman  brings  him, 
instead  i'fackins  of  ypocras  or  canary,  contains  some  abomi- 
nation of  senna?  Away !  Remove  the  golden  goblet,  in- 
sidious cup-bearer !  You  now  begin  to  perceive  the  gloomy 
moral  which  I  am  about  to  draw. 

Last  month  we  sang  the  song  of  glorification,  and  rode 
in  the  chariot  of  triumph.  It  was  all  very  well.  It  was 
right  to  huzzay,  and  be  thankful,  and  cry,  Bravo,  our  side ! 
and  besides,  you  know,  there  was  the  enjoyment  of  think- 
ing how  pleased  Brown,  and  Jones,  and  Robinson  (our  dear 
friends)  would  be  at  this  announcement  of  success.  But 
now  that  the  performance  is  over,  my  good  sir,  just  step 
into  my  private  room,  and  see  that  it  is  not  all  pleasure — 
this  winning  of  successes.  Cast  your  eye  over  those  news- 
papers, over  those  letters.  See  what  the  critics  say  of 
your  harmless  jokes,  neat  little  trim  sentences,  and  pet 
waggeries!  Why,  you  are  no  better  than  an  idiot;  you 
are  drivelling;  your  powers  have  left  you;  this  always 
overrated  writer  is  rapidly  sinking  to,  &c. 

This  is  not  pleasant;  but  neither  is  this  the  point.  It 
may  be  the  critic  is  right,  and  the  author  wrong.  It  may 
be  that  the  archbishop's  sermon  is  not  so  fine  as  some  of 
those  discourses  twenty  years  ago  which  used  to  delight  the 
faithful  in  Granada.  Or  it  may  be  (pleasing  thought!) 
that  the  critic  is  a  dullard,  and  does  not  understand  what 
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he  is  writing  about.  Everybody  who  has  been  to  an  exhi- 
bition has  heard  visitors  discoursing  about  the  pictures  be- 
fore their  faces.  One  says,  "  Tliis  is  very  well;  "  another 
says,  "This  is  stufE  and  rubbish;  "  another  cries,  "Bravo! 
this  is  a  masterpiece : "  and  each  has  a  right  to  his  opinion. 
For  example,  one  of  the  pictures  I  admired  most  at  the 
Royal  Academy  is  by  a  gentleman  on  whom  I  never,  to  my 
knowledge,  set  eyes.  This  picture  is  No.  346,  Moses,  by 
Mr.  S.  Solomon.  I  thought  it  had  a  great  intention.  I 
thought  it  finely  drawn  and  composed.  It  nobly  repre- 
sented, to  my  mind,  the  dark  children  of  the  Egyptian 
bondage,  and  suggested  the  touching  story.  My  newspa- 
per says:  "Two  ludicrously  ugly  women,  looking  at  a 
dingy  baby,  do  not  form  a  pleasing  object;  "  and  so  good- 
by,  Mr.  Solomon.  Are  not  most  of  our  babies  served  so 
in  life?  and  doesn't  Mr.  Robinson  consider  Mr.  Brown's 
cherub  an  ugly,  squalling  little  brat?  So  cheer  up,  Mr. 
S.  S.  It  may  be  the  critic  who  discoursed  on  your  baby 
is  a  bad  judge  of  babies.  When  Pharaoh's  kind  daughter 
found  the  child,  and  cherished  and  loved  it,  and  took  it 
home,  and  found  a  nurse  for  it,  too,  I  daresay  there  were 
grim,  briok-dust-coloured  chamberlains,  or  some  of  the 
tough,  old,  meagre,  yellow  princesses  at  court,  who  never 
had  children  themselves,  who  cried  out,  "Faugh!  the  hor- 
rid little  squalling  wretch!"  and  knew  he  would  never 
come  to  good;  and  said,  "Didn't  I  tell  you  so?  "  when  he 
assaulted  the  Egyptian. 

Never  mind  then,  Mr.  S.  Solomon,  I  say,  because  a  critic 
pooh-poohs  your  work  of  art — your  Moses — your  child — ■ 
your  foundling.  Why,  did  not  a  wiseacre  in  Blackwood' s 
Magazine  lately  fall  foul  of  "  Tom  Jones?  "  0  hypercritic ! 
So,  to  be  sure,  did  good  old  Mr.  Richardson,  who  could 
write  novels  himself — but  you,  and  I,  and  Mr.  Gibbon,  my 
dear  sir,  agree  in  giving  our  respect,  and  wonder,  and  ad- 
miration, to  the  brave  old  master. 

In  these  last  words  I  am  supposing  the  respected  reader 
to  be  endowed  with  a  sense  of  humour,  which  he  may  or 
may  not  possess;  indeed,  don't  we  know  many  an  honest 
man  who  can  no  more  comprehend  a  joke,  than  he  can  turn 
a  tune.  But  I  take  for  granted,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  are 
brimming  over  with  fun — you  mayn't  make  jokes,  but 
you  could  if  you  would — you  know  you  could ;  and  in  your 
quiet  way  you  enjoy  them  extremely.     Now  many  people 
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neither  make  them,  nor  understand  them  when  made,  nor 
like  them  when  understood,  and  are  suspicious,  testy,  and 
angry  with  jokers.  Have  you  ever  watched  an  elderly 
male  or  female — an  elderly  "party,"  so  to  speak,  who  be- 
gins to  find  out  that  some  young  wag  of  the  company  is, 
"chafBng"  him?  Have  you  ever  tried  the  sarcastic  or 
Socratic  method  with  a  child?  Little  simple  he  or  she,  in 
the  innocence  of  the  simple  heart,  plays  some  silly  freak, 
or  makes  some  absurd  remark,  which  you  turn  to  ridicule. 
The  little  creature  dimly  perceives  that  you  are  making  fun 
of  him,  writhes,  blushes,  grows  uneasy,  bursts  into  tears, 
— upon  my  word  it  is  not  fair  to  try  the  weapon  of  ridicule 
upon  that  innocent  young  victim.  The  awful  objurgatory 
practice  he  is  accustomed  to.  Point  out  his  fault,  and  lay 
bare  the  dire  consequences  thereof :  expose  it  roundly,  and 
give  him  a  proper,  solemn,  moral  whipping — but  do  not  at- 
tempt to  castigare  ridendo.  Do  not  laugh  at  him  writhing, 
and  cause  all  the  other  boys  in  the  school  to  laugh.  Re- 
member your  own  young  days  at  school,  my  friend— the 
tingling  cheeks,  burning  ears,  bursting  heart,  and  passion 
of  desperate  tears,  with  which  you  looked  up,  after  having 
performed  some  blunder,  whilst  the  doctor  held  you  to 
public  scorn  before  the  class,  and  cracked  his  great  clumsy 
jokes  upon  you — helpless,  and  a  prisoner !  Better  the  block 
itself,  and  the  lictors,  with  their  fasces  of  birch-twigs,  than 
the  maddening  torture  of  those  jokes ! 

Now  with  respect  to  jokes — and  the  present  company  of 
course  excepted — many  people,  perhaps  most  people,  are 
as  infants.  They  have  little  sense  of  humour.  They  don't 
like  jokes.  Eaillery  in  writing  annoys  and  offends  them. 
The  coarseness  apart,  I  think  I  have  met  very,  very  few 
women  who  liked  the  banter  of  Swift  and  Fielding.  Their 
simple,  tender  natures  revolt  at  laughter.  ,Is  the  satyr 
always  a  wicked  brute  at  heart,  and  are  they  rightly  shocked 
at  his  grin,  his  leer,  his  horns,  hoofs,  and  ears?  Fi  done, 
le  vilain  monstre,  with  his  shrieks,  and  his  capering  crooked 
legs !  Let  him  go  and  get  a  pair  of  well- wadded  black  silk 
stockings,  and  pull  them  over  those  horrid  shanks;  put  a 
large  gown  and  bands  over  beard  and  hide;  and  pour  a 
dozen  of  lavender-water  into  his  lawn  handkerchief,  and 
cry,  and  never  make  a  joke  again.  It  shall  all  be  highly- 
distilled  poesy,  and  perfumed  sentiment,  and  gushing  elo- 
quence; and  the  foot  shan't  peep  out,  and  a  plague  take  it. 
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Cover  it  up  with  the  surplice.  Out  with  your  cambric,  dear 
ladies,  and  let  us  all  whimper  together. 

Now,  then,  hand  on  heart,  we  declare  that  it  is  not  the 
fire  of  adverse  critics  which  afBicts  or  frightens  the  editorial 
bosom.  They  may  be  right;  they 'may  be  rogues  who  have 
a  personal  spite;  they  may  be  dullards  who  kick  and  bray 
as  their  nature  is  to  do,  and  prefer  thistles  to  pineapples; 
they  may  be  conscientious,  acute,  deeply  learned,  delight- 
ful judges,  who  see  your  joke  in  a  moment,  and  the  pro- 
found wisdom  lying  underneath.  Wise  or  dull,  laudatory 
or  otherwise,  we  put  their  opinions  aside.  If  they  applaud, 
we  are  pleased :  if  they  shake  their  quick  pens,  and  fly  off 
with  a  hiss,  we  resign  their  favours  and  put  on  all  the 
fortitude  we  can  muster.  I  would  rather  have  the  lowest 
man's  good  word  than  his  bad  one,  to  be  sure;  but  as  for 
coaxing  a  compliment,  or  wheedling  him  into  good-humour, 
or  stopping  his  angry  mouth  with  a  good  dinner,  or  accept- 
ing his  contributions  for  a  certain  Magazine,  for  fear  of  his 
barking  or  snapping  elsewhere — allons  done  !  These  shall 
not  be  our  acts.  Bow-wow,  Cerberus !  Here  shall  be  no 
sop  for  thee,  unless — unless  Cerberus  is  an  uncommonly 
good  dog,  when  we  shall  bear  no  malice  because  he  flew 
at  us  from  our  neighbour's  gate. 

What,  then,  is  the  main  grief  you  spoke  of  as  annoying 
you — the  toothache  in  the  Lord  Mayor's  jaw,  the  thorn  in 
the  cushion  of  the  editorial  chair?  It  is  there.  Ah!  it 
stings  me  now  as  I  write.  It  comes  with  almost  every 
morning's  post.  At  night  I  come  home,  and  take  my  let- 
ters up  to  bed  (not  daring  to  open  them),  and  in  the  morn- 
ing I  find  one,  two,  three  thorns  on  my  pillow.  Three  I 
extracted  yesterday;  two  I  found  this  morning.  They 
don't  sting  quite  so  sharply  as  they  did;  but  a  skin  is  a 
skin,  and  they  bite,  after  all,  most  wickedly.  It  is  all 
very  fine  to  advertise  on  the  Magazine,  "  Contributions  are 
only  to  be  sent  to  65,  Cornhill,  and  not  to  the  Editor's  pri- 
vate residence."  My  dear  sir,  how  little  you  know  man- 
or woman-kind,  if  you  fancy  they  will  take  that  sort  of 
warning!  How  am  I  to  know  (though,  to  be  sure,  I  begin 
to  know  now)  as  I  take  the  letters  off  the  tray,  which  of 
those  envelopes  contains  a  real  hona  fide  letter,  and  which 
a  thorn?  One  of  the  best  invitations  this  year  I  mistook 
for  a  thorn-letter,  and  kept  it  without  opening.  This  is 
what  I  call  a  thorn- letter : — 


264  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

"  Cambeewell,  June  J,.. 
"Sir, — May  I  hope,  may  I  entreat,  that  you  will  favour 
me  by  perusing  the  enclosed  lines,  and  that  they  may  be 
found  worthy  of  insertion  in  the  Cornhill  Magazine  ?  We 
have  known  better  days,  sir.  I  have  a  sick  and  widowed 
mother  to  maintain,  and  little  brothers  and  sisters  who  look 
to  me.  I  do  my  utmost  as  a  governess  to  support  them. 
I  toil  at  night  when  they  are  at  rest,  and  my  own  hand  and 
brain  are  alike  tired.  If  I  could  add  but  a  little  to  our 
means  by  my  pen,  many  of  my  poor  invalid's  wants  might 
be  supplied,  and  I  could  procure  for  her  comforts  to  which 
she  is  now  a  stranger.  Heayen  knows  it  is  not  for  want  of 
will  or  for  want  of  energy  on  my  part,  that  she  is  now  in 
ill-health,  and  our  little  household  almost  without  bread. 
Do — do  cast  a  kind  glance  over  my  poem,  and  if  you  can 
help  us,  the  widow,  the  orphans  will  bless  you !  I  remain, 
sir,  in  anxious  expectancy, 

"  Your  faithful  servant,  S.  S.  S." 

And  enclosed  is  a  little  poem  or  two,  and  an  envelope  with 
its  penny  stamp — Heaven  help  us ! — and  the  writer's  name 
and  address. 

Now  you  see  what  I  mean  by  a  thorn.  Here  is  the  case 
put  with  true  female  logic.  "I  am  poor;  I  am  good;  lam 
ill;  I  work  hard;  I  have  a  sick  mother  and  hungry  brothers 
and  sisters  dependent  on  me.  You  can  help  us  if  you  will." 
And  then  I  look  at  the  paper,  with  the  thousandth  part  of 
a  faint  hope  that  it  may  be  suitable,  and  I  find  it  won't  do : 
and  I  knew  it  wouldn't  do:  and  why  is  this  poor  lady  to 
appeal  to  my  pity  and  bring  her  poor  little  ones  kneeling 
to  my  bedside,  and  calling  for  bread  which  I  can  give  them 
if  I  choose?  No  day  passes  but  that  argument  ad  miseri- 
cordium  is  used.  Day  and  night  that  sad  voice  is  crying 
out  for  help.  Thrice  it  appealed  to  me  yesterday.  Twice 
this  morning  it  cried  to  me :  and  I  have  no  doubt  when  I 
go  to  get  my  hat,  I  shall  find  it  with  its  piteous  face  and 
its  pale  family  about  it,  waiting  for  me  in  the  hall.  One 
of  the  immense  advantages  which  women  have  over  our 
sex  is,  that  they  actually  like  to  read  these  letters.  Like 
letters?  0  mercy  on  us!  Before  I  was  an  editor  I  did 
not  like  the  postman  much : — but  now ! 

A  very  common  way  with  these  petitioners  is  to  begin 
with  a  fine  flummery  about  the  merits  and  eminent  genius 
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of  the  person  whom  they  are  addressing.  But  this  artifice, 
I  state  publicly,  is  of  no  avail.  When  I  see  that  kind  of 
herb,  I  know  the  snake  within  it,  and  fling  it  away  before 
it  has  time  to  sting.  Away,  reptile,  to  the  waste-paper 
basket,  and  thence  to  the  flames ! 

But  of  these  disappointed  people,  some  take  their  disap- 
pointment and  meekly  bear  it.  Some  hate  and  hold  you 
their  enemy  because  you  could  not  be  their  friend.  Some, 
furious  and  envious,  say:  "Who  is  this  man  who  refuses 
what  I  offer,  and  how  dares  he,  the  conceited  coxcomb,  to 
deny  my  merit?  " 

Sometimes  my  letters  contain  not  mere  thorns,  but  blud- 
geons. Here  are  two  choice  slips  from  that  noble  Irish 
oak.  which  has  more  than  once  supplied  alpeens  for  this 
meek  and  unoffending  skull : — 

"Theatre  Eotal,  Donntbrook. 

"  Sir,  — I  have  just  finished  reading  the  first  portion  of 
your  Tale,  *  Lovel  the  Widower,'  and  am  much  surprised 
at  the  unwarrantable  strictures  you  pass  therein  on  the 
coTrps  de  ballet. 

"  I  have  been  for  more  than  ten  years  connected  with  the 
theatrical  profession,  and  I  beg  to  assure  you  that  the  ma- 
jority of  the  corps  de  ballet  are  virtuous,  well-conducted 
girls,  and,  consequently,  that  snug  cottages  are  not  taken 
for  them  in  the  Regent's  Park. 

"  I  also  have  to  inform  you  that  theatrical  managers  are 
in  the  habit  of  speaking  good  English,  possibly  better  Eng- 
lish than  authors. 

"  You  either  know  nothing  of  the  subject  in  question,  or 
you  assert  a  wilful  falsehood. 

"  I  am  happy  to  say  that  the  characters  of  the  corps  de  bal- 
let, as  also  those  of  actors  and  actresses,  are  superior  to  the 
snarlings  of  dyspeptic  libellers,  or  the  spiteful  attacks  and 
brutum  fulmen  of  ephemeral  authors. 

"  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant, 

"The  Editor  of  the  Cornhill  Magazine.  A.  B.  C." 

"Theatre  Eoyal,  Donnybrook. 

"  Sir, — I  have  just  read,  in  the  Cornhill  Magazine  for 
January,  the  first  portion  of  a  Tale  written  by  you,  and 
entitled  '  Lovel  the  Widower. ' 

"  In  the  production  in  question  you  employ  all  your  mali- 


266  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

cious  spite  (and  you  have  great  capabilities  that  way)  in 
trying  to  degrade  the  character  of  the  corps  de  ballet.  When 
you  imply  that  the  majority  of  ballet-girls  have  villas  taken 
for  them  in  the  Eegent's  Park,  1  say  you  tell  a  deliberate 
falsehood. 

"  Haveing  been  brought  up  to  the  stage  from  infancy,  and, 
though  now  an  actress,  haveing  been  seven  years  principal 
dancer  at  the  opera,  I  am  competent  to  speak  on  the  sub- 
ject. I  am  only  surprised  that  so  vile  a  libeller  as  yourself 
should  be  allowed  to  preside  at  the  Dramatic  Fund  dinner 
on  the  22nd  instant.  I  think  it  would  be  much  better  if 
you  were  to  reform  your  own  life,  instead  of  telling  lies  of 
those  who  are  immeasurably  your  superiors. 

"  Yours  in  supreme  disgust. 

"A.  D." 

The  signatures  of  the  respected  writers  are  altered,  and 
for  the  site  of  their  Theatre  Eoyal  an  adjacent  place  is 
named,  which  (as  I  may  have  been  falsely  informed)  used 
to  be  famous  for  quarrels,  thumps  and  broken  heads.  But, 
I  say,  is  this  an  easy  chair  to  sit  on,  when  you  are  liable  to 
have  a  pair  of  such  shillelaghs  flung  at  it?  And,  prithee, 
what  was  all  the  quarrel  about?  In  the  little  history  of 
"  Lovel  the  Widower  "  I  described,  and  brought  to  condign 
punishment,  a  certain  wretch  of  a  ballet-dancer,  who  lived 
splendidly  for  awhile  on  ill-gotten  gains,  had  an  accident, 
and  lost  her  beauty,  and  died  poor,  deserted,  ugly,  and 
every  way  odious.  In  the  same  page,  other  little  ballet- 
dancers  are  described,  wearing  homely  clothing,  doing  their 
duty,  and  carrying  their  humble  savings  to  the  family  ^.t 
home.  But  nothing  will  content  my  dear  correspondents 
but  to  have  me  declare  that  the  majority  of  ballet-dancers 
have  villas  in  the  Regent's  Park,  and  to  convict  me  of  "de- 
liberate falsehood."  Suppose,  for  instance,  I  had  chosen  to 
introduce  a  red-haired  washerwoman  into  a  story?  I  might 
get  an  expostulatory  letter  saying,  "  Sir,  in  stating  that  the 
majority  of  washerwomen  are  red-haired,  you  are  a  liar ! 
and  you  had  best  not  speak  of  ladies  who  are  immeasurably 
your  superiors."  Or  suppose  I  had  ventured  to  describe 
an  illiterate  haberdasher?  One  of  the  craft  might  write  to 
me,  "  Sir,  in  describing  haberdashers  as  illiterate,  you  utter 
a  wilful  falsehood.  Haberdashers  use  much  better  English 
than  authors."    It  is  a  mistake,  to  be  sure.     I  have  never 
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said  what  my  correspondents  say  I  say.  There  is  the  text 
under  their  noses,  but  what  if  they  choose  to  read  it  their 
own  way?  "Hurroo,  lads!  Here's  for  a  fight.  There's 
a  bald  head  peeping  out  of  the  hut.  There's  a  bald  head! 
It  must  be  Tim  Malone's."  And  whack!  come  down  both 
the  bludgeons  at  once. 

Ah  me!  we  wound  where  we  never  intended  to  strike; 
we  create  anger  where  we  never  meant  harm;  and  these 
thoughts  are  the  thorns  in  our  Cushion.  Out  of  mere  ma- 
lignity, I  suppose,  there  is  no  man  who  would  like  to  make 
enemies.  But  here,  in  this  editorial  business,  you  can't  do 
otherwise :  and  a  queer,  sad,  strange,  bitter  thought  it  is, 
that  must  cross  the  mind  of  many  a  public  man :  "  Do 
what  I  will,  be  innocent  or  spiteful,  be  generous  or  cruel, 
there  are  A  and  B,  and  C  and  D,  who  will  hate  me  to  the 
end  of  the  chapter — to  the  chapter's  end — to  the  Finis  of 
the  page — when  hate,  and  envy,  and  fortune,  and  disap- 
pointment shall  be  over. " 
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ON  SCREENS  IN  DINING-ROOMS. 

A  GKANDSON  of  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Primrose  (of  Wake- 
field, vicar)  wrote  me  a  little  note  from  his  country  living 
this  morning,  and  the  kind  fellow  had  the  precaution  to 
write  "  No  thorn  "  upon  the  envelope,  so  that  ere  I  broke 
the  seal,  my  mind  might  be  relieved  of  any  anxiety  lest  the 
letter  should  contain  one  of  those  lurking  stabs  which  are 
so  painful  to  the  present  gentle  writer.  Your  epigraph, 
my  dear  P.,  shows  your  kind  and  artless  nature;  but  don't 
you  see  it  is  of  no  use?  People  who  are  bent  upon  assas- 
sinating you  in  the  manner  mentioned  will  write  "No 
thorn"  upon  their  envelopes  too;  and  you  open  the  case, 
and  presently  out  flies  a  poisoned  stiletto,  which  springs 
into  a  man's  bosom,  and  makes  the  wretch  howl  with  an- 
guish. When  the  bailiffs  are  after  a  man,  they  adopt  all 
sorts  of  disguises,  pop  out  on  him  from  all  conceivable  cor- 
ners, and  tap  his  miserable  shou.lder.  His  wife  is  taken 
ill;  his  sweetheart,  who  remarked  his  brilliant,  too  brill- 
iant appearance  at  the  Hyde  Park  review,  will  meet  him 
at  Cremorne,  or  where  you  will.  The  old  friend  who  has 
owed  him  that  money  these  five  years  will  meet  him  at  so- 
and-so  and  pay.  By  one  bait  or  other  the  victim  is  hooked, 
netted,  landed,  and  down  goes  the  basket-lid.  It  is  not 
your  wife,  your  sweetheart,  your  friend,  who  is  going  to 

pay  you.     It  is  Mr.  Nab  the  bailiff.      You  know you 

are  caught.     You  are  off  in  a  cab  to  Chancery  Lane. 

You  know,  I  say?  Why  should  you  know?  I  make  no 
manner  of  doubt  you  never  were  taken  by  a  bailiff  in  your 
life.  I  never  was.  I  have  been  in  two  or  three  debtors' 
prisons,  but  not  on  my  own  account.  Goodness  be  praised ! 
I  mean  you  can't  escape  your  lot;  and  Nab  only  stands 
here  metaphorically  as  the  watchful,  certain,  and  untiring 
officer  of  Mr.  Sheriff  Pate.  Why,  my  dear  Primrose,  this 
morning  along  with  your  letter  comes  another,  bearing  the 
well-known  superscription  of  another  old  friend,  which  I 
open  without  the  least  suspicion,  and  what  do  I  find?  A 
few  lines  from  my  friend  Johnson,  it  is  true,  but  they  are 
written  on  a  page  covered  with  feminine  handwriting. 
"Dear  Mr.  Johnson,"  says  the  writer,  "I  have  just  been 
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perusing  with  delight  a  most  charming  tale  by  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Cambray.  It  is  called  '  Telemachus;  '  and  I 
think  it  would  be  admirably  suited  to  the  Cornhill  Maga- 
zine. As  you  know  the  editor,  will  you  have  the  great 
kindness,  dear  Mr.  Johnson,  to  communicate  with  him  per- 
sonally  (as  that  is  much  better  than  writing  in  a  round- 
about way  to  Cornhill,  and  waiting  goodness  knows  how  long 
for  an  answer),  and  stating  my  readiness  to  translate  this 
excellent  and  instructive  story?  I  do  not  wish  to  breathe 
a  word  against,  '  Lovel  Parsonage, '  '  Framley  the  Wid- 
ower,' or  any  of  the  novels  which  have  appeared  in  the 
Cornhill  Magazine,  but  I  am  sure  '  Telemachus  '  is  as  good 
as  new  to  English  readers,  and  in  point  of  interest  and  mo- 
rality/ar,"  &c.,  &c.,  &c. 

There  it  is.  I  am  stabbed  through  Johnson.  He  has 
lent  himself  to  this  attack  on  me.  He  is  weak  about 
women.  Other  strong  men  are.  He  submits  to  the  com- 
mon lot,  poor  fellow.  In  my  reply  I  do  not  use  a  word  of 
unkindness.  I  write  him  back  gently,  that  I  fear  "Telem- 
achus "  won't  suit  us.  He  can  send  the  letter  on  to  his 
fair  correspondent.  But  however  soft  the  answer,  I  ques- 
tion whether  the  wrath  will  be  turned  away.  Will  there 
not  be  a  coolness  between  him  and  the  lady?  and  is  it  not 
possible  that  henceforth  her  tine  eyes  will  look  with  dark- 
ling glances  upon  the  pretty  orange  cover  of  our  Magazine? 

Certain  writers,  they  say,  have  a  bad  opinion  of  women. 
Now  am  I  very  whimsical  in  supposing  that  this  disap- 
pointed candidate  will  be  hurt  at  her  rejection,  and  angry 
or  cast  down  according  to  her  nature?  "  Angry,  indeed !  " 
says  Juno,  gathering  up  her  purple  robes  and  royal  rai- 
ment. "  Sorry,  indeed ! "  cries  Jilinerva,  lacing  on  her 
corslet  again,  and  scowling  under  her  helmet.  (I  imagine 
the  well-known  Apple  case  has  just  been  argued  and  de- 
cided.) "  Hurt,  fqrsooth !  Do  you  suppose  we  care  for  the 
opinion  of  that  hobnailed  lout  of  a  Paris?  Do  you  suppose 
that  I,  the  Goddess  of  Wisdom,  can't  make  allowances  for 
mortal  ignorance,  and  am  so  base  as  to  bear  malice  against 
a  poor  creature  who  knows  no  better?  You  little  know  the 
goddess  nature  when  you  dare  to  insinuate  that  our  divine 
minds  are  actuated  by  motives  so  base.  A  love  of  justice 
influences  us.  We  are  above  mean  revenge.  We  are  too 
magnanimous  to  be  angry  at  the  award  of  such  a  judge  in 
favour  of  such  a  creature."     And  rustling  out  their  skirts. 
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the  ladies  walk  away  together.  This  is  all  very  well. 
You  are  bound  to  believe  them.  They  are  actuated  by  no 
hostility :  not  they.  They  bear  no  malice^ — ^of  course  not. 
But  when  the  Trojan  war  occurs  presently,  which  side  will 
they  take?  many  brave  souls  will  be  sent  to  Hades  Hec- 
tor will  perish.  Poor  old  Priam's  bald  numskull  will  be 
cracked,  and  Troy  town  will  burn,  because  Paris  prefers 
golden-haired  Venus  to  ox-eyed  Juno  and  grey-eyed  Mi- 
nerva. 

The  last  Essay  of  this  Eoundabout  Series,  describing  the 
griefs  and  miseries  of  the  editorial  chair,  was  written,  as 
the  kind  reader  will  acknowledge,  in  a  mild  and  gentle, 
not  in  a  warlike  or  satirical  spirit.  I  showed  how  cud- 
gels were  applied;  but,  surely,  the  meek  object  of  persecu- 
tion hit  no  blows  in  return.  The  beating  did  not  hurt 
much,  and  the  person  assaulted  could  afford  to  keep  his 
good-humour;  indeed,  I  admired  that  brave  though  illogi- 
cal little  actress,  of  the  T.  E.  D-bl-n,  for  her  fiery  vindi- 
cation of  her  profession's  honour.  I  assure  her  I  had  no 
intention  to  tell  1— s — well,  let  us  say,  monosyllables — 
about  my  superiors :  and  I  wish  her  nothing  but  well,  and 
when  Maemahon  (or  shall  it  be  Mulligan?)  Roi  d^ Irlande, 
ascends  his  throne,  I  hope  she  may  be  appointed  professor 
of  English  to  the  princesses  of  the  royal  house.  Nuper — 
in  former  days — I  too  have  militated;  sometimes,  as  I  now 
think,  unjustly;  but  always,  I  vow,  without  personal  ran- 
cour. Which  of  us  has  not  idle  words  to  recall,  flippant 
jokes  to  regret?  Have  you  never  committed  an  impru- 
dence? Have  you  never  had  a  dispute,  and  found  out  that 
you  were  wrong?  So  much  the  worse  for  you.  Woe  be 
to  the  man  qui  croit  toujffurs  avoir  raison.  His  anger  is 
not  a  brief  madness,  but  a  permanent  mania.  His  rage  is 
not  a  fever- fit,  but  a  black  poison  inflaming  him,  distorting 
his  judgment,  disturbing  his  rest,  embittering  his  cup, 
gnawing  at  his  pleasure,  causing  him  more  cruel  suffering 
than  ever  he  can  inflict  on  his  enemy.  0  la  belle  morale  ! 
As  I  write  it,  I  think  about  one  or  two  little  affairs  of  my 
own.  There  is  old  Dr.  Squaretoso  (he  certainly  was  very 
rude  to  me,  and  that's  the  fact);  there  is  Madame  Pom- 
posa  (and  certainly  her  ladyship's  behaviour  was  about  as 
cool  as  cool  could  be).  Never  mind,  old  Squaretoso:  never 
mind,  Madame  Pomposal  Here  is  a  hand.  Let  us  be 
friends,  as  we  once  were,  and  have  no  more  of  this  rancour. 
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I  had  hardly  sent  that  last  Roundabout  Paper  to  the 
printer  (which,  I  submit,  was  written  in  a  pacable  and  not 
unchristian  frame  of  mind),  when  Saturday  came,  and  with 
it,  of  course,  my  Saturday  Review.  I  remember  at  New 
York  coming  down  to  breakfast  at  the  hotel  one  morning, 
after  a  criticism  had  appeared  in  the  New  York  Herald,  in 
which  an  Irish  writer  had  given  me  a  dressing  for  a  certain 
lecture  on  Swift.  Ah!  my  dear  little  enemy  of  the  T. 
E..  D.,  what  were  the  cudgels  in  yowr  little  billet-doux  com- 
pared to  those  noble  New  York  shillelaghs?  All  through 
the  Union,  the  literary  sons  of  Erin  have  marched  alpeen- 
stock  in  hand,  and  in  every  city  of  the  States  they  call  each 
other  and  everybody  else  the  finest  names.  Having  come 
to  breakfast,  then,  in  the  public  room,  I  sit  down,  and  see 
— that  the  nine  people  opposite  have  all  got  New  Yorh 
Heralds  in  their  hands.  One  dear  little  lady,  whom  I 
knew,  and  who  sate  opposite,  gave  a  pretty  blush,  and 
popped  her  paper  under  the  table-cloth.  I  told  her  I  had 
had  my  whipping  already  in  my  own  private  room,  and 
begged  her  to  continue  her  reading.  I  may  have  under- 
gone agonies,  you  see,  but  every  man  who  has  been  bred  at 
an  English  public  school  comes  away  from  a  private  inter- 
view with  Dr.  Birch  with  a  calm,  even  a  smiling  face. 
And  this  is  not  impossible,  when  you  are  prepared.  You 
screw  your  courage  up — you  go  through  the  business.  You 
come  back  and  take  your  seat  on  the  form,  showing  not  the 
least  symptom  of  uneasiness  or  of  previous  unpleasantries. 
But  to  be  caught  suddenly  up,  and  whipped  in  the  bosom 
of  your  family — to  sit  down  to  breakfast,  and  cast  your  in- 
nocent eye  on  a  paper,  and  find,  before  you  are  aware,  that 
the  Saturday  Monitor  or  Black  Monday  Instructor  has 
hoisted  you  aud  is  laying  on — that  is  indeed  a  trial.  Or 
perhaps  the  family  has  looked  at  the  dreadful  paper  before- 
hand, and  weakly  tries  to  hide  it.  "  Where  is  the  Instruc- 
tor, or  the  Monitor?"  say  you.  "Where  is  that  paper?" 
says  mamma  to  one  of  the  young  ladies.  Lucy  hasn't  it. 
Fanny  hasn't  seen  it.  Emily  thinks  that  the  governess  has 
it.  At  last,  out  it  is  brought,  that  awful  paper !  Papa  is 
amazingly  tickled  with  the  article  on  Thomson;  thinks  that 
show  up  of  Johnson  is  very  lively;  and  now — heaven  be 
good  to  us ! — he  has  come  to  the  critique  on  himself : — "  Of 
all  the  rubbish  which  we  have  had  from  Mr.  Tomkins,  we 
do  protest  and  vow  that  this  last  cartload  is"  &c.     Ah, 
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poor  Tomkins ! — but  most  of  all,  ah !  poor  Mrs.  Tomkins, 
and  poor  Emily,  and  Fanny,  and  Lucy,  who  have  to  sit  by 
and  see  paterfamilias  put  to  the  torture ! 

Now,  on  this  eventful  Saturday,  I  did  not  cry,  because 
it  was  not  so  much  the  Editor  as  the  Publisher  of  the  Corn- 
hill  Magazine  who  was  brought  out  for  a  dressing;  and  it 
is  wonderful  how  gallantly  one  bears  the  misfortunes  of 
one's  friends.  That  a  writer  should  be  taken  to  task  about 
his  books,  is  fair,  and  he  must  abide  the  praise  or  the  cen- 
sure. But  that  a  publisher  should  be  criticised  for  his  din- 
ners, and  for  the  conversation  which  did  riot  take  place 
there, — is  this  tolerable  press  practice,  legitimate  joking, 
or  honourable  warfare?  I  have  not  the  honour  to  know  my 
next-door  neighbour,  but  I  make  no  doubt  that  he  receives 
his  friends  at  dinner;  I  see  his  wife  and  children  pass  con- 
stantly; I  even  know  the  carriages  of  some  of  the  people 
■who  call  upon  him,  and  could  tell  their  names.  Now,  sup- 
pose his  servants  were  to  tell  mine  what  the  doings  are 
next  door,  who  comes  to  dinner,  what  is  eaten  and  said, 
and  I  were  to  publish  an  account  of  these  transactions  in  a 
newspaper,  I  could  assuredly  get  money  for  the  report;  but 
ought  I  to  write  it,  and  what  would  you  think  of  me  for 
doing  so? 

And  suppose,  Mr.  Saturday  Eeviewer — you  censor  mo- 
rum,  you  who  pique  yourself  (and  justly  and  honourably 
in  the  main)  upon  your  character  of  gentleman,  as  well  as 
of  writer, — suppose,  not  that  you  yourself  invent  and  indite 
absurd  twaddle  about  gentlemen's  private  meetings  and 
transactions,  but  pick  this  wretched  garbage  out  of  a  New 
York  street,  and  hold  it  up  for  your  readers'  amusement 
— don't  you  think,  my  friend,  that  you  might  have  been 
better  employed?  Here,  in  my  Saturday  Revieic,  and  in 
an  American  paper  subsequently  sent  to  me,  I  light,  aston- 
ished, on  an  account  of  the  dinners  of  my  friend  and  pub- 
lisher, which  are  described  as  "tremendously  heavy,"  of 
the  conversation  (which  does  not  take  place),  and  of  the 
guests  assembled  at  the  table.  I  am  informed  that  the 
proprietor  of  the  CornhUl,  and  the  host  on  these  occasions, 
is  "a  very  good  man,  but  totally  unread;  "  and  that  on  my 
asking  him  whether  Dr.  Johnson  was  dining  behind  the 
screen,  he  said,  "God  bless  my  soul,  my  dear  sir,  there's 
no  person  by  the  name  of  Johnson  here,  nor  any  one  behind 
the  screen,"  and  that  a  roar  of  laughter  cut  him  short.     I 


.as 
0  I 

CD    I 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  273 

am  informed  by  the  same  New  York  correspondent  that  I 
have  touched  up  a  contributor's  article;  that  I  once  said 
to  a  literary  gentleman,  who  was  proudly  pointing  to  an 
anonymous  article  as  his  writing,  "Ah!  I  thought  I  recog- 
nized your  hoof  in  it."  I  am  told  by  the  same  authority 
that  the  Cornhill  Magazine  "  shows  symptoms  of  being  on 
the  wane,"  and  having  sold  nearly  a  liundred  thousand 
copies,  he  (the  correspondent)  "  should  think  forty  thou- 
sand was  now  about  the  mark."  Then  the  graceful  writer 
passes  on  to  the  dinners,  at  which  it  appears  the  Editor  of 
the  Magazine  "  is  the  great  gun,  and  comes  out  with  all  the 
geniality  in  his  power." 

Now  suppose  this  charming  intelligence  is  untrue?  Sup- 
pose the  publisher  (to  recall  the  words  of  my  friend  the 
Dublin  actor  of  last  month)  is  a  gentleman  to  the  full  as 
well  informed  as  those  whom  he  invites  to  his  table?  Sup- 
pose he  never  made  the  remark,  beginning — "  God  bless  my 
soul,  my  dear  sir,"  &c.,  nor  anything  resembling  it?  Su;^;- 
pose  nobody  roared  with  laughing?  Suppose  the  Editor 
of  the  Cornhill  Magazine  never  "  touched  up  "  one  single 
line  of  the  contribution  which  bears  "  marks  of  his  hand?  " 
Suppose  he  never  said  to  any  literary  gentleman,  "I  recog- 
nized your  hoof"  in  any  periodical  whatever?  Suppose 
the  40,000  subscribers,  which  the  writer  to  New  York 
"considered  to  be  about  the  mark,"  should  be  between  90,- 
000  and  100,000  (and  as  he  will  have  figures,  there  they 
are).  Suppose  this  back-door  gossip  should  be  utterly 
blundering  and  untrue,  would  any  one  wonder?  Ah!  if 
we  had  only  enjoyed  the  happiness  to  number  this  writer 
among  the  contributors  to  our  Magazine,  what  a  cheerful- 
ness and  easy  confidence  his  presence  would  impart  to  our 
meetings !  He  would  find  that  "  poor  Mr.  Smith "  had 
heard  that  recondite  anecdote  of  Dr.  Johnson  behind  the 
screen;  and  as  for  "the  great  gun  of  those  banquets,"  with 
what  geniality  should  not  I  "  come  out "  if  I  had  an  amia- 
ble companion  close  by  me,  dotting  down  my  conversation 
for  the  New  York  Times  ! 

Attack  our  books,  Mr.  Correspondent,  and  welcome. 
They  are  fair  subjects  for  just  censure  or  praise.  But  woe 
be  to  you,  if  you  allow  private  rancours  or  animosities  to 
influence  you  in  the  discharge  of  your  public  duty.  In  the 
little  court  where  you  are  paid  to  sit  as  judge,  as  critic, 
you  owe  it  to  your  employers,  to  your  conscience,  to  the 
18 
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honour  of  your  calling,  to  deliver  just  sentences;  and  you 
shall  have  to  answer  to  heaven  for  your  dealings,  as  surely 
as  my  Lord  Chief  Justice  on  the  Bench.  The  dignity  of 
letters,  the  honour  of  the  literary  calling,  the  slights  put 
by  haughty  and  unthinking  people  upon  literary  men, — 
don't  we  hear  outcries  upon  these  subjects  raised  daily? 
As  dear  Sam  Johnson  sits  behind  the  screen,  too  proud  to 
show  his  threadbare  coat  and  patches  among  the  more  pros- 
perous brethren  of  his  trade,  there  is  no  want  of  dignity  in 
hiTn,  in  that  homely  image  of  labour  ill-rewarded,  genius 
as  yet  unrecognized,  independence  sturdy  and  uncomplain- 
ing. But  Mr.  Nameless,  behind  the  publisher' s  screen  un- 
invited, peering  at  the  company  and  the  meal,  catching 
up  scraps  of  the  jokes,  and  noting  down  the  guests'  behav- 
iour and  conversation, — what  a  figure  his  is !  Allans,  Mr. 
Nameless!  Put  up  your  notebook;  walk  out  of  the  hall; 
and  leave  gentlemen  alone  who  would  be  private,  and  wish 
you  no  harm. 
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TUNBRIDGE  TOYS. 

I  WONDEE  whether  those  little  silver  pencil-cases  with  a 
moveable  almanack  at  the  butt-end '  are  still  favourite  im- 
plements with  boj'S,  and  whether  pedlars  still  hawk  them 
about  the  country?  Are  there  pedlars  and  hawkers  still, 
or  are  rustics  and  children  grown  too  sharp  to  deal  with 
them?  Those  pencil-cases,  as  far  as  my  memory  serves 
me,  were  not  of  much  use.  The  screw,  upon  which  the 
moveable  almanack  turned,  was  constantly  getting  loose. 
The  1  of  the  table  would  work  from  its  moorings,  under 
Tuesday  or  Wednesday,  as  the  case  might  be,  and  you 
would  find,  on  examination,  that  Th.  or  W.  was  the  23^  of 
the  month  (which  was  absurd  on  the  face  of  the  thing),  and 
in  a  word  your  cherished  pencil-case  an  utterly  unreliable 
timekeeper.  Nor  was  this  a  matter  of  wonder.  Consider 
the  position  of  a  pencil-case  in  a  boy's  pocket.  You  had 
hard-bake  in  it;  marbles,  kept  in  your  purse  when  the 
money  was  all  gone;  your  mother's  purse  knitted  so  fondly 
and  supplied  with  a  little  bit  of  gold,  long  since — prodigal 
little  son ! — scattered  amongst  the  swine — I  mean  amongst 
brandy-balls,  open  tarts,  three-cornered  puffs,  and  similar 
abominations.  You  had  a  top  and  string;  a  knife;  a  piece 
of  cobbler's  wax;  two  or  three  bullets;  a  Little  Warbler; 
and  I,  for  my  part,  remember,  for  a  considerable  period,  a 
brass-barrelled  pocket-pistol  (which  would  fire  beautifully, 
for  with  it  I  shot  off  a  button  from  Butt  Major's  jacket)  ; — ■ 
with  all  these  things,  and  ever  so  many  more,  clinking  and 
rattling  in  your  pockets,  and  your  hands,  of  course,  keep- 
ing them  in  perpetual  movement,  how  could  you  expect 
your  moveable  almanack  not  to  be  twisted  out  of  its  place 
now  and  again — your  pencil-case  to  be  bent — your  liquorice 
water  not  to  leak  out  of  your  bottle  over  the  cobbler's  wax, 
your  bull's-eyes  not  to  ram  up  the  lock  and  barrel  of  your 
pistol,  and  so  forth? 

In  the  month  of  June,  thirty-seven  years  ago,  I  bought 
one  of  those  pencil-cases  from  a  boy  whom  I  shall  call 
Hawker,  and  who  was  in  my  form.  Is  lie  dead?  Is  he  a 
millionaire?  Is  he  a  bankrupt  now?  He  was  an  im- 
mense screw  at  school,  and  I  believe  to  this  day  that  the 
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value  of  the  thing  for  which  I  owed  and  eventually  paid 
three-and-sixpence,  was  in  reality  not  oue-and-nine. 

I  certainly  enjoyed  the  case  at  first  a  good  deal,  and 
amused  myself  with  twiddling  round  the  moveable  calendar. 
But  this  pleasure  wore  off.  The  jewel,  as  I  said,  was  not 
paid  for,  and  Hawker,  a  large  and  violent  boj',  was  exceed- 
ingly unpleasant  as  a  creditor.  His  constant  remark  was, 
"  When  are  you  going  to  pay  me  that  three-and-sixpence? 
What  sneaks  your  relations  must  be?  They  come  to  see  you. 
You  go  out  to  them  on  Saturdays  and  Sundays,  and  they 
never  give  you  anything!  Don't  tell  me,  you  little  hum- 
bug !  "  aud  so  forth.  The  truth  is  that  my  relations  were 
respectable;  but  my  parents  were  making  a  tour  in  Scot- 
land; and  my  friends  in  London,  whom  I  used  to  go  and 
see,  were  most  kind  to  me,  certainly,  but  somehow  never 
tipped  me.  That  term,  of  May  to  August,  1823,  passed  in 
agonies  then,  in  consequence  of  my  debt  to  Hawker.  What 
was  the  pleasure  of  a  calendar  pencil-case  in  comparison 
with  the  doubt  and  torture  of  mind  occasioned  by  the  sense 
of  the  debt,  and  the  constant  reproach  in  that  fellow's 
scowling  eyes  and  gloomy,  coarse  reminders?  How  was  I 
to  pay  off  such  a  debt  out  of  sixpence  a  week?  ludicrous ! 
Why  did  not  some  one  come  to  see  me,  and  tip  me? 
Ah !  my  dear  sir,  if  you  have  any  little  friends  at  school, 
go  and  see  them,  and  do  the  natural  thing  by  them.  You 
won't  miss  the  sovereign.  You  don't  know  what  a  bless- 
ing it  will  be  to  them.  Don't  fancy  they  are  too  old — try 
'em.  And  they  will  remember  you,  and  bless  you  in  future 
days;  and  their  gratitude  shall  accompany  your  dreary 
after  life;  and  they  shall  meet  you  kindly  when  thanks  for 
kindness  are  scant.  0  mercy !  shall  I  ever  forget  that  sov- 
ereign you  gave  me,  Captain  Bob?  or  the  agonies  of  being 
in  debt  to  Hawker?  In  that  very  term,. a  relation  of  mine 
was  going  to  India.  I  actually  was  fetched  from  school  in 
order  to  take  leave  of  him.  I  am  afraid  I  told  Hawker  of 
this  circumstance.  I  own  I  speculated  upon  my  friend's 
giving  me  a  pound.  A  pound?  Pooh!  A  relation  going 
to  India,  and  deeply  affected  at  parting  from  his  darling 
kinsman,  might  give  five  pounds  to  the  dear  fellow!  *  *  * 
There  was  Hawker  when  I  came  back — of  course  there  he 
was.  As  he  looked  in  my  scared  face,  his  turned  livid  with 
rage.  He  muttered  curses,  terrible  from  the  lips  of  so 
young  a  boy.     My  relation,  about  to  cross  the  ocean  to 
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fill  a  lucrative  appointment,  asked  me  with  much  interest 
about  my  progress  at  school,  heard  me  construe  a  passage 
of  Eutropius,  the  pleasing  Latin  work  on  which  I  was  then 
engaged;  gave  me  a  God  bless  you,  and  sent  me  back  to 
school;  upon  my  word  of  honour,  without  so  much  as  a 
half-crown !  It  is  all  very  well,  my  dear  sir,  to  say  that 
boys  contract  habits  of  expecting  tips  from  their  parents' 
friends,  that  they  become  avaricious,  and  so  forth.  Avari- 
cious !  fudge !  Boys  contract  habits  of  tart  and  toffee  eat- 
ing, which  they  do  not  carry  into  after  life.  On  the  con- 
trary, I  wish  I  did  like  'em.  What  raptures  of  pleasure 
one  could  have  now  for  five  shillings,  if  one  could  but  pick 
it  off  the  pastrycook's  tray !  No.  If  you  have  any  little 
friends  at  school,  out  with  your  half-crowns,  my  friend,  and 
impart  to  those  little  ones  the  little  fleeting  joys  of  their 
age. 

Well,  then.  At  the  beginning  of  August,  1823,  Bartle- 
my-tide  holidays  came,  and  I  was  to  go  to  my  parents, 
who  were  at  Tunbridge  Wells.  My  place  in  the  coach  was 
taken  by  my  tutor's  servants — Bolt-in-Tun,  Fleet  Street, 
seven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  was  the  word.     My  Tutor, 

the  Eev.   Edward  P ,  to  whom  I  hereby  present  my 

best  compliments,  had  a  parting  interview  with  me :  gave 
me  my  little  account  for  my  governor :  the  remaining  part 
of  the  coach- hire;  five  shillings  for  my  own  expenses;  and 
some  five-and-twenty  shillings  on  an  old  account  which  had 
been  overpaid,  and  was  to  be  restored  to  my  family. 

Away  I  ran  and- paid  Hawker  his  three-and-six.  Ouf! 
what  a  weight  it  was  off  my  mind !  (He  was  a  Norfolk 
boy,  and  used  to  go  home  from  Mrs.  Nelson's  Bell  Inn, 
Aldgate — but  that  is  not  to  the  point. )  The  next  morning, 
of  course,  we  were  an  hour  before  the  time.  I  and  another 
boy  shared  a  hackney-coach;  two-and-six:  porter  for  put- 
ting luggage  on  coach,  threepence.  I  had  no  more  money 
of  my  own  left.  Easherwell,  my  companion,  went  into  the 
Bolt-in-Tun  coffee-room,  and  had  a  good  breakfast.  I 
couldn't;  because,  though  I  had  five-and-twenty  shillings 
of  my  parents'  money,  I  had  none  of  my  own,  you  see. 

I  certainly  intended  to  go  without  breakfast,  and  still  re- 
member how  strongly  I  had  that  resolution  in  my  mind. 
But  there  was  that  hour  to  wait.  A  beautiful  August 
morning — I  am  very  hungry.  There  is  Easherwell  "  tuck- 
ing "  away  in  the  coffee-room.     I  pace  the  street,  as  sadly 
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almost  as  if  I  had  been  coining  to  school,  not  going  thence. 
I  turned  into  a  court  by  mere  chance — I  vow  it  was  by  mere 
chance — and  there  I  see  a  coffee-shop  with  a  placard  in  the 
window,  Coffee  Twopence.  Bound  of  buttered  toast,  Two- 
pence. And  here  am  I  hungry,  penniless,  with  five-and- 
twenty  shillings  of  my  parents'  money  in  my  pocket. 

What  would  you  have  done?  You  see  I  had  had  my 
money,  and  spent  it  in  that  pencil-case  affair.  The  five- 
and-twenty  shillings  were  a  trust — by  me  to  be  handed 
over. 

But  then  would  my  parents  wish  their  only  child  to  be 
actually  without  breakfast?  Having  this  money,  and  being 
so  hungry,  so  very  hungry,  mightn't  I  take  ever  so  little? 
Mightn't  I  at  home  eat  as  much  as  I  chose? 

Well,  I  went  into  the  coffee-shop,  and  spent  fourpence. 
I  remember  the  taste  of  the  coffee  and  toast  to  this  day — a 
peculiar,  muddy,  not-sweet-enough,  most  fragrant  coffee — 
a  rich,  rancid,  yet  not-buttered-enough,  delicious  toast. 
The  waiter  had  nothing.  At  any  rate,  fourpence  I  know 
was  the  sum  I  spent.  And  the  hunger  appeased,  1  got  on 
the  coach  a  guilty  being. 

At  the  last  stage, — what  is  its  name?  I  have  forgotten 
in  seven-and-thirty  years, — there  is  an  inn  with  a  little 
green  and  trees  before  it;  and  by  the  trees  there  is  an  open 
carriage.  It  is  our  carriage.  Yes,  there  are  Prince  and 
Blueher,  the  horses;  and  my  parents  in  the  carriage.  Oh! 
how  I  had  been  counting  the  days  until  this  one  came ! 
Oh !  how  happy  had  I  been  to  see  them^  yesterday !  But 
there  was  that  fourpence.  All  the  journey  down  the  toast 
had  choked  me,  and  the  coffee  poisoned  me. 

I  was  in  such  a  state  of  remorse  about  the  fourpence, 
that  I  forgot  the  maternal  joy  and  caresses,  the  tender  pa- 
ternal voice.  I  pull  out  the  twenty-four  shillings  and 
eightpence  with  a  trembling  hand. 

"Here's  your  money,"  I  gasp  out,  "which  Mr.  P.  owes 
you,  all  but  fourpence.  I  owed  three-and-sixpence  to 
Hawker  out  of  my  money  for  a  pencil-case,  and  I  had  none 
left,  and  I  took  fourpence  of  yours,  and  had  some  coifee  at 
a  shop." 

I  suppose  I  must  have  been  choking  whilst  uttering  this 
confession. 

"My  dear  boy,"  says  the  governor,  "why  didn't  you  go 
and  breakfast  at  the  hotel?  " 
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"He  must  be  starved,"  says  my  mother. 

I  had  confessed;  I  had  been  a  prodigal;  I  had  been 
taken  back  to  my  parents'  arms  again.  It  was  not  a  very 
great  crime  as  yet,  or  a  very  long  career  of  prodigality; 
but  don't  we  knov?  that  a  boy  who  takes  a  pin  which  is  not 
his  own,  will  take  a  thousand  pounds  when  occasion  serves, 
bring  his  parents'  grey  heads  with  sorrow  to  the  grave,  and 
carry  his  own  to  the  gallows?  Witness  the  career  of  Dick 
Idle,  upon  whom  our  friend  Mr.  Sala  has  been  discoursing. 
Dick  only  began  by  playing  pitch-and-toss  on  a  tombstone : 
playing  fair,  for  what  we  know :  and  even  for  that  sin  he 
was  promptly  caned  by  the  beadle.  The  bamboo  was  in- 
effectual to  cane  that  reprobate's  bad  courses  out  of  him. 
From  pitch-and-toss  he  proceeded  to  manslaughter  if  neces- 
sary :  to  highway  robbery;  to  Tyburn  and  the  rope  there. 
Ah !  heaven  be  thanked,  my  parents'  heads  are  still  above 
the  grass,  and  mine  still  oiit  of  the  noose. 

As  I  look  up  from  my  desk,  I  see  Tunbridge  Wells  Com- 
mon and  the  rocks,  the  strange  familiar  place  which  I  re- 
member forty  years  ago.  Boys  saunter  over  the  green  with 
stumps  and  cricket-bats.  Other  boys  gallop  by  on  the  rid- 
ing-master's hacks.  I  protest  it  is  Cramp,  Biding  Maste?-, 
as  it  used  to  be  in  the  reign  of  George  IV.,  and  that  Cen- 
taur Cramp  must  be  at  least  a  hundred  years  old.  .Yonder 
comes'a  footman  with  a  bundle  of  novels  from  the  library. 
Are  they  as  good  as  our  novels?  Oh !  how  delightful  they 
were!  Shades  of  Valancour,  awful  ghost  of  Manfroni, 
how  I  shudder  at  your  appearance !  Sweet  image  of  Thad- 
deus  of  Warsaw,  how  often  has  this  almost  infantile  hand 
tried  to  depict  you  in  a  Polish  cap  and  richly  embroidered 
tights !  And  as  for  Corinthian  Tom  in  light  blue  panta- 
loons and  Hessians,  and  Jerry  Hawthorn  from  the  country, 
can  all  the  fashion,  can  all  the  splendour  of  real  life  which 
these  eyes  have  subsequently  beheld,  can  all  the  wit  I  have 
heard  or  read  in  later  times,  compare  with  your  fashion, 
with  your  brilliancy,  with  your  delightful  grace,  and  spark- 
ling vivacious  rattle? 

Who  knows?  They  may  have  kept  those  very  books  at 
the  library  still — at  the  well-remembered  library  on  the 
Pantiles,  where  they  sell  that  delightful,  useful  Tunbridge 
ware.  I  will  go  and  see.  I  went  my  way  to  the  Pantiles, 
the  queer  little  old-world  Pantiles,  where,  a  hundred  years 
since,  so  much  good  company  came  to  take  its  pleasure. 
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Is  it  possible,  that  in  the  past  century,  gentlefolks  of  the 
first  rank  (as  I  read  lately  in  a  lecture  on  George  II.  in  the 
Cornhill  Magazine)  assembled  here  and  entertained  each 
other  with  gaming,  dancing,  fiddling,  and  tea?  There  are 
fiddlers,  harpers,  and  trumpeters  performing  at  this  mo- 
ment in  a  weak  little  old  balcony,  but  where  is,  the  fine 
company?  Where  are  the  earls,  duchesses,  bishops,  and 
magnificent  embroidered  gamesters?  A  half  dozen  of  chil- 
dren and  their  nurses  are  listening  to  the  musicians;  an  old 
lady  or  two  in  a  poke  bonnet  passes,  and  for  the  rest,  I  see 
but  an  uninteresting  population  of  native  tradesmen.  As 
for  the  library,  its  window  is  full  of  pictures  of  burly  theo- 
logians, and  their  works,  sermons,  apologues,  and  so  forth. 
Can  I  go  in  and  ask  the  young  ladies  at  the  counter  for 
"Manfroni,  or  the  One-Handed  Monk,"  and  "Life  in 
London,  or  the  Adventures  of  Corinthian  Tom,  Jeremiah 
Hawthorn',  Esq.,  and  their  friend  Bob  Logic?" — absurd. 
I  turn  away  abashed  from  the  casement — from  the  Pantiles 
— no  longer  Pantiles,  but  Parade.  I  stroll  over  the  com- 
mon and  survey  the  beautiful  purple  hills  around,  twink- 
ling with  a  thousand  bright  villas,  which  have  sprung  up 
over  this  charming  ground  since  first  I  saw  it.  What  an 
admirable  scene  of  peace  and  plenty !  What  a  delicious 
air  breathes  over  the  heath,  blows  the  cloud  shadows  across 
it,  and  murmurs  through  the  full-clad  trees !  Caii  the 
world  show  a  land  fairer,  richer,  more  cheerful?  I  see  a 
portion  of  it  when  I  look  up  from  the  window  at  which  I 
write.  But  fair  scene,  green  woods,  bright  terraces  gleam- 
ing in  sunshine,  and  purple  clouds  swollen  with  summer 
rain — nay,  the  very  pages  over  which  my  head  bends — dis- 
appear from  before  my  eyes.  They  are  looking  backwards, 
back  into  forty  years  off,  into  a  dark  room,  into  a  little 
house  hard  by  on  the  Common  here,  in  the  Bartlemy-tide 
holidays.  The  parents  have  gone  to  town  for  two  days: 
the  house  is  all  his  own,  his  own  and  a  grim  old  maid- 
servant's, and  a  little  boy  is  seated  at  night  in  the  lonely 
drawing-room,  poring  over  "  Manfroni,  or  the  One-Handed 
Monk,"  so  frightened  that  he  scarcely  dares  to  turn  round. 
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DE  JUVENTUTE. 

Our  last  Paper  of  this  veracious  and  roundabout  series 
related  to  a  period  which  can  only  be  historical  to  a  great 
number  of  readers  of  this  Magazine.  Four  I  saw  at  the 
station  to-day  with  orange-covered  books  in  their  hands, 
who  can  but  have  known  George  IV.  by  books,  and  statues, 
and  pictures.  Elderly  gentlemen  were  in  their  prime,  old 
men  in  their  middle  age,  when  he  reigned  over  us.  His 
image  remains  on  coins;  on  a  picture  or  two  hanging  here 
and  there  in  a  Club  or  old-fashioned  dining-room ;  on  horse- 
back, as  at  Trafalgar  Square,  for  example,  where  I  defy 
any  monarch  to  look  more  uncomfortable.  He  turns  up  in 
sundry  memoirs  and  histories  which  have  been  published 
of  late  days;  in  Mr.  Massey's  History;  in  the  Buckingham 
and  Grenville  Correspondence;  and  gentlemen  who  have 
accused  a  certain  writer  of  disloyalty  are  referred  to  those 
volumes  to  see  whether  the  picture  drawn  of  George  is  over- 
charged. Charon  has  paddled  him  off;  he  has  mingled 
with  the  crowded  republic  of  the  dead.  His  effigy  smiles 
from  a  canvas  or  two.  Breeohless  he  bestrides  his  steed  in 
Trafalgar  Square.  I  believe  he  still  wears  his  robes  at 
Madame  Tussaud's  (Madame  herself  having  quitted  Baker 
Street  and  life,  and  found  him  sTie  raodelled  t'other  side 
the  Stygian  stream).  On  the  head  of  a  five-shilling  piece 
we  still  occasionally  come  upon  him,  with  St.  George,  the 
dragon-slayer,  on  the  other  side  of  the  coin.  Ah  me !  did 
this  George  slay  many  dragons?  Was  he  a  brave,  heroic 
champion,  and  rescuer  of  virgins?  Well!  well!  have  you 
and  I  overcome  all  the  dragons  that  assail  us  ?  come  alive 
and  victorious  out  of  all  the  caverns  which  we  have  entered 
in  life,  and  succoured,  at  risk  of  life  and  limb,  all  poor 
distressed  persons  in  whose  naked  limbs  the  dragon  Pov- 
erty is  about  to  fasten  his  fangs,  whom  the  dragon  Crime 
is  poisoning  with  his  horrible  breath,  and  about  to  crunch 
up  and  devour?  O  my  royal  liege !  0  my  gracious  prince 
and  warrior!  You  a  champion  to  fight  that  monster? 
Your  feeble  spear  ever  pierce  that  slimy  paunch  or  plated 
back?     See  how  the  flames  come  gurgling  out  of  his  red- 
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hot  brazen  throat!  What  a  roar!  Nearer  and  nearer  he 
trails,  with  eyes  flaming  like  the  lamps  of  a  railroad  engine. 
How  he  squeals,  rushing  out  through  the  darkness  of  his 
tunnel!  Now  he  is  near.  Now  he  is  here.  And  no w^ — ■ 
what? — lance,  sliield,  knight,  feathers,  horse  and  all?  O 
horror,  horror !  Next  day,  round  the  monster's  cave,  there 
lie  a  few  bones  more.  You  who  wish  to  keep  yours  in 
your  skins,  be  thankful  that  you  are  not  called  upon  to  go 
out  and  fight  dragons.  Be  grateful  that  they  don't  sally 
out  and  swallow  you.  Keep  a  wise  distance  from  their 
caves,  lest  you  pay  too  dearly  for  approaching  them.  Re- 
member that  years  passed,  and  whole  districts  were  rav- 
aged, before  the  warrior  came  who  was  able  to  cope  with 
the  devouring  monster.  When  that  knight  does  make  his 
appearance,  with  all  my  heart  let  us  go  out  and  welcome 
him  with  our  best  songs,  huzzahs,  and  laurel  wreaths,  and 
eagerly  recognize  his  valour  and  victory.  But  he  comes 
only  seldom.  Countless  knights  were  slain  before  St. 
George  won  the  battle.  In  the  battle  of  life  are  we  all  go- 
ing to  try  for  the  honours  of  championship?  If  we  can  do 
our  duty,  if  we  can  keep  our  place  pretty  honourably 
through  the  combat,  let  us  say,  Laus  Deo  !  at  the  end  of 
it,  as  the  firing  ceases,  and  the  night  falls  over  the  field. 

The  old  were  middle-aged,  the  elderly  were  in  their 
prime,  then,  thirty  years  since,  when  yon  royal  George  was 
still  fighting  the  dragon.  As  for  you,  my  pretty  lass,  with 
your  saucy  hat  and  golden  tresses  tumbled  in  your  net,  and 
you,  my  spruce  young  gentleman  in  your  mandarin's  cap 
(the  young  folks  at  the  country-place  where  I  am  staying: 
are  so  attired),  your  parents  were  unknown  to  each  other,., 
and  wore  short  frocks  and  short  jackets,  at  the  date  of  this 
five-shilling  piece.  Only  to-day  I  met  a  dog-cart  crammed 
with  children — children  with  mustachios  and  mandarin 
caps,  children  with  saucy  hats  and  hair-nets — children  in 
short  frocks  and  knickerbockers  (surely  the  prettiest  boy's 
dress  that  has  appeared  these  hundred  years) — children 
from  twenty  years  of  age  to  six;  and  father,  with  mother 
by  his  side,  driving  in  front — and  on  father's  countenance 
I  saw  that  very  laugh  which  I  remember  perfectly  in  the 
time  when  this  crown-piece  was  coined — in  his  time,  in 
King  George's  time,  when  we  were  school-boys  seated  on 
the  same  form.  The  smile  was  just  as  broad,  as  bright,  as 
jolly,  as  I  remember  it  in  the  past — unforgotten,  though 
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not  seen  or  thought  of,  for  how  many  decades  of  years,  and 
quite  and  instantly  familiar,  though  so  long  out  of  sight. 

Any  contemporary  of  that  coin  who  takes  it  up  and  reads 
the  inscription  round  the  laurelled  head,  "  Georgius  IV. 
Britanniarum  Rex.  Fid.  Def.  1823,"  if  he  will  but  look 
steadily  enough  at  the  round,  and  utter  the  proper  incanta- 
tion, I  daresay  may  conjure  back  his  life  there.  Look  well, 
my  elderly  friend,  and  tell  me  what  you  see?  First,  I  see 
a  Sultan,  with  hair,  beautiful  hair,  and  a  crown  of  laurels 
round  his  head,  and  his  name  is  Georgius  Eex.  Fid.  Def., 
and  so  on.  Now  the  Sultan  has  disappeared;  and  what  is 
that  I  see?  A  boy, —  a  boy  in  a  jacket.  He  is  at  a  desk; 
he  has  great  books  before  him,  Latin  and  Greek  books  and- 
dictionaries.  Yes,  but  behind  the  great  books,  which  he 
pretends  to  read,  is  a  little  one,  with  pictures,  which  he  is 
really  reading.  It  is — yes,  I  can  read  now — it  is  the 
"  Heart  of  Mid  Lothian,"  by  the  author  of  "  Waverley  " — • 
or,  no,  it  is  "  Life  in  London,  or  the  Adventures  of  Corin- 
thian Tom,  Jeremiah  Hawthorn,  and  their  friend  Bob 
Logic,"  by  Pierce  Egan;  and  it  has  pictures — oh!  such 
funny  pictures !  As  he  reads,  there  comes  behind  the  boy 
a  man,  a  dervish,  in  a  black  gown,  like  a  woman,  and  a 
black  square  cap,  and  he  has  a  book  in  each  hand,  and  he 
seizes  the  boy  who  is  reading  the  picture-book,  and  lays  his 
head  upon  one  of  his  books,  and  smacks  it  with  the  other. 
The  boy  makes  faces,  and  so  that  picture  disappears. 

Now  the  boy  has  grown  bigger.  He  has  got  on  a  black 
gown  and  cap,  something  like  the  dervish.  He  is  at  a 
table,  with  ever  so  many  bottles  on  it,  and  fruit,  and  tobac- 
co; and  other  young  dervishes  come  in.  They  seem  as  if 
they  were  singing.  To  them  enters  an  old  moollah,  he  takes 
down  their  names,  and  orders  them  all  to  go  to  bed.  What 
is  this?  a  carriage,  with  four  beautiful  horses  all  galloping 
— a  man  in  red  is  blowing  a  trumpet.  Many  young  men 
are  on  the  carriage — one  of  them  is  driving  the  horses. 
Surely  they  won't  drive  into  that — ah!  they  have  all  dis- 
appeared? And  now  I  see  one  of  the  young  men  alone. 
He  is  walking  in  a  street — a  dark  street — presently  a  light 
comes  to  a  window.  There  is  the  shadow  of  a  lady  who 
passes.  He  stands  there  till  the  light  goes  out.  Now  he 
is  in  a  room  scribbling  on  a  piece  of  paper,  and  kissing  a 
miniature  every  now  and  then.  They  seem  to  be  lines 
each  pretty  much  of  a  length.     I  can  read  heart,  smart. 
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dart ;  Mary,  fairy ;  Cupid,  stupid;  true,  you;  and  never 
mind  what  more.  Bah!  it  is  bosh.  Now  see,  he  has  got 
a  gown  on  again,  and  a  wig  of  white  hair  on  his  head,  and 
he  is  sitting  with  otlaer  dervishes  in  a  great  room  full  of 
them,  and  on  a  throne  in  the  middle  is  an  old  Sultan  in 
scarlet,  sitting  before  a  desk,  and  he  wears  a  wig  too — and 
the  young  man  gets  up  and  speaks  to  him.  And  now  what 
is  here?  He  is  in  a  room  with  ever  so  many  children,  and 
the  miniature  hanging  up.  Can  it  be  a  likeness  of  that 
woman  who  is  sitting  before  that  copper  urn,  with  a  silver 
vase  in  her  hand,  from  which  she  is  pouring  hot  liquor  into 
cups?  Was  she  ever  a  fairy?  She  is  as  fat  as  a  hippo- 
potamus now.  He  is  sitting  on  a  divan  by  the  fire.  He 
has  a  paper  on  his  knees.  Read  the  name  of  the  paper. 
It  is  the  Superfine  Review.  It  inclines  to  think  that  Mr. 
Dickens  is  not  a  true  gentleman,  that  Mr.  Thackeray  is  not 
a  true  gentleman,  and  that  when  the  one  is  pert  and  the 
other  is  arch,  we,  the  gentlemen  of  the  Superfine  Review, 
think,  and  think  rightly,  that  we  have  some  cause  to  be  in- 
dignant. The  great  cause  why  modern  humour  and  mod- 
ern sentimentalism  repel  us,  is  that  they  are  unwarrantably 
familiar.  Now,  Mr.  Sterne,  the  Superfine  Reviewer  thinks, 
"  was  a  true  sentimentalist,  because  he  was  above  all  things 
a  true  gentleman."  Tlie  flattering  inference  is  obvious: 
let  us  be  thankful  for  having  an  elegant  moralist  watching 
over  us,  and  learn,  if  not  too  old,  to  imitate  his  highbred 
politeness  and  catch  his  unobtrusive  grace.  If  we  are  un- 
warrantably familiar,  we  know  who  is  not.  If  we  repel  by 
pertness,  we  know  who  never  does.  If  our  language  of- 
fends, we  know  whose  is  always  modest.  0  pity!  The 
vision  has  disappeared  off  the  silver,  the  images  of  youth 
and  the  past  are  vanishing  away!  We  who  have  lived  be- 
fore railways  were  made,  belong  to  another  world.  In 
how  many  hours  could  the  Prince  of  Wales  drive  from 
Brighton  to  London,  with  a  light  carriage  built  expressly, 
and  relays  of  horses  longing  to  gallop  the  next  stage?  Do 
you  remember  Sir  Somebody,  the  coachman  of  the  Age, 
who  took  our  half-crown  so  affably?  It  was  only  yester- 
day ;  but  what  a  gulph  between  now  and  then?  Then  was 
the  old  world.  Stage-coaches,  more  or  less  swift,  riding- 
horses,  pack-horses,  highwaymen,  knights  in  armour,  Nor- 
man invaders,  Roman  legions,  Druids,  Ancient  Britons, 
painted  blue,  and  so  forth — all  these  belong  to  the  old 
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period.  I  will  concede  a  halt  iu  the  midst  of  it,  and  allow 
that  gunpowder  and  printing  tended  to  modernize  the  world. 
But  your  railroad  starts  the  new  era,  and  we  of  a  certain 
age  belong  to  the  new  time  and  the  old  one.  We  are  of  the 
time  of  chivalry  as  well  as  the  Black  Prince  or  Sir  Walter 
Manny.  We  are  of  the  age  of  steam.  We  have  stepped 
out  of  the  old  world  on  to  Brunei's  vast  deck,  and  across 
the  waters  ingens  patet  tellus.  Towards  what  new  conti- 
nent are  we  wending?  to  what  new  laws,  new  manners, 
new  politics,  vast  new  expanses  of  liberties  unknown  as 
yet,  or  only  surmised?  I  used  to  know  a  man  who  had  in- 
vented a  flying-machine.  "  Sir,"  he  would  say,  "  give  me 
but  five  hundred  pounds,  and  I  will  make  it.  It  is  so  sim- 
ple of  construction  that  I  tremble  daily  lest  some  other 
person  should  light  upon  and  patent  my  discovery."  Per- 
haps faith  was  wanting ;  perhaps  the  five  hundred  pounds. 
He  is  dead,  and  somebody  else  must  make  the  flying-ma- 
chine. But  that  will  only  be  a  step  forward  on  the  journey 
already  begun  since  we  quitted  the  old  world.  There  it 
lies  on  the  other  side  of  yonder  embankments.  You  young 
folks  have  never  seen  it :  and  Waterloo  is  to  you  no  more 
than  Agincourt,  and  George  IV.  than  Sardanapalus.  We 
elderly  people  have  lived  in  that  prserailroad  world,  which 
has  passed  into  limbo  and  vanished  from  under  us.  I  tell 
you  it  was  firm  under  our  feet  once,  and  not  long  ago. 
They  have  raised  those  railroad  embankments  up,  and  shut 
off  the  old  world  that  was  behind  them.  Climb  up  that 
bank  on  which  the  irons  are  laid,  and  look  to  the  other  side 
— it  is  gone.  There  is  no  other  side.  Try  and  catch  yes- 
terday. Where  is  it?  Here  is  a  Times  newspaper,  dated 
Monday  26th,  and  this  is  Tuesday  27th.  Suppose  you 
deny  there  was  such  a  day  as  yesterday? 

We  who  lived  before  railways,  and  survive  out  of  the  an- 
cient world,  are  like  Father  Noah  and  his  family  out  of  the 
Ark.  The  children  will  gather  round  and  say  to  us  patri- 
archs, "Tell  us,  grandpapa,  about  the  old  world."  And 
we  shall  mumble  our  old  stories;  and  we  shall  drop  oft'  one 
by  one;  and  there  will  be  fewer  and  fewer  of  us,  and  these 
very  old  and  feeble.  There  will  be  but  ten  prserailroadites 
left:  then  three — then  two — then  one — then  0!  If  the 
hippopotamus  had  the  least  sensibility  (of  which  I  can- 
not trace  any  signs  either  in  his  hide  or  his  face),  I  think 
he  would  go  down  to  the  bottom  of  his  tank,  and  never 
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come  up  again.  Does  he  not  see  that  he  belongs  to  bygone 
ages,  and  that  his  great  hulking  barrel  of  a  body  is  out  of 
place  in  these  times?  What  has  he  in  common  with  the 
brisk  young  life  surrounding  him?  In  the  watches  of  the 
night,  when  the  keepers  are  asleep,  when  the  birds  are  on 
one  leg,  when  even  the  little  armadillo  is  quiet,  and  the 
monkeys  have  ceased  their  chatter, — he,  I  mean  the  hippo- 
potamus, and  the  elephant,  and  the  long-necked  giraffe, 
perhaps  may  lay  their  heads  together  and  have  a  colloquy 
about  the  great  silent  antediluvian  world  which  they  re- 
member, where  mighty  monsters  floundered  through  the 
ooze,  crocodiles  basked  on  the  banks,  and  dragons  darted 
out  of  the  caves  and  waters  before  men  were  made  to  slay 
them.  We  who  lived  before  railways — are  antediluvians 
— we  must  pass  away.  We  are  growing  scarcer  every  day; 
and  old — old — very  old  relicts  of  the  times  when  George 
was  still  fighting  the  Dragon. 

Not  long  since,  a  company  of  horse-riders  paid  a  visit  to 
our  watering-place.  We  went  to  see  them,  and  I  bethought 
me  that  young  Walter  Juvenis,  who  was  in  the  place, 
might  like  also  to  witness  the  performance.  A  pantomime 
is  not  always  amusing  to  persons  who  have  attained  a  cer- 
tain age;  but  a  boy  at  a  pantomime  is  always  amused  and 
amusing,  and,  to  see  his  pleasure,  is  good  for  most  hypo- 
chondriacs. 

We  sent  to  Walter's  mother,  requesting  that  he  might 
join  lis,  and  the  kind  lady  replied  that  the  boy  had  already 
been  at  the  morning  performance  of  the  equestrians,  but 
was  most  eager  to  go  in  the  evening  likewise.  And  go  he 
did;  and  laughed  at  all  Mr.  Merryman's  remarks,  though 
he  remembered  them  with  remarkable  accuracy,  and  in- 
sisted upon  waiting  to  the  very  end  of  the  fun,  and  was 
only  induced  to  retire  just  before  its  conclusion  by  repre- 
sentations that  the  ladies  of  the  party  would  be  incom- 
moded if  they  were  to  wait  and  undergo  the  rush  and  tram- 
ple of  the  crowd  round  about.  When  this  fact  was  pointed 
out  to  him,  he  yielded  at  once,  though  with  a  heavy  heart, 
his  eyes  looking  longingly  towards  the  ring  as  we  retreated 
out  of  the  booth.  We  were  scarcely  clear  of  the  place, 
when  we  heard  "  God  save  the  King,"  played  by  the  eques- 
trian band,  the  signal  that  all  was  over.  Our  companion 
entertained  us  with  scraps  of  the  dialogue  on  our  way  home 
— precious  crumbs  of  wit  which  he  had  brought  away  from 
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that  feast.  He  laughed  over  them  again  as  we  walked 
under  the  stars.  He  has  them  now,  and  takes  them  out  of 
the  pocket  of  his  memory,  and  crunches  a  bit,  and  relishes 
it  with  a  sentimental  tenderness,  too,  for  he  is,  no  doubt, 
back  at  school  by  this  time;  the  holidays  are  over;  and 
Doctor  Birch's  young  friends  have  reassembled. 

Queer  jokes,  which  caused  a  thousand  simple  mouths  to 
grin !  As  the  jaded  Merryman  uttered  them  to  the  old 
gentleman  with  the  whip,  some  of  the  old  folks  in  the  audi- 
ence, I  daresay,  indulged  in  reflections  of  their  own. 
There  was  one  joke — I  utterly  forget  it — but  it  began  with 
Merryman  saying  what  he  had  for  dinner.  He  had  mut- 
ton for  dinner,  at  one  o'clock,  after  which  "he  had  to 
come  to  btisiness."  And  then  came  the  point.  Walter 
Juvenis,  Esq.,  Rev.  Doctor  Birch's,  Market  Eodborough, 
if  you  read  this,  will  you  please  send  me  a  line,  and  let 
me  know  what  was  the  joke  Mr.  Merryman  made  about 
having  his  dinner?  You  remember  well  enough.  But 
do  I  want  to  know?  Suppose  a  boy  takes  a  favourite, 
long-cherished  lump  of  cake  out  of  his  pocket,  and  offers 
you  a  bite?  Mercif  Tlie  fact  is,  I  don't  care  much  about 
knowing  that  joke  of  Mr.  Merryman's. 

But  whilst  he  was  talking  about  his  dinner,  and  his  mut- 
ton, and  his  landlord,  and  his  business,  I  felt  a  great  inter- 
est about  Mr.  M.  in  private  life — about  his  wife,  lodgings, 
earnings,  and  general  history,  and  I  daresay  was  forming 
a  picture  of  those  in  my  mind: — wife  cooking  the  mutton; 
children  waiting  for  it;  Merryman  in  his  plain  clothes, 
and  so  forth;  during  which  contemplation  the  joke  was 
uttered  and  laughed  at,  and  Mr.  M.,  resuming  his  profes- 
sional duties,  was  tumbling  over  head  and  heels.  Do  not 
suppose  I  am  going,  sicut  est  mos,  to  indulge  in  moralities 
about  buffoons,  paint,  motley,  and  mountebanking.  Nay, 
Prime  Ministers  rehearse  their  jokes;  Opposition  leaders 
prepare  and  polish  them ;  Tabernacle  preachers  must  arrange 
them  ir.  their  mind  before  they  utter  them.  All  I  mean 
is,  that  I  would  like  to  know  any  one  of  these  performers 
thoroughly,  and  out  of  his  uniform :  that  preacher,  and 
why  in  his  travels  this  and  that  point  struck  him;  wherein 
lies  his  power  of  pathos,  humour,  eloquence; — that  Minis- 
ter of  State,  and  what  moves  him,  and  how  his  private 
heart  ia  working; — I  would  only  say  that,  at  a  certain  time 
of  life  certain  things  cease   to  interest:  but  about  some 
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things  when  we  cease  to  care,  what  will  be  the  use  of  life, 
sight,  hearing?  Poems  are  written,  and  we  cease  to  ad- 
mire. Lady  Jones  invites  us,  and  we  yawn;  she  ceases  to 
invite  us,  and  we  are  resigned.  The  last  time  I  saw  a  bal- 
let at  the  opera — oh !  it  is  many  years  ago — I  fell  asleep  in 
the  stalls,  wagging  my  head  in  insane  dreams,  and  I  hope 
affording  amusement  to  the  company,  while  the  feet  of  five 
hundred  nymphs  were  cutting  flicflacs  on  the  stage  at  a 
few  paces'  distance.  Ah,  I  remember  a  different  state  of 
things!  Credite posteri.  To  see  those  nymphs — gracious 
powers,  how  beautiful  they  were!  That  leering,  painted, 
shrivelled,  thin-armed,  thick-ankled  old  thing,  cutting 
dreary  capers,  coming  thumping  down  on  her  board  out  of 
time — that  an  opera-dancer?  Pooh!  My  dear  Walter,  the 
great  difference  between  my  time  and  yours,  who  will  enter 
life  some  two  or  three  years  hence,  is  that,  now,  the  danc- 
ing women  and  singing  women  are  ludicrously  old,  out  of 
time,  and  out  of  tune;  the  paint  is  so  visible,  and  the  dinge 
and  wrinkles  of  their  wretched  old  cotton  stockings,  that  I 
am  surprised  how  anybody  can  like  to  look  at  them.  And 
as  for  laughing  at  me  for  falling  asleep,  I  can't  understand 
a  man  of  sense  doing  otherwise.  In  my  time,  a  la  bonne 
heure.  In  the  reign  of  George  IV. ,  I  give  you  my  honour, 
all  the  dancers  at  the  opera  were  as  beautiful  as  Houris. 
Even  in  William  IV. 's  time,  when  I  think  of  Duvernay 
prancing  in  as  the  Bayadere, — I  say  it  was  a  vision  of  love- 
liness such  as  mortal  eyes  can't  see  now-a-days.  How  well 
I  remember  the  tune  to  which  she  used  to  appear !  Kaled 
used  to  say  to  the  Sultan,  "  My  lord,  a  troop  of  those  danc- 
ing and  singing  gurls  called  Bayaderes  approaches,"  and, 
to  the  clash  of  cymbals,  and  the  thumping  of  my  heart,  in 
she  used  to  dance !  There  has  never  been  anything  like  it 
■ — never.  There  never  will  be — I  laugh  to  scorn  old  people 
who  tell  me  about  your  Noblet,  your  Montessu,  your  Ves- 
tris,  your  Parisot — pshaw,  the  senile  twaddlers  I  And  the 
impudence  of  the  young  men,  with  their  music  and  their 
dancers  of  to-day!  I  tell  you  the  women  are  dreary  old 
creatures.  I  tell  you  one  air  in  an  opera  is  just  like 
another,  and  they  send  all  rational  creatures  to  sleep.  Ah, 
Eonzi  de  Begnis,  thou  lovely  one !  Ah,  Caradori,  thou 
smiling  angel!  Ah,  Malibran!  Nay,  I  will  come  to  mod- 
ern times,  and  acknowledge  that  Lablache  was  a  very  good 
singer  thirty  years  ago  (though  Porto  was  the  boy  for  me) : 
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and  then  we  had  Ambrogetti,  and  Curioni,  and  Donzelli,  a 
rising  young  singer. 

But  what  is  most  certain  and  lamentable  is  the  decay  of 
stage  beauty  since  the  days  of  George  IV.  Think  of  Son- 
tag  !  I  remember  her  in  "  Otello  "  and  the  "  Donna  del 
Lago  "  in  '28.  I  remember  being  behind  the  scenes  at  the 
opera  (where  numbers  of  us  young  fellows  of  fashion  used 
to  go),  and  seeing  Son  tag  let  her  hair  fall  down  over  her 
shoulders  previous  to  her  murder  by  Donzelli.  Young  fel- 
lows have  never  seen  beauty  like  that,  heard  such  a  voice, 
seen  such  hair,  such  eyes.  Don't  tell  ine  !  A  man  who  has 
been  about  town  since  the  reign  of  George  IV. ,  ought  he 
not  to  know  better  than  you  young  lads  who  have  seen 
nothing?  The  deterioration  of  women  is  lamentable;  and 
the  conceit  of  the  young  fellows  more  lamentable  still,  that 
they  won't  see  this  fact,  but  persist  in  thinking  their  time 
as  good  as  ours. 

Bless  me !  when  I  was  a  lad,  the  stage  was  covered  with 
angels,  who  sang,  acted,  and  danced.  When  I  remember 
the  Adelphi,  and  the  actresses  there  :  when  I  think  of  Miss 
Chester,  and  Miss  Love,  and  Mrs.  Serle  at  Sadler's  Wells, 
and  her  forty  glorious  pupils — of  the  Opera  and  ISToblet, 
and  the  exquisite  young  Taglioni,  and  Pauline  Leroux,  and 
a  host  more !  One  much-admired  being  of  those  days  I 
confess  I  never  cared  for,  and  that  was  the  chief  male 
dancer — a  very  important  personage  then,  with  a  bare  neck, 
bare  arms,  a  tunic,  and  a  hat  and  feathers,  who  used  to 
divide  the  applause  with  the  ladies,  and  who  has  novf 
sunk  down  a  trap-door  for  ever.  And  this  frank  admission 
ought  to  show  that  I  am  not  your  mere  twaddling  laudator 
temporis  acti — your  old  fogey  who  can  see  no  good  except 
in  his  own  time. 

They  say  that  claret  is  better  now-a-days,  and  cookery 
much  improved  since  the  days  of  my  monarch — of  George 
IV.  Pastry  Cooliery  is  certainly  not  so  good.  I  have 
often  eaten  half-a-crown's  worth  (including,  I  trust,  ginger- 
beer)  at  our  school  pastrycook's,  and  that  is  a  proof  that 
the  pastry  must  have  been  very  good,  for  could  I  do  as  much 
now?  I  passed  by  the  pastrycook's  shop  lately,  having 
occasion  to  visit  my  old  school.  It  looked  a  very  dingy  old 
baker's;  misfortunes  may  have  come  over  him — those  pen- 
ny tarts  certainly  did  not  look  so  nice  as  I  remember  them : 
but  he  may  have  grown  careless  as  he  has  grown  old  (I 
19 
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should  judge  him  to  be  now  about  ninetj^-six  years  of  age) 
and  his  hand  may  have  lost  its  cunning. 

Not  that  we  were  not  great  epicures.  I  remember  how 
we  constantly  grumbled  at  the  quantity  of  the  food  in  our 
master's  house — which  on  my  conscience  I  believe  was  ex- 
cellent and  plentiful — and  how  we  tried  once  or  twice  to  eat 
him  out  of  house  and  home.  At  the  pastrycook's  we  may 
have  over-eaten  ourselves  (I  have  admitted  half-a-crown's 
worth  for  my  own  part,  but  I  don't  like  to  mention  the 
real  figure  for  fear  of  perverting  the  present  generation  of 
boys  by  my  monstrous  confession) — we  may  have  eaten  too 
much,  I  say.  We  did;  but  what  then?  The  school  apothe- 
cary was  sent  for:  a  couple  of  small  globules  at  night,  a 
trifling  preparation  of  senna  in  the  morning,  and  we  had 
not  to  go  to  school,  so  that  the  draught  was  an  actual 
pleasure. 

For  our  amusements,  besides  the  games  in  vogue,  which 
were  pretty  much  in  old  times  as  they  are  now  (except 
cricket,  par  exemple — and  I  wish  the  present  youth  joy  of 
their  bowling,  and  suppose  Armstrong  and  Whitworth  will 
bowl  at  them  with  light  field-pieces  next),  there  were  nov- 
els— ah !  I  trouble  you  to  find  such  novels  in  the  present 
day!  O  "Scottish  Chiefs,"  didn't  we  weep  over  you!  O 
"  Mysteries  of  Udolfo,"  didn't  I  and  Briggs  minor  draw  pic- 
tures out  of  you,  as  I  have  said?  This  was  the  sort  of 
thing :  this  (see  opposite  page)  was  the  fashion  in  our  day. 
Efforts,  feeble  indeed,  but  still  giving  pleasure  to  us  and 
our  friends.  "  I  say,  old  boy,  draw  us  Vivaldi  tortured  in 
the  Inquisition,"  or  "Draw  us  Don  Quixote  and  the  wind- 
mills, you  know,"  amateurs  would  say,  to  boys  who  had  a 
love  of  drawing.  "  Peregrine  Pickle  "  we  liked,  our  fathers 
admiring  it,  and  telling  us  (the  sly  old  boys)  it  was  capital 
fun ;  but  I  think  I  was  rather  bewildered  by  it,  though 
"Eoderick  Random  "  was  and  remains  delightful.  I  don't 
remember  having  Sterne  in  the  school  library,  no  doubt  be- 
cause the  works  of  that  divine  were  not  considered  decent 
for  young  people.  Ah!  not  against  thy  genius,  0  father 
of  Uncle  Toby  and  Trim,  would  I  say  a  word  in  disrespect. 
But  I  am  thankful  to  live  in  times  when  men  no  longer 
have  the  temptation  to  write  so  as  to  call  blushes  on  wom- 
en's cheeks,  and  would  shame  to  whisper  wicked  allu- 
sions to  honest  boys.  Then,  above  all,  we  had  Walter 
Scott,  the  kindly,  the  generous,  the  pure — the  companion 
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of  what  countless  delightful  hours;  the  purveyor  of  how 
much  happiness;  the  friend  whom  we  recall  as  the  constant 
benefactor  of  our  youth !  How  well  I  remember  the  type 
and  the  brownish  paper  of  the  old  duodecimo  "Tales  of 


My  Landlord !  "  I  have  never  dared  to  read  the  "Pirate," 
and  the  "Bride  of  Lammermoor,"  or  "Kenil worth,"  from 
that  day  to  this,  because  the  finale  is  unhappy,  and  people 
die,  and  are  murdered  at  the  end.  But  "Ivanhoe,"  and 
"  Quentin  Durward !  "  Oh !  for  a  half-holiday,  and  a  quiet 
corner,  and  one  of  those  books  again!     Those  books,  and 
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perhaps  those  eyes  with  which  we  read  them;  and,  it  may 
be,  the  brains  behind  the  eyes !  It  may  be  the  tart  was 
good;  but  how  fresh  the  appetite  was !  If  the  gods  would 
give  me  the  desire  of  my  heart,  I  should  be  able  to  write 
a  story  which  boys  would  relish  for  the  next  few  dozen  of 
centuries.  The  boy-critic  loves  the  story :  grown  up,  he 
loves  the  author  who  wrote  the  story.  Hence  the  kindly 
tie  is  established  between  writer  and  reader,  and  lasts 
pretty  nearly  for  life.  I  meet  people  now  who  don't  care 
for  Walter  Scott,  or  the  "Arabian  Nights;"  I  am  sorry 
for  them,  unless  they  in  their  time  have  found  their 
romancer — their  charming  Scheherazade.  By  the  way, 
Walter,  when  you  are  writing,  tell  me  who  is  the  favourite 
novelist  in  the  fourth  form  now?  Have  you  got  any  things 
so  good  and  kindly  as  dear  Miss  Edgeworth's  "Frank?" 
It  used  to  belong  to  a  fellow's  sisters  generally;  but  though 
he  pretended  to  despise  it,  and  said,  "  Oh,  stuff  for  girls !  " 
he  read  it;  and  I  think  there  were  one  or  two  passages 
which  would  try  my  eyes  now,  were  I  to  meet  with  the  lit- 
tle book. 

As  for  Thomas  and  Jeremiah  (it  is  only  my  witty  way 
of  calling  Tom  and  Jerry),  I  went  to  the  British  Museum 
the  other  day  on  purpose  to  get  it;  but  somehow,  if  you  will 
press  the  question  so  closely,  on  reperusal,  Tom  and  Jerry 
is  not  so  brilliant  as  I  had  supposed  it  to  be.  The  pictures 
are  just  as  fine  as  ever;  and  I  shook  hands  with  broad- 
backed  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian  Tom  with  delight, 
after  many  years'  absence.  But  the  style  of  the  writing, 
I  own,  was  not  pleasing  to  me;  I  even  thought  it  a  little 
vulgar — well !  well !  other  writers  have  been  considered 
vulgar — and  as  a  description  of  the  sports  and  amusements 
of  London  in  the  ancient  times,  more  curious  than  amusing. 

But  the  pictures! — oh!  the  pictures  are  noble  still! 
First,  there  is  Jerry  arriving  from  the  country,  in  a  green 
coat  and  leather  gaiters,  and  being  measured  for  a  fashion- 
able suit  at  Corinthian  House,  by  Corinthian  Tom's  tailor. 
Then  away  for  the  career  of  pleasure  and  fashion.  The 
park !  delicious  excitement !  The  theatre !  the  saloon ! !  the 
green-room ! ! !  Rapturous  bliss — the  opera  itself !  and  then 
perhaps  to  Temple  Bar,  to  knock  doiun  a  Charley  there ! 
There  are  Jerry  and  Tom,  with  their  tights  and  little 
cocked  hats,  coming  from  the  opera — very  much  as  gentle- 
men in  waiting  on  royalty  are  habited  now.     There  they 
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are  at  Almack's  itself,  amidst  a  crowd  of  high-bred  person- 
ages, with  the  Duke  of  Clarence  himself  looking  at  them 
dancing.  Now,  strange  change,  they  are  in  Tom  Cribb's 
parlour,  where  they  don't  seem  to  be  a  whit  less  at  home 
than  in  fashion's  gilded  halls:  and  now  they  are  at  New- 
gate, seeing  the  irons  knocked  off  the  malefactors'  legs 
previous  to  execution.  What  hardened  ferocity  in  the 
countenance  of  the  desperado  in  yellow  breeches !  What 
compunction  in  the  face  of  the  gentleman  in  black  (who,  I 
suppose,  has  been  forging),  and  who  clasps  his  hands,  and 
listens  to  the  chaplain !  Now  we  haste  away  to  merrier 
scenes:  to  Tattersall's  (ah!  gracious  powers !  what  a  fanny 
fellow  that  actor  was  who  performed  Dicky  Green  in  that 
scene  at  the  play!);  and  now  we  are  at  a  private  party,  at 
which  Corinthian  Tom  is  waltzing  (and  very  gracefully, 
too,  as  you  must  confess)  with  Corinthian  Kate,  whilst  Bob 
Logic,  the  Oxonian,  is  playing  on  the  piano  I 

"  After, "  the  text  says,  "  the  Oxonian  had  played  several 
pieces  of  lively  music,  he  requested  as  a  favour  that  Kate 
and  his  friend  Tom  would  perform  a  waltz.  Kate  without 
any  hesitation  immediately  stood  up.  Tom  offered  his 
hand  to  his  fascinating  partner,  and  the  dance  took  place. 
The  plate  (see  next  page)  conveys  a  correct  representation 
of  the  '  gay  scene '  at  that  precise  moment.  The  anxiety 
of  the  Oxonian  to  witness  the  attitiides  of  the  elegant  pair 
had  nearly  put  a  stop  to  their  movements.  On  turning 
round  from  the  pianoforte  and  presenting  his  comical  mug, 
Kate  could  scarcely  suppress  a  laugh." 

And  no  wonder;  just  look  at  it  now  (as  I  have  copied  it 
to  the  best  of  my  humble  ability),  and  compare  Master 
Logic's  countenance  and  attitude  with  the  splendid  ele- 
gance of  Tom !  Now  every  London  man  is  weary  and  blase. 
There  is  an  enjoyment  of  life  in  these  young  bucks  of  1823 
which  contrasts  strangely  with  our  feelings  of  1860.  Here, 
for  instance,  is  a  specimen  of  their  talk  and  walk.  "  '  If,' 
says  Logic — '  if  enjoyment  is  your  motto,  you  may  make  the 
most  of  an  evening  at  Vauxhall,  more  than  at  any  other 
place  in  the  metropolis.  It  is  all  free  and  easy.  Stay  as 
long  as  you  like,  and  depart  when  you  think  proper.' — 
'  Your  description  is  so  flattering,'  replied  Jebey,  '  that  I 
do  not  care  how  soon  the  time  arrives  for  us  to  start.' 
Logic  proposed  a  '  bit  of  a  stroll '  in  order  to  get  rid  of  an 
hour  or  two,  which  was  immediately  accepted  by  Tom  and 
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Jerry.  A  turn  or  two  in  Bond  Street,  a  stroll  through 
Piccadilly,  a  look  in  at  Tatteesall's,  a  ramble  through  Pall 
Mall,  and  a  strut  on  the  Corinthian  path,  fully  occupied 
the  time  of  our  heroes  until  the  hour  for  dinner  arrived, 
when  a  few  glasses  of  Tom's  rich  wines  soon  put  them  on 
the  qui  vive.     Vauxhall  was  then  the  object  in  view,  and 


the  Tkio  started,  bent  upon  enjoying  the  pleasures  which 
this  place  so  amply  affords." 

How  nobly  those  inverted  commas,  those  italics,  those 
capitals,  bring  out  the  writer's  wit  and  relieve  the  eye! 
They  are  as  good  as  jokes,  though  you  mayn't  quite  per- 
ceive the  point.  Mark  the  varieties  of  lounge  in  which  the 
young  men  indulge — now  a  stroll,  then  a  look  in,  then  a, 
ramble,  and  presently  a  strut.     When  George,  Prince  of 
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Wales,  was  twenty,  I  have  read  in  an  old  Magazine,  "  the 
Prince's  lounge  "  was  a  peculiar  manner  of  walking  which 
the  young  bucks  imitated.  At  Windsor  George  III.  had  a 
cat^s  path — a  sly  early  walk  which  the  good  old  king  took 
in  the  gray  morning  before  liis  household  was  astir.  What 
was  the  Corinthian  path  here  recorded?  Does  any  anti- 
quary know?  And  what  were  the  rich  wines  which  our 
friends  took,  and  which  enabled  them  to  enjoy  Vauxhall? 
Vauxhall  is  gone,  but  the  wines  which  could  occasion  such 
a  delightful  perversion  of  the  intellect  as  to  enable  it  to  en- 
joy ample  pleasures  there,  what  were  they? 

So  the  game  of  life  proceeds,  until  Jerry  Hawthorn,  the 
rustic,  is  fairly  knocked  up  by  all  this  excitement  and  is 
forced  to  go  home,  and  the  last  picture  represents  him  get- 
ting into  the  coach  at  the  White  Horse  Cellar,  he  being  one 
of  six  inside;  whilst  his  friends  shake  him  by  the  hand; 
whilst  the  sailor  mounts  on  the  roof;  whilst  the  Jews  hang 
round  with  oranges,  knives,  and  sealing-wax:  whilst  the 
guard  is  closing  the  door.  Where  are  they  now,  those  seal- 
ing-wax vendors?  where  are  the  guards?  where  are  the 
jolly  teams?  where  are  the  coaches?  and  where  the  youth 
that  climbed  inside  and  out  of  them;  that  heard  the  merry 
horn  which  sounds  no  more;  that  saw  the  sun  rise  over 
Stonehenge;  that  rubbed  away  the  bitter  tears  at  night 
after  parting  as  the  coach  sped  on  the  journey  to  school  and 
London;  that  looked  out  with  beating  heart  as  the  mile- 
stones flew  by,  for  the  welcome  corner  where  began  home 
and  holidays? 

It  is  night  now  :  and  here  is  home.  Gathered  under  the 
quiet  roof  elders  and  children  lie  alike  at  rest.  In  the 
midst  of  a  great  peace  and  calm,  the  stars  look  out  from 
the  heavens.  The  silence  is  peopled  with  the  past;  sor- 
rowful remorses  for  sins  and  shortcomings — memories  of 
passionate  joys  and  griefs  rise  out  of  their  graves,  both  , 
now  alike  calm  and  sad.  Eyes,  as  I  shut  mine,  look  at  me, 
that  have  long  ceased  to  shine.  The  town  and  the  fair  land- 
scape sleep  under  the  starlight,  wreathed  in  the  autumn 
mists.  Twinkling  among  the  houses  a  light  keeps  watch 
here  and  there,  in  what  may  be  a  sick  chamber  or  two. 
The  clock  tolls  sweetly  in  the  silent  air.  Here  is  night  and 
rest.  An  awful  sense  of  thanks  makes  the  heart  swell,  and 
the  head  bow,  as  I  pass  to  my  room  through  the  sleeping 
house,  and  feel  as  though  a  hushed  blessing  were  upon  it. 
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ON  A  JOKE  I  ONCE  HEAED  FROM 
THE  LATE  THOMAS  HOOD. 

The  good-natured  reader  who  has  perused  some  of  these 
rambling  papers  has  long  since  seen  (if  to  see  has  been 
worth  his  trouble)  that  the  writer  belongs  to  the  old-fash- 
ioned classes  of  this  world,  loves  to  remember  very  much 
more  than  to  prophesy,  and  though  he  can't  help  being  car- 
ried onward,  and  downward,  perhaps,  on  the  hill  of  life, 
the  swift  milestones  marking  their  forties,  fifties — how 
many  tens  or  lustres  shall  we  say? — he  sits  under  Time, 
the  white-wigged  charioteer,  with  his  back  to  the  horses, 
and  his  face  to  the  past,  looking  at  the  receding  landscape 
and  the  hills  fading  into  the  grey  distance.  Ah  me !  those 
grey,  distant  hills  were  green  once,  and  here,  and  covered 
with  smiling  people !  As  we  came  up  the  hill  there  was 
difficulty,  and  here  and  there  a  hard  pull  to  be  sure,  but 
strength,  and  spirits,  and  all  sorts  of  cheery  incident  and 
companionship  on  the  road;  there  were  the  tough  struggles 
(by  Heaven's  merciful  will)  overcome,  the  pauses,  the 
faintings,  the  weakness,  the  lost  way,  perhaps,  the  bitter 
weather,  the  dreadful  partings,  the  lonely  night,  the  pas- 
sionate grief — towards  these  I  turn  my  thoughts  as  I  sit 
and  think  in  my  hobby-coach  under  Time,  the  silver- wigged 
charioteer.  The  young  folks  in  the  same  carriage  mean- 
while are  looking  forwards.  Nothing  escapes  their  keen 
eyes — not  a  flower  at  the  side  of  a  cottage  garden,  nor  a 
bunch  of  rosy-faced  children  at  the  gate :  the  landscape  is 
all  bright,  the  air  brisk  and  jolly,  the  town  yonder  looks 
beautiful,  and  do  you  think  they  have  learned  to  be  diffi- 
cult about  the  dishes  at  the  inn? 

Now,  suppose  Paterfamilias  on  his  journey  with  his  wife 
and  children  in  the  sociable,  and  he  passes  an  ordinary 
brick  house  on  the  road  with  an  ordinarj'  little  garden  in 
the  front,  we  will  say,  and  quite  an  ordinary  knocker  to 
the  door,  and  as  many  sashed  windows  as  you  please,  quite 
common  and  square,  and  tiles,  windows,  chimney-pots, 
quite  like  others;  or  suppose,  in  driving  over  such  and  such 
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a  common,  he  sees  au  ordinary  tree,  and  an  ordinary  don- 
key browsing  under  it,  if  you  like — wife  and  daughter  look 
at  these  objects  without  the  slightest  particle  of  curiosity 
or  interest.  What  is  a  brass  knocker  to  them  but  a  lion's 
head,  or  what  not?  and  a  thorn-tree  with  a  pool  beside  it, 
but  a  pool  in  which  a  thorn  and  a  jackass  are  reflected? 

But  you  remember  how  once  upon  a  time  your  heart  used 
to  beat,  as  you  beat  on  that  brass  knocker,  and  whose  eyes 
looked  from  the  window  above?  You  remember  how  by 
that  thorn-tree  and  pool,  where  the  geese  were  performing 
a  prodigious  evening  concert,  there  might  be  seen,  at  a  cer- 
tain hour,  somebody  in  a  certain  cloak  and  bonnet,  who 
happened  to  be  coming  from  a  village  yonder,  and  whose 
image  has  flickered  in  that  pool?  In  that  pool,  near  the 
thorn?  Yes,  in  that  goose-pool,  never  mind  how  long  ago, 
when  there  were  reflected  the  images  of  the  geese — and  two 
geese  more.  Here,  at  least,  an  oldster  may  have  the  ad- 
vantage of  his  young  fellow  travellers,  and  so  Putney 
Heath  or  the  New  Road  may  be  invested  with  a  halo  of 
brightness  invisible  to  them,  because  it  only  beams  out  of 
his  own  soul. 

I  have  been  reading  the  Memorials  of  Hood  by  his  chil- 
dren,* and  wonder  whether  the  book  will  have  the  same 
interest  for  others  and  for  younger  people,  as  for  persons 
of  my  own  age  and  calling.  Books  of  travel  to  any  coun- 
try become  interesting  to  us  who  have  been  there.  Men 
revisit  the  old  school,  though  hateful  to  them,  with  ever  so 
much  kindliness  and  sentimental  affection.  There  was  the 
tree,  under  which  the  bully  licked  you :  here  the  ground 
where  you  had  to  fag  out  on  holidays,  and  so  forth.  In  a 
word,  my  dear  sir.  You  are  the  most  interesting  subject  to 
yourself,  of  any  that  can  occupy  your  v/orship's  thoughts. 
I  have  no  doubt,  a  Crimean  soldier,  reading  a  history  of 
that  siege,  and  how  Jones  and  the  gallant  99th  were  ordered 
to  charge  or  what  not,  thinks,  "  Ah,  yes,  we  of  the  100th 
were  placed  so  and  so,  I  perfectly  remember."  So  with 
this  memorial  of  poor  Hood,  it  may  have,  no  doubt,  a 
greater  interest  for  me  than  for  others,  for  I  was  fighting, 
so  to  speak,  in  a  different  part  of  the  field,  and  engaged, 
a  young  subaltern  in  the  Battle  of  Life,  in  which  Hood 
fell,  young  still,  and  covered  with  glory.  "  The  Bridge  of 
Sighs  "  was  his  Corunna,  his  heights  of  Abraham — sickly, 

•Memorialsof  Thomas  Hood."    Moxon,  1860.    2  vols. 
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weak,  wounded,  he  fell  in  the  full  blaze  and  fame  of  that 
great  victory. 

What  manner  of  man  was  the  genius  who  penned  that 
famous  song?  What  like  was  Wolfe,  who  climbed  and 
conquered  on  those  famous  heights  of  Abraham?  We  all 
want  to  know  details  regarding  men  who  have  achieved  fa- 
mous feats,  whether  of  war,  or  wit,  or  eloquence,  or  endur- 
ance, or  knowledge.  His  one  or  two  happy  and  heroic 
actions  take  a  man's  name  and  memory  out  of  the  crowd 
of  names  and  memories.  Henceforth  he  stands  eminent. 
"We  scan  him:  we  want  to  know  all  about  him;  we  walk 
round  and  examine  him,  are  curious,  perhaps,  and  think 
are  we  not  as  strong  and  tall  and  capable  as  yonder  cham- 
pion; were  we  not  bred  as  well,  and  could  we  not  endure 
the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he?  Or  we  look  up  with  all 
our  eyes  of  admiration;  will  find  no  fault  in  our  hero:  de- 
clare his  beauty  and  proportions  perfect;  his  critics  envious 
detractors,  and  so  forth.  Yesterday,  before  he  performed 
his  feat,  he  was  nobody.  Who  cared  about  his  birthplace, 
his  parentage,  or  the  colour  of  his  hair?  To-day,  by  some 
single  achievement,  or  by  a  series  of  great  actions  to  which 
his  genius  accustoms  us,  he  is  famous,  and  antiquarians 
are  busy  finding  out  under  what  schoolmaster's  ferule  he 
was  educated,  where  his  grandmother  was  vaccinated,  and 
so  forth.  If  half  a  dozen  washing-bills  of  Goldsmith's 
were  to  be  found  to-morrow,  would  they  not  inspire  a  gen- 
eral interest,  and  be  printed  in  a  hundred  papers?  I  lighted 
upon  Oliver,  not  very  long  since,  in  an  old  Town  and  Coun- 
try Magazine,  at  the  Pantheon  masquerade,  "in  an  old  Eng- 
lish habit."  Straightway  my  imagination  ran  out  to  meet 
him,  to  look  at  him,  to  follow  him  about.  I  forgot  the 
names  of  scores  of  fine  gentlemen  of  the  past  age,  who  were 
mentioned  besides.  We  want  to  see  this  man  who  has 
amused  and  charmed  us;  who  has  been  our  friend,  and 
given  us  hours  of  pleasant  companionship  and  kindly 
thought.  I  protest  when  I  came,  in  the  midst  of  those 
names  of  people  of  fashion,  and  beaux,  and  demireps,  upon 
those  names  "  Sir  J.  R-yn-lds,  in  a  domino  ;  Mr.  Cr-d-ek 
and  Dr.  G-ldsm-th,  in  two  old  English  dresses,"  I  had,  so 
to  speak,  my  heart  in  my  mouth.  What,  you  here,  my 
dear  Sir  Joshua?  Ah,  what  an  honour  and-  privilege  it  is 
to  see  you!  This  is  Mr.  Goldsmith?  And  very  much,  sir, 
the  ruff  and  the  slashed  doublet  become  you !     O  Doctor ! 


Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  and  Dr.  Goldsmith  at  the  Pantheon  mas- 
querade. — Roundabout  Papers,  p.  298. 
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what  a  pleasure  I  had  and  have  in  reading  the  "  Animated 
Nature."  How  did  you  learn  the  secret  of  writing  the 
decasyllable  line,  and  whence  that  sweet  wailing  note  of 
tenderness  that  accompanies  your  song?  Was  Beau  Tibbs 
a  real  man,  and  will  you  do  me  the  honour  of  allowing  me 
to  sit  at  your  table  at  supper?  Don't  you  think  you  know 
how  he  would  have  talked?  Would  you  not  have  liked  to 
hear  him  prattle  over  the  champagne? 

Now,  Hood  is  passed  away — passed  ofE  the  earth  as  much 
as  Goldsmith  or  Horace.  The  times  in  which  he  lived, 
and  in  which  very  many  of  us  lived  and  were  young,  are 
changing  or  changed.  I  saw  Hood  once  as  a  young  man, 
at  a  dinner  which  seems  almost  as  ghostly  now  as  that 
masquerade  at  the  Pantheon  (1772),  of  which  we  were 
speaking  anon.  It  was  at  a  dinner  of  the  Literary  Fund, 
in  that  vast  apartment  which  is  hung  round  with  the  por- 
traits of  very  large  Royal  Freemasons,  now  unsubstantial 
ghosts.  There  at  the  end  of  the  room  was  Hood.  Some 
publishers,  I  think,  were  our  companions.  I  quite  remem- 
ber his  pale  face;  he  was  thin  and  deaf,  and  very  silent; 
he  scarcely  opened  his  lips  during  the  dinner,  and  he  made 
one  pun.  Some  gentleman  missed  his  snuff-box,  and  Hood 
said, (the  Freemasons'  Tavern  was  kept,  you  must  re- 
member, by  Mr.  Cuff  in  those  days,  not  by  its  present  pro- 
prietors). Well,  the  box  being  lost,  and  asked  for,  and 
Cuff  (remember  that  name)  being  the  name  of  the  landlord. 
Hood  opened  his  silent  jaws  and  said  *  *  *  Shall  I 
tell  you  what  he  said?  It  was  not  a  very  good  pun,  which 
the  great  punster  then  made.  Choose  your  favourite  pun 
out  of  "  Whims  and  Oddities,"  and  fancy  that  was  the  joke 
which  he  contributed  to  the  hilarity  of  our  little  table. 

Where  those  asterisks  are  drawn  on  the  page,  you  must 
know  a  pause  occurred,  during  which  I  was  engaged  with 
"Hood's  Own,"  having  been  referred  to  the  book,  by  this 
life  of  the  author  which  I  have  just  been  reading.  I  am 
not  going  to  dissert  on  Hood's  humour;  I  am  not  a  fair 
judge.  Have  I  not  said  elsewhere  that  there  are  one  or 
two  wonderfully  old  gentlemen  still  alive  who  used  to  give 
me  tips  when  I  was  a  boy?  I  can't  be  a  fair  critic  about 
them.  I  always  think  of  that  sovereign,  that  rapture  of 
raspberry  tarts,  which  made  my  young  days  happy.  Those 
old  sovereign-contributors  may  tell  stories  ever  so  old,  and 
I  shall  laugh;  they  may  commit  murder,  and  I  shall  be- 
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lieve  it  was  justifiable  homicide.  There  is  my  friend 
Baggs,  who  goes  about  abusing  me,  and  of  course  our  dear 
mutual  friends  tell  me.  Abuse  away,  mon  hon !  You 
were  so  kind  to  me  when  I  wanted  kindness,  that  you  may 
take  the  change  out  of  that  gold  now,  and  say  I  am  a  can- 
nibal and  negro,  if  you  will.  Ha,  Baggs !  Dost  thou 
wince  as  thou  readest  this  line?  Does  guilty  conscience 
throbbing  at  thy  breast  tell  thee  of  whom  the  fable  is  nar- 
rated? Puff  out  thy  wrath,  and,  when  it  has  ceased  to 
blow,  my  Baggs  shall  be  to  me  as  the  Baggs  of  old — the 
generous,  the  gentle,  the  friendly. 

No,  on  second  thoughts,  I  am  determined  I  will  not  re- 
peat that  joke  which  I  heard  Hood  make.  He  says  he 
wrote  these  jokes  with  such  ease  that  he  sent  manuscripts 
to  the  publishers  faster  than  they  could  acknowledge  the 
receipt  thereof.  I  won't  say  that  they  were  all  good  jokes, 
or  that  to  read  a  great  book  full  of  them  is  a  work  at 
present  altogether  jocular.  Writing  to  a  friend  respecting 
some  memoir  of  him  which  had  been  published.  Hood  says, 
"  You  will  judge  how  well  the  author  knows  me,  when  he 
says  my  mind  is  rather  serious  than  comic."  At  the  time 
when  he  wrote  these  words,  he  evidently  undervalued  his 
own  serious  power,  and  thought  that  in  punning  and  broad- 
grinning  lay  his  chief  strength.  Is  not  there  something 
touching  in  that  simplicity  and  humility  of  faith?  "To 
make  laugh  is  my  calling,"  says  he;  "I  must  jump,  I  must 
grin,  I  must  tumble,  I  must  turn  language  head  over  heels, 
and  leap  through  grammar;  "  and  he  goes  to  his  work  hum- 
bly and  courageously,  and  what  he  has  to  do  that  does  he  with 
all  his  might,  through  sickness,  through  sorrow,  through 
exile,  poverty,  fever,  depression — there  he  is,  always  ready 
to  his  work,  and  with  a  jewel  of  genius  in  his  pocket! 
Why,  when  he  laid  down  his  puns  and  pranks,  put  the 
motley  off,  and  spoke  out  of  his  heart,  all  England  and 
America  listened  with  tears  and  wonder !  Other  men  have 
delusions  of  conceit  and  fancy  themselves  greater  than  they 
are,  and  that  the  world  slights  them.  Have  we  not  heard 
how  Liston  always  thought  he  ought  to  play  Hamlet? 
Here  is  a  man  with  a  power  to  touch  the  heart  almost  un- 
equalled, and  he  passes  days  and  years  in  writing  "  Young 
Ben  he  was  a  nice  young  man,"  and  so  forth.  To  say 
truth,  I  have  been  reading  in  a  book  of  "Hood's  Own" 
until  I  am  perfectly  angry.     "  You  great  man,  you  good 
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mau,  you  true  genius  and  poet,"  I  cry  out,  as  I  turn  page 
after  page.  "Do,  do,  make  no  more  of  these  jokes,  but  be 
yourself,  and  take  your  station." 

When  Hood  was  on  liis  deathbed.  Sir  Eobert  Peel,  who 
only  knew  of  his  illness,  not  of  his  imminent  danger,  wrote 
to  him  a  noble  and  touching  letter,  announcing  that  a  pen- 
sion was  conferred  on  him : 

"I  am  more  than  repaid,"  writes  Peel,  "by  the  personal 
satisfaction  which  I  have  had  in  doing  that  for  which  you 
return  me  warm  and  characteristic  acknowledgments. 

"  You  perhaps  think  that  you  are  known  to  one,  with 
such  multifarious  occupations  as  myself,  merely  by  general 
reputation  as  an  author;  but  I  assure  you  that  there  can  be 
little,  which  you  have  written  and  acknowledged,  which  I 
have  not  read;  and  that  there  are  few,  who  can  appreciate 
and  admire  more  than  myself,  the  good  sense  and  good 
feeling  which  have  taught  you  to  infuse  so  much  fun  and 
merriment  into  writings  correcting  folly  and  exposing  ab- 
surdities, and  yet  never  trespassing  beyond  those  limits 
within  which  wit  and  facetiousuess  are  not  very  often  con- 
fined. You  may  write  on  with  the  consciousness  of  inde- 
pendence, as  free  and  unfettered,  as  if  no  communication 
had  ever  passed  between  us.  I  am  not  conferring  a  private 
obligation  upon  you,  but  am  fulfilling  the  intentions  of  the 
legislature,  which  has  placed  at  the  disposal  of  the  Crown 
a  certain  sum  (miserable,  indeed,  in  amount)  to  be  applied 
to  the  recognition  of  public  claims  on  the  bounty  of  the 
Crown.  If  you  will  review  the  names  of  those,  whose 
claims  have  been  admitted  on  account  of  their  literary,  or 
scientific  eminence,  you  will  find  an  ample  confirmation  of 
the  truth  of  my  statement. 

"  One  return,  indeed,  I  shall  ask  of  you, — -that  you  will 
give  me  the  opportunity  of  making  your  personal  acquaint- 


And  Hood,  writing  to  a  friend,  enclosing  a  copy  of 
Peel's  letter,  says:  "Sir  R.  Peel  came  from  Burleigh  on 
Tuesday  night,  and  went  down  to  Brighton  on  Saturday. 
If  he  had  written  by  post,  I  should  not  have  had  it  till  to- 
day. So  he  sent  his  servant  with  the  enclosed  on  Saturday 
night;  another  mark  of  considerate  attention."  He  is 
frightfully  unwell,  he  continues,  his  wife  says  he  looks 
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quite  green :  but  ill  as  he  is,  poor  fellow,  "  his  well  is  not 
dry.  He  has  pumped  out  a  sheet  of  Christmas  fun,  is 
drawing  some  cuts,  and  shall  write  a  sheet  more  of  his 
novel." 

0  sad,  marvellous  picture  of  courage,  of  honesty,  of  pa- 
tient endurance,  of  duty  struggling  against  pain!  How 
noble  Peel's  figure  is  standing  by  that  sick  bed !  how  gen- 
erous his  words,  how  dignified  and  sincere  his  compassion ! 
And  the  poor  dying  man,  with  a  heart  full  of  natural  grat- 
itude towards  his  noble  benefactor,  must  turn  to  him  and 
say — "  If  it  be  well  to  be  remembered  by  a  minister,  it  is 
better  still  not  to  be  forgotten  by  him  in  a  '  hurly  Bur- 
leigh!'" Can  you  laugh?  Is  not  the  joke  horribly 
pathetic  from  the  poor  dying  lips?  As  dying  Eobia  Hood 
must  fire  a  last  shot  with  his  bow — as  one  reads  of  Cath- 
olics on  their  death-beds  putting  on  a  Capuchin  dress  to 
go  out  of  the  world-^here  is  poor  Hood  at  his  last  hour 
putting  on  his  ghastly  motley,  and  uttering  one  joke  more. 

He  dies,  however,  in  dearest  love  and  peace  with  his 
children,  wife,  friends;  to  the  former  especially  his  whole 
life  had  been  devoted,  and  everj--  day  showed  his  fidelity, 
simplicity,  and  affection.  In  going  through  the  record  of 
his  most  pure,  modest,  honourable  life,  and  living  along 
with  him,  you  come  to  trust  him  thoroughly  and  feel  that 
here  is  a  most  loyal,  affectionate,  and  upright  soul,  with 
whom  you  have  been  brought  into  communion.  Can  we 
say  as  much  of  all  lives  of  all  men  of  letters?  Here  is  one 
at  least  without  guile,  without  pretension,  without  schem- 
ing, of  a  pure  life,  to  his  family  and  little  modest  circle  of 
friends  tenderly  devoted. 

And  what  a  hard  work,  and  what  a  slender  reward  I  In 
the  little  domestic  details  with  which  the  book  abounds, 
what  a  simple  life  is  shown  to  us !  The  most  simple  little 
pleasures  and  amusements  delight  and  occupy  him.  You 
have  revels  on  shrimps;  the  good  wife  making  the  pie; 
details  about  the  maid,  and  criticisms  on  her  conduct; 
wonderful  tricks  played  with  the  plum-pudding — all  the 
pleasures  centring  round  the  little  humble  home.  One 
of  the  first  men  of  his  time,  he  is  appointed  editor  of  a 
magazine  at  a  salary  of  3001.  per  annum,  signs  himself 
exultingly  "Ed.  N.  M.  M."  and  the  family  rejoice  over  the 
income  as  over  a  fortune.  He  goes  to  a  Greenwich  dinner 
— what  a  feast  and  rejoicing  afterwards ! 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  303 

"  Well,  we  drank  '  the  Boz '  with  a  delectable  clatter, 
which  drew  from  him  a  good  warm-hearted  spefech. 
*  *  *  He  looked  very  well,  and  had  a  younger  brother 
along  with  him.  *  *  *  Then  we  had  songs.  Barham 
chanted  a  Eobiu  Rood  ballad,  and  Cruikshank  sang  a  bur- 
lesque ballad  of  Lord  H ;  and  somebody,  unknown  to 

me,  gave  a  capital  imitation  of  a  French  showman.  Then 
we  toasted  Mrs^  Boz,  and  the  chairman,  and  Vice,  and  the 
Traditional  Priest  sang  the  'Deep  deep  sea,'  in  his  deep 
deep  voice;  and  then  we  drank  to  Proctor,  who  wrote  the 
said  song;  also  Sir  J.  Wilson's  good  health,  and  Cruik- 
shank's,  and  Ainsworth's:  and  a  Manchester  friend  of  the 
latter  sang  a  Manchester  ditty,  so  full  of  trading  stuff, 
that  it  really  seemed  to  have  been  not  composed,  but  manu- 
factured. Jerdan,  as  Jerdanish  as  usual  on  such  occasions 
— you  know  how  paradoxically  he  is  quite  at  home  in 
dining  out.  As  to  myself,  I  had  to  make  my  second  maiden 
speech,  for  Mr.  Monckton  Milnes  proposed  my  health  in 
terms  my  modesty  might  allow  me  to  repeat  to  you,  bat  my 
memory  won't.  However  I  ascribed  the  toast  to  my  noto- 
riously bad  health,  and  assured  them  that  their  wishes  had 
already  improved  it — that  I  felt  a  brisker  circulation — a 
more  genial  warmth  ab6ut  the  heart,  and  explained  that 
a  certain  trembling  of  my  hand  was  not  from  palsy,  or  my 
old  ague,  but  an  inclination  in  my  hand  to  shake  itself  with 
every  one  present.  Whereupon  I  had  to  go  through  the 
friendly  ceremony  with  as  many  of  the  company  as  were 
within  reach,  besides  a  few  more  who  came  express  from 
the  other  end  of  the  table.  Very  gratifying,  wasn't  it? 
Though  I  cannot  go  quite  so  far  as  Jane,  who  wants  me  to 
have  that  hand  chopped  off,  bottled,  and  preserved  in 
spirits.  She  was  sitting  iip  for  me,  very  anxiously,  as 
usual  when  I  go  out,  because  I  am  so  domestic  and  steady, 
and  was  down  at  the  door  before  I  could  ring  at  the  gate, 
to  which  Boz  kindly  sent  me  in  his  own  carriage.  Poor 
girl !  what  would  she  do  if  she  had  a  wild  husband  instead 
of  a  tame  one?  " 

And  the  poor  anxious  wife  is  sitting  up,  and  fondles  the 
hand  which  has  been  shaken  by  so  many  illustrious  men ! 
The  little  feast  dates  back  only  eighteen  years,  and  yet 
somehow  it  seems  as  distant  as  a  dinner  at  Mr.  Thrale's, 
or  a  meeting  at  Will's. 
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Poor  little  gleam  of  sunshine !  very  little  good  cheer  en- 
livens that  sad  simple  life.  VV^e  have  the  triumph  of  tlie 
magazine :  then  a  new  magazine  projected  and  produced : 
then  illness  and  the  last  scene,  and  the  kind  Peel  by  the 
dying  man's  bedside,  speaking  noble  words  of  respect  and 
sympathy,  and  soothing  the  last  throbs  of  the  tender  honest 
heart. 

I  like,  I  say.  Hood's  life  even  better  than  his  books,  and 
I  wish,  with  all  my  heart.  Monsieur  et  cher  confrere,  the 
same  could  be  said  for  both  of  us,  when  the  ink-stream  of 
our  life  hath  ceased  to  run.  Yes :  if  I  drop  first,  dear 
Baggs,  I  trust  you  may  find  reason  to  modify  some  of  thfe 
unfavourable  views  of  my  character,  which  you  are  freely 
imparting  to  our  mutual  friends.  What  ought  to  be  the 
literary  man's  point  of  honour  now-a-days?  Suppose, 
friendly  reader,  you  are  one  of  the  craft,  what  legacy  would 
you  like  to  leave  to  your  children?  First  of  all  (and  by 
Heaven's  gracious  help)  you  would  pray  and  strive  to  give 
them  such  an  endowment  of  love,  as  should  last  certainly 
for  all  their  lives,  and  perhaps  be  transmitted  to  their  chil- 
dren. You  would  (by  the  same  aid  and  blessing)  keep 
your  honour  pure,  and  transmit  a  name  unstained  to  those 
who  have  a  right  to  bear  it.  You  would, — though  this 
faculty  of  giving  is  one  of  the  easiest  of  the  literary  man's 
qualities — you  would,  out  of  your  earnings,  small  or  great, 
be  able  to  help  a  poor  brother  in  need,  to  dress  his  wounds, 
and,  if  it  were  but  twopence,  to  give  him  succour.  Is  the 
money  which  the  noble  Macaulay  gave  to  the  poor  lost  to 
his  family?  God  forbid.  To  the  loving  hearts  of  his  kin- 
dred is  it  not  rather  the  most  precious  part  of  their  inheri- 
tance? It  was  invested  in  love  and  righteous  doing,  and  it 
bears  interest  in  heaven.  You  will,  if  letters  be  your  vo- 
cation, find  saving  harder  than  giving  and  spending.  To 
save  be  your  endeavour  too,  against  the  night's  coming 
when  no  man  may  work;  when  the  arm  is  weary  with  the 
long  day's  labour;  when  the  brain  perhaps  grows  dark; 
when  the  old,  who  can  labour  no  more,  want  warmth  and 
rest,  and  the  young  ones  call  for  supper. 

I  copied  a  little  galley-slave  from  a  quaint  old  silver 
spoon  which  we  purchased  in  a  curiosity-shop  at  the 
Hague.  It  is  one  of  the  gift-spoons  so  common  in  Hol- 
land, and  which  have   multiplied  so  astonishingly  of  late 
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years  at  our  dealers'  in  old.  silverware.  Along  the  stem  of 
the  spoon  are  written  the  words:  "Anno  1609,  Bin  ick 
aldus  ghekledt  gheghaen  " — "  In  the  year  1609  I  went  thus 
clad."  The  good  Dutchman  was  released  from  his  Algerine 
captivity  (I  imagine  his  figure  looks  like  that  of  a  slave 
amongst  the  Moors),  and  in  his  thank-offering  to  some  god- 
child at  home,  he  thus  piously  records  his  escape. 

Was  not  poor  Cervantes  also  a  captive  amongst  the 
Moors?  Did  not  Fielding,  and  Goldsmith,  and  Smollett, 
too,  die  at  the  chain  as  well  as  poor  Hood?  Think  of 
Fielding  going  on  board  his  wretched  ship  in  the  Thames, 
with  scarce  a  hand  to  bid  him  farewell;  of  brave  Tobias 
Smollett,  and  his  life,  how  hard,  and  how  poorly  rewarded; 
of  Goldsmith,  and  the  physician  whispering,  "  Have  you 
something  on  your  mind?  "  and  the  wild,  dying  eyes  an- 
swering. Yes.  Notice  how  Boswell  speaks  of  Goldsmith, 
and  the  splendid  contempt  with  which  he  regards  him. 
Eead  Hawkins  on  Fielding,  and  the  scorn  with  which 
Dandy  Walpole  and  Bishop  Hurd  speak  of  him.  Galley- 
slaves  doomed  to  tug  the  oar  and  wear  the  chain,  whilst 
my  lords  and  dandies  take  their  pleasure,  and  hear  fine 
music  and  disport  with  fine  ladies  in  the  cabin ! 

But  stay.  Was  there  any  cause  for  this  scorn?  Had 
some  of  these  great  men  weaknesses  which  gave  inferiors 
advantage  over  them?  Men  of  letters  cannot  lay  their 
hands  on  their  hearts,  and  say,  "No,  the  fault  was  fort- 
une's, and  the  indifferent  world's,  not  Goldsmith's  nor 
Fielding's."  There  was  no  reason  why  Oliver  should  al- 
ways be  thriftless ;  why  Fielding  and  Steele  should  sponge 
upon  their  friends;  why  Sterne  should  make  love  to  his 
neighbours'  wives.  Swift,  for  a  long  time,  was  as  poor  as 
any  wag  that  ever  laughed :  but  he  owed  no  penny  to  his 
neighbours:  Addison,  when  he  wore  his  most  threadbare 
coat,  could  hold  his  head  up,  and  maintain  his  dignity : 
and,  I  dare  vouch,  neither  of  those  gentlemen,  when  they 
were  ever  so  poor,  asked  any  man  alive  to  pity  their  condi- 
tion, and  have  a  regard  to  the  weaknesses  incidental  to  the 
literary  profession.  Galley-slave,  forsooth!  If  you  are 
sent  to  prison  for  some  error  for  which  the  law  awards  that 
sort  of  laborious  seclusion,  so  much  the  more  shame  for 
you.  If  you  are  chained  to  the  oar  a  prisoner  of  war,  like 
Cervantes,  you  have  the  pain,  but  not  the  shame,  and  the 
friendly  compassion  of  mankind  to  reward  you.  Galley- 
20 
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slaves,  indeed !  What  man  has  not  his  oar  to  pull?  There 
is  that  wonderful  old  stroke-oar  in  the  Queen's  galley. 
How  many  years  has  he  pulled?  Day  and  night,  in  rough 
water  or  smooth,  with  what  invincible  vigour  and  surpris- 
ing gaiety  he  plies  his  arms.  There  is  in  the  same  Galere 
Capitaine  that  well-known,  trim  figure,  the  bow  oar;  how 
he  tugs,  and  with  what  a  will !  How  both  of  them  have 
been  abused  in  their  time !  Take  the  Lawyer's  galley,  and 
that  dauntless  octogenarian  in  command;  when  has  he  ever 
complained  or  repined  about  his  slavery?  There  is  the 
Priest's  galley — black  and  lawn  sails — ^do  any  mariners  out 
of  Thames  work  harder?  When  lawyer,  and  statesman, 
and  divine,  and  writer  are  snug  in  bed,  there  is  a  ring  at 
the  poor  Doctor's  bell.  Forth  he  must  go,  in  rheumatism 
or  snow;  a  galley-slave  bearing  his  galley-pots  to  quench 
the  flames  of  fever,  to  succour  mothers  and  young  children 
in  their  hour  of  peril,  and,  as  gently  and  soothingly  as 
may  be,  to  carry  the  hopeless  patient  over  to  the  "silent 
shore.  And  have  we  not  just  read  of  the  actions  of  the 
Queen's  galleys,  and  their  brave  crews  in  the  Chinese 
waters?  Men  not  more  worthy  of  human  renown  and 
honour  to-day  in  their  victory,  than  last  year  in  their  glori- 
ous hour  of  disaster.  So  with  stout  hearts  may  we  ply 
the  oar,  messmates  all,  till  the  voyage  is  over,  and  the 
Harbour  of  E,est  is  found. 
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BOUND  ABOUT  THE  CHBISTMAS 
TBEE. 

The  kindly  Christmas  tree,  from  which  I  trust  every 
gentle  reader  has  pulled  a  bonbon  or  two,  is  yet  all  aflame 
whilst  I  am  writing,  and  sparkles  with  the  sweet  fruits  of 
its  season.  You  young  ladies,  may  you  have  plucked  pretty 
giftlings  from  it;  and  out  of  the  cracker  sugar-plum  which 
you  have  split  with  the  captain  or  the  sweet  young  curate 
may  you  have  read  one  of  those  delicious  conundrums 
which  the  confectioners  introduce  into  the  sweetmeats,  and 
which  apply  to  the  cunning  passion  of  love.  Those  riddles 
are  to  be  read  at  your  age,  when  I  daresay  they  are  amus- 
ing. As  for  Dolly,  Merry,  and  Bell,  who  are  standing  at 
the  ■  tree,  they  don't  care  about  the  love-riddle  part,  but 
understand  the  sweet-almond  portion  very  well.  They  are 
four,  five,  six  years  old.  Patience,  little  people !  A  dozen 
merry  Christmases  more,  and  you  will  be  reading  those 
wonderful  love-conundrums,  too.  As  for  us  elderly  folks, 
we  watch  the  babies  at  their  sport,  and  the  young  people 
pulling  at  the  branches :  and  instead  of  finding  bonbons  or 
sweeties  in  the  packets  which  we  pluck  off  the  boughs,  we 
find  enclosed  Mr.  Carnifex's  review  of  the  quarter's  meat; 
Mr.  Sartor's  compliments,  and  little  statement  for  self  and 
the  young  gentlemen;  and  Madame  de  Sainte-Crinoline's 
respects  to  the  young  ladies,  who  encloses  her  account,  and 
will  send  on 'Saturday,  please;  or  we  stretch  our  hand  out 
to  the  educational  branch  of  the  Christmas  tree,  and  there 
find  a  lively  and  amusing  article  from  the  Rev.  Henry 
Holyshade,  containing  our  dear  Tommy's  exceedingly 
moderate  account  for  the  last  term's  school  expenses. 

The  tree  yet  sparkles,  I  say.  I  am  writing  on  the  day 
before  Twelfth  Day,  if  you  must  know;  but  already  ever 
so  many  of  the  fruits  have  been  pulled,  and  the  Christmas 
lights  have  gone  out.  Bobby  Miseltow,  who  has  been 
staying  with  us  for  a  week  (and  who  has  been  sleeping 
mysteriously  in  the  bath-room),  comes  to  say  he  is  going 
away  to  spend  the  rest  of  the  holidays  with  his  grand- 
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mother — and  I  brush  away  the  manly  tear  of  regret  as  I 
part  with  the  dear  child.  "  Well,  Bob,  good-by,  since  you 
will  go.     Compliments  to  grandmamma.     Thank  her  for 

the  turkey.     Here's "     {A  slight  pecuniary  transaction 

takes  place  at  this  juncture,  and  Bob  nods  and  winks,  and 
puts  Ms  hand  in  his  waistcoat  pocket.)  "  You  have  had  a 
pleasant  week?  " 

Bob.  "Haven't  I!"  {And  exit,  anxious  to  know  the 
amount  of  the  coin  which  has  just  changed  hands.) 

He  is  gone,  and  as  the  dear  boy  vanishes  through  the 
door  (behind  which  I  see  him  perfectly),  I  too  cast  up  a 
little  account  of  our  past  Christmas  week.  When  Bob's 
holidays  are  over,  and  the  printer  has  sent  me  back  this 
manuscript,  I  know  Christmas  will  be  an  old  story.  All 
the  fruit  will  be  off  the  Christmas  tree  then;  the  crackers 
will  have  cracked  off;  the  almonds  will  have  been  crunched ; 
and  the  sweet-bitter  riddles  will  have  been  read;  the  lights 
will  have  perished  off  the  dark  green  boughs;  the  toys 
growing  on  them  will  have  been  distributed,  fought  for, 
cherished,  neglected,  broken.  Ferdinand  and  Fidelia  will 
each  keep  out  of  it  (be  still,  my  gushing  heart !)  the  remem- 
brance of  a  riddle  read  together,  of  a  double-almond 
munched  together,  and  the  moiety  of  an  exploded  cracker. 
*  *  *  The  maids,  I  say,  will  have  taken  down  all 
that  holly  stuff  and  nonsense  about  the  clocks,  lamps,  and 
looking-glasses,  the  dear  boys  will  be  back  at  school,  fondly 
thinking  of  the  pantomime-fairies  whom  they  have  seen; 
whose  gaudy  gossamer  wings  are  battered  by  this  time; 
and  whose  pink  cotton  (or  silk  is  it?)  lower  extremities  are 
all  dingy  and  dusty.  Yet  but  a  few  days.  Bob,  and  flakes 
of  paint  will  have  cracked  off  the  fairy  flower-bowers,  and 
the  revolving  temples  of  adamantine  lustre  will'  be  as  shabby 
as  the  city  of  Pekin.-  When  you  read  this,  will  Clown  still 
be  going  on  lolling  his  tongue  out  of  his  mouth,  and  say- 
ing, "  How  are  you  to-morrow?  "  To-morrow,  indeed !  He 
must  be  almost  ashamed  of  himself  (if  that  cheek  is  still 
capable  of  the  blush  of  shame)  for  asking  the  absurd  ques- 
tion. To-morrow,  indeed !  To-morrow  the  diffugient  snows 
will  give  place  to  Spring;  the  snowdrops  will  lift  their 
heads;  Ladyday  may  be  expected,  and  the  pecuniary  duties 
peculiar  to  that  feast;  in  place  of  bonbons,  trees  will  have 
an  eruption  of  light  green  knobs;  the  whitebait  season  will 
bloom     *     *     *     as  if  one  need  go  on  describing  these  ver- 
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nal  phenomena,  when  Christmas  is  still  here,  though  end- 
ing, and  the  svilaject  of  my  discourse ! 

We  have  all  admired  the  illustrated  papers,  and  noted 
how  boisterously  jolly  they  become  at  Christmas  time. 
What  wassail  bowls,  robin-redbreasts,  waits,  snow  land- 
scapes, bursts  of  Christmas  song !  And  then  to  think  that 
these  festivities  are  prepared  months  before — that  these 
Christmas  pieces  are  prophetic !  How  kind  of  artists  and 
poets  to  devise  the  festivities  beforehand,  and  serve  them 
pat  at  the  proper  time !  We  ought  to  be  grateful  to  them, 
as  to  the  cook  who  gets  up  at  midnight  and  sets  the  pud- 
ding a-boiling,  which  is  to  feast  us  at  six  o'clock.  I  often 
think  with  gratitude  of  the  famous  Mr.  Nelson  Lee — the 
author  of  I  don't  know  how  many  hundred  glorious  panto- 
mimes— walking  by  the  summer  wave  at  Margate,  or 
Brighton  perhaps,  revolving  in  his  mind  the  idea  of  some 
new  gorgeous  spectacle  of  faery,  which  the  winter  shall  see 
complete.  He  is  like  cook  at  midnight  (si parva  licet). 
He  watches  and  thinks.  He  pounds  the  sparkling  sugar 
of  benevolence,  the  plums  of  fancy,  the  sweetmeats  of  fun, 
the  figs  of — -well,  the  figs  of  fairy  fiction,  let  us  say,  and 
pops  the  whole  in  the  seething  cauldron  of  imagination, 
and  at  due  season  serves  up  the  Pantomime. 

Very  few  men  in  the  course  of  nature  can  expect  to  see 
all  the  pantomimes  in  one  season,  but  I  hope  to  the  end  of 
my  life  I  shall  never  forego  reading  about  them  in  that  de- 
licious sheet  of  the  Times  which  appears  on  the  morning 
after  Boxing-day.  Perhaps  reading  is  even  better  than 
seeing.  The  best  way,  I  think,  is  to  say  you  are  ill,  lie  in 
bed,  and  have  the  paper  for  two  hours,  reading  all  the  way 
down  from  Drury  Lane  to  the  Britannia  at  Hoxton.  Bob 
and  I  went  to  two  pantomimes.  One  was  at  the  Theatre 
of  Eancy,  and  the  other  at  the  Fairy  Opera,  and  I  don't 
know  which  we  liked  the  best. 

At  the  Fancy,  we  saw  "Harlequin  Hamlet,  or  Daddy's 
Ghost  and  Nunky's  Pison,"  which  is  all  very  well — but, 
gentlemen,  if  you  don't  respect  Shakspeare,  to  whom  will 
you  be  civil?  The  palace  and  ramparts  of  Elsinore  by 
moon  and  snowlight  is  one  of  Loutherbourg's  finest  efforts. 
The  banqueting-hall  of  the  palace  is  illuminated :  the  peaks 
and  gables  glitter  with  the  snow:  the  sentinels  march 
blowing  their  fingers  with  the  cold — the  freezing  of  the 
nose  of  one  of  them  is  very  neatly  and  dexterously  arranged : 
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the  snow-storm  rises:  the  winds  howl  awfully  along  the 
battlements :  the  waves  come  curling,  leaping,  foaming  to 
shore.  Hamlet's  umbrella  is  whirled  away  in  the  storm. 
He  and  his  two  friends  stamp  on  each  other's  toes  to  keep 
them  warm.  The  storm-spirits  rise  in  the  air,  and  are 
whirled  howling  round  the  palace  and  the  rocks.  My 
eyes !  what  tiles  and  chimney-pots  fly  hurtling  through  the 
air !  As  the  storm  reaches  its  height  (here  the  wind  in- 
struments come  in  with  prodigious  effect,  and  I  compliment 
Mr.  Brumby  and  the  violoncellos) — as  the  snow-storm  rises 
(queek,  queek,  queek,  go  the  fiddles,  and  then  thrumpty 
thrump  comes  a  pizzicato  movement  in  Bob  Major,  which 
sends  a  shiver  into  your  very  boot-soles),  the  thunder- 
clouds deepen  (bong,  bong,  bong,  from  the  violoncellos). 
The  forked  lightning  quivers  through  the  clouds  in  a  zig- 
zag scream  of  violins — and  look,  look,  look!  as  the  froth- 
ing, roaring  waves  come  rushing  up  the  battlements,  and 
over  the  reeling  parapet,  each  hissing  wave  becomes  a  ghost, 
sends  the  gun-carriages  rolling  over  the  platform,  and 
plunges  howling  into  the  water  again. 

Hamlet's  mother  comes  on  to  the  battlements  to  look  for 
her  son.  The  storm  whips  her  umbrella  out  of  her  hands, 
and  she  retires  screaming  in  pattens. 

The  cabs  on  the  stand  in  the  great  market-place  at  Elsi- 
nore  are  seen  to  drive  off,  and  several  people  are  drowned. 
The  gas-lamps  along  the  street  are  wrenched  from  their 
foundations,  and  shoot  through  the  troubled  air.  Whish, 
rush,  hish !  how  the  rain  roars  and  pours !  The  darkness 
becomes  awf al,  always  deepened  by  the  power  of  the  music 
- — ^and  see — in  the  midst  of  a  rush,  and  whirl,  and  scream 
of  spirits  of  air  and  wave — what  is  that  ghastly  figure  mov- 
ing hither?  It  becomes  bigger,  bigger,  as  it  advances  down 
the  platform — more  ghastly,  more  horrible,  enormous !  It 
is  as  tall  as  the  whole  stage.  It  seems  to  be  advancing  on 
the  stalls  and  pit,  and  the  whole  house  screams  with  terror, 
as  the  Ghost  of  the  late  Hamlet  comes  in,  and  begins 
to  speak.  Several  people  faint,  and  the  light-fingered  gen- 
try pick  pockets  furiously  in  the  darkness. 

In  the  pitchy  darkness,  this  awful  figure  throwing  his 
eyes  about,  the  gas  in  the  boxes  shuddering  out  of  sight, 
and  the  wiiid-instruments  bugling  the  most  horrible  wailS, 
the  boldest  spectator  must  have  felt  frightened.  But  hark! 
what  is  that  silver  shimmer  of  the  fiddles !     Is  it — can  it 
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be — the  gray  dawn  peeping  in  the  stormy  east?  The 
ghost's  eyes  look  blankly  towards  it,  and  roll  a  ghastly 
agony.  Quicker,  quicker  ply  the  violins  of  Phcsbus  Apollo. 
Bedder,  redder  grow  the  orient  clouds.  Cockadoodloodloo ! 
crows  that  great  cock  which  has  just  come  out  ou  the  roof 
of  the  palace.  And  now  the  round  sun  himself  pops  up 
from  behind  the  waves  of  night.  Where  is  the  ghost?  He 
is  gone!  Purple  shadows  of  morn  "slant  o'er  the  snowy 
sward,"  the  city  wakes  up  in  life  and  sunshine,  and  we 
confess  we  are  very  much  relieved  at  the  disappearance 
of  the  ghost.  We  don't  like  those  dark  scenes  in  panto- 
mimes. 

After  the  usual  business,  that  Ophelia  should  be  turned 
into  Columbine  was  to  be  expected;  but  I  confess  I  was  a 
little  shocked  when  Hamlet's  mother  became  Pantaloon, 
and  was  instantly  knocked  down  by  Clown  Claudius. 
Grimaldi  is  getting  a  little  old  now,  but  for  real  humour 
there  are  few  clowns  like  him.-  Mr.  Shuter,  as  the  grave- 
digger,  was  chaste  and  comic,  as  he  always  is,  and  the  scene- 
painters  surpassed  themselves. 

"  Harlequin  Conqueror  and  the  Field  of  Hastings,"  at 
the  other  house,  is  very  pleasant  too.  The  irascible  Wil- 
liam is  acted  with  very  great  vigour  by  Snoxall,  and  the 
battle  of  Hastings  is  a  good  piece  of  burlesque.  Some  tri- 
fling liberties  are  taken  with  history,  but  what  liberties  will 
not  the  merry  genius  of  pantomime  permit  himself?  At 
the  battle  of  Hastings,  William  is  on  the  point  of  being  de- 
feated by  the  Sussex  volunteers,  very  elegantly  led  by  the 
always  pretty  Miss  Waddy  (as  Haco  Sharpshooter),  when 
a  shot  from  the  Normans  kills  Harold.  The  fairy  Edith 
hereupon  comes  forward,  and  finds  his  body,  which  straight- 
way leaps  up  a  live  harlequin,  whilst  the  Conqueror  makes 
an  excellent  clown,  and  the  Archbishop  of  Bayeux  a  divert- 
ing pantaloon,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

Perhaps  these  are  not  the  pantomimes  we  really  saw; 
but  one  description  will  do  as  well  as  another.  The  plots, 
you  see,  are  a  little  intricate  and  difficult  to  understand  in 
pantomimes;  and  I  may  have  mixed  up  one  with  another. 
That  I  was  at  the  theatre  on  Boxing-night  is  certain— but 
the  pit  was  so  full  that  I  could  only  see  fairy  legs  glitter- 
ing in  the  distance,  as  I  stood  at  the  door.  And  if  I  was 
badly  off,  I  think  there  was  a  young  gentleman  behind  me 
worse  off  still.     I  own  that  he  has  good  reason  (though 
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others  have  not)  to  speak  ill  of  me  behind  my  back,  and 
hereby  beg  his  pardon. 

Likewise  to  the  gentleman  who  picked  up  a  party  in 
Piccadilly,  who  had  slipped  and  fallen  in  the  snow,  and 
was  there  on  his  back,  uttering  energetic  expressions; 
that  party  begs  to  offer  thanks,  and  compliments  of  the 
season. 

Bob's  behaviour  on  New  Year's  day,  I  can  assure  Dr. 
Holyshade,  was  highly  creditable  to  the  boy.  He  had  ex- 
pressed a  determination  to  partake  of  every  dish  which  was 
put  on  the  table;  but  after  soup,  fish,  roast  beef,  and  roast- 
goose,  he  retired  from  active  business  until  the  pudding 
and  mince-pies  made  their  appearance,  of  which  he  partook 
liberally,  but  not  too  freely.  And  he  greatly  advanced  in 
my  good  opinion  by  praising  the  punch,  which  was  of  my 
own  manufacture,  and  which  some  gentlemen  present  (Mr. 
O'M — g — n,  amongst  others)  pronounced  to  be  too  weak. 
Too  weak !  A  bottle  of  rum,  a  bottle  of  Madeira,  half  a 
bottle  of  brandy,  and  two  bottles  and  a  half  of  water — can 
this  mixture  be  said  to  be  too  weak  for  any  mortal?  Our 
young  friend  amused  the  company  during  the  evening,  by 
exhibiting  a  two-shilling  magic-lantern,  which  he  had  pur- 
chased, and  likewise  by  singing  "  Sally,  come  up ! "  a 
quaint,  but  rather  monotonous  melody,  which  I  am  told  is 
sung  by  the  poor  negro  on  the  banks  of  the  broad  Mississip. 

What  other  enjoyments  did  we  proffer  for  the  child's 
amusement  during  the  Christmas  week?  A  great  philoso- 
pher was  giving  a  lecture  to  young  folks  at  the  British  In- 
stitution. But  when  this  diversion  was  proposed  to  our 
young  friend  Bob,  he  said,  "  Lecture?  No,  thank  you.  Not 
as  I  knows  on,"  and  made  sarcastic  signals  on  his  nose. 
Perhaps  he  is  of  Dr.  Johnson's  opinion  about  lectures: 
"Lectures,  sir!  what  man  would  go  to  hear  that  imper- 
fectly at  a  lecture,  which  he  can  read  at  leisure  in  a  book?  " 
I  never  went,  of  my  own  choice,  to  a  lecture;  that  I  can 
vow.  As  for  sermons,  they  are  different;  I  delight  in 
them,  and  they  cannot,  of  course,  be  too  long. 

Well,  we  partook  of  yet  other  Christmas  delights  besides 
pantomime,  pudding,  and  pie.  One  glorious,  one  delight- 
ful, one  most  unlucky  and  pleasant  day,  we  drove  in  a 
brougham,  with  a  famous  horse,  which  carried  us  more 
quickly  and  briskly  than  any  of  your  vulgar  railways,  over 
Battersea  Bridge,  on  which  the  horse's  hoofs  rung  as  if  it 
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had  been  iron;  through  suburban  villages,  plum-caked  with 
snow;  under  a  leaden  sky,  in  which  the  sun  hung  like  a 
red-hot  warming-pan;  by  pond  after  pond,  where  not  only 
men  and  boys,  but  scores  after  scores  of  women  and  girls, 
were  sliding,  and  roaring,  and  clapping  their  lean  old  sides 
with  laughter,  as  they  tumbled  down,  and  their  hobnailed 
shoes  flew  up  in  the  air;  the  air  frosty  with  a  lilac  haze, 
through  which  villas,  and  commons,  and  churches,  and 
plantations  glimmered.  We  drive  mp  the  hill.  Bob  and  I; 
we  make  the  last  two  miles  in  eleven  minutes;  we  pass 
that  poor,  armless  man  who  sits  there  in  the  cold,  follow- 
ing you  with  his  eyes.  I  don't  give  anything,  and  Bob 
looks  disappointed.  We  are  set  down  neatly  at  the  gate, 
and  a  horse-holder  opens  the  brougham  door.  I  don't  give 
anything;  again  disappointment  on  Bob's  part.  I  pay  a 
shilling  apiece,  and  we  enter  into  the  glorious  building, 
which  is  decorated  for  Christmas,  and  straightway  forget- 
fulness  on  Bob's  part  of  everything  but  that  magnificent 
scene.  The  enormous  edifice  is  all  decorated  for  Bob  and 
Christmas.  The  stalls,  the  columns,  the  fountains,  court, 
statues,  splendours,  are  all  crowned  for  Christmas.  The 
delicious  negro  is  singing  his  Alabama  choruses  for  Christ- 
mas and  Bob.  He  has  scarcely  done,  when,  Tootarootatoo ! 
Mr.  Punch  is  performing  his  surprising  actions,  and  hang- 
ing the  beadle.  The  stalls  are  decorated.  The  refresh- 
ment tables  are  piled  with  good  things;  at  many  fountains 
"Mulled  Claeet"  is  written  up  in  appetizing  capitals. 
"  Mulled  claret — oh,  jolly!  How  cold  it  is !  "  says  Bob;  I 
pass  on.  "It's  only  three  o'clock,"  says  Bob.  "No,  only 
three,"  I  say,  meekly.  "  We  dine  at  seven,"  sighs  Bob, 
"  and  it's  so-o-o  coo-old."  I  still  would  take  no  hints.  No 
claret,  no  refreshment,  no  sandwiches,  no  sausage-rolls  for 
Bob.  At  last  I  am  obliged  to  tell  him  all.  Just  before 
we  left  home,  a  little  Christmas  bill  popped  in  at  the  door 
and  emptied  my  purse  at  the  threshold.  I  forgot  all  about 
the  transaction,  and  had  to  borrow  half-a-crown  from  John 
Coachman  to  pay  for  our  entrance  into  the  palace  of  de- 
light. Now  you  see.  Bob,  why  I  could  not  treat  you  on 
that  second  of  January  when  we  drove  to  the  palace  to- 
gether; when  the  girls  and  boys  were  sliding  on  the 
ponds  at  Dulwich;  when  the  darkling  river  was  full  of 
floating  ice,  and  the  sun  was  like  a  warming-pan  in  the 
leaden  sky. 
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One  more  Christmas  sight  we  had,  of  course;  and  that 
sight  I  think  I  like  as  well  as  Bob  himself  at  Christmas, 
and  at  all  seasons.  We  went  to  a  certain  garden  of  delight, 
where,  whatever  your  cares  are,  I  think  you  can  manage 
to  forget  some  of  them,  and  muse,  and  be  not  unhappy;  to 
a  garden  beginning  with  a  Z,  which  is  as  lively  as  Noah's 
ark;  where  the  fox  has  brought  his  brush,  and  the  cock  has 
brought  his  comb,  and  the  elephant  has  brought  his  trunk, 
and  the  kangaroo  has  brought  his  bag,  and  the  condor  his 
old  white  wig  and  black  satin  hood.  On  this  day  it  was  so 
cold  that  the  white  bears  winked  their  pink  eyes,  as  they 
plapped  up  and  down  by  their  pool,  and  seemed  to  say, 
"  Aha,  this  weather  reminds  us  of  dear  home !  "  "  Cold ! 
bah !  I  have  got  such  a  warm  coat,"  says  brother  Bruin,  "I 
don't  mind;  "  and  he  laughs  on  his  pole,  and  clucks  down 
a  bun.  The  squealing  hyaenas  gnashed  their  teeth  and 
laughed  at  us  quite  refreshingly  at  their  window;  and,  cold 
as  it  was.  Tiger,  Tiger,  burning  bright,  glared  at  us  red-hot 
through  his  bars,  and  snorted  blasts  of  hell.  The  woolly 
camel  leered  at  us  quite  kindly  as  he  paced  round  his  ring 
on  his  silent  pads.  We  went  to  our  favourite  places.  Our 
dear  wambat  came  up,  and  had  himself  scratched  very  affa- 
bly. Our  fellow-creatures  in  the  monkey-room  held  out 
their  little  black  hands,  and  piteously  asked  us  for  Christ- 
mas alms.  Those  darling  alligators  on  their  rock  winked 
at  us  in  the  most  friendly  way.  The  solemn  eagles  sate 
alone,  and  scowled  at  us  from  their  peaks;  whilst  little 
Tom  B,atel  tumbled  over  head  and  heels  for  us  in  his  usual 
diverting  manner.  If  I  have  cares  in  my  mind,  I  come  to 
the  Zoo,  and  fancy  they  don't  pass  the  gate.  I  recognize 
my  friends,  my  enemies,  in  countless  cages.  I  entertained 
the  eagle,  the  vulture,  the  old  billy-goat,  and  the  black- 
pated,  crimson-necked,  blear-eyed,  baggy,  hook-beaked,  old 
marabou  stork  yesterday  at  dinner;  and  when  Bob's  aunt 
came  to  tea  in  the  evening,  and  asked  him  what  he  had 
seen,  he  stepped  up  to  her  gravely,  and  said — 

"  First  I  saw  the  white  bear,  then  I  saw  the  black, 
Then  I  saw  the  camel  with  a  hump  upon  his  back. 
0/iorus  of  \  Then  I  saw  the  camel  with  a  hump  upon  his  back! 
Children.  )  Then  I  saw  the  grey  wolf,  with  mutton  in  his  maw; 
Then  I  saw  the  wambat  waddle  in  the  straw ; 
Then  I  saw  the  elephant  with  his  waving  trunk, 
Then  I  saw  the  monkeys — mercy,  how  unpleasantly 
they— smelt! " 
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There.  No  one  can  beat  that  piece  of  wit,  can  he,  Bob  ? 
And  so  it  is  all  over;  but  we  had  a  jolly  time,  whilst  you 
were  with  us,  hadn't  we?  Present  my  respects  to  the  doc- 
tor; and  I  hope,  my  boy,  we  may  spend  another  merry 
Christmas  next  year. 
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ON  A  CHALK-MARK  ON  THE  DOOR. 

On  the  doorpost  of  the  house  of  a  friend  of  mine,  a  few 
inches  above  the  lock,  is  a  little  chalk-mark,  which  some 
sportive  boy  in  passing  has  probably  scratched  on  the  pil- 
lar. The  doorsteps,  the  lock,  handle,  and  so  forth,  are 
kept  decently  enough;  but  this  chalk-mark,  I  suppose  some 
three  inches  out  of  the  housemaid's  beat,  has  already  been 
on  the  door  for  more  than  a  fortnight,  and  I  wonder 
whether  it  will  be  there  whilst  this  paper  is  being  written, 
whilst  it  is  at  the  printer's,  and,  in  fine,  until  the  month 
passes  over?  I  wonder  whether  the  servants  in  that  house 
will  read  these  remarks  about  the  chalk-mark?  That  the 
CornJdll  Magazine  is  taken  in  in  that  house  I  know.  In 
fact  I  have  seen  it  there.  In  fact  I  have  read  it  there.  In 
fact  I  have  written  it  there.  In  a  word,  the  house  to  which 
I  allude  is  mine — the  "  editor's  private  residence,"  to  which, 
in  spite  of  prayers,  entreaties,  commands,  and  threats,  au- 
thors, and  ladies  especially,  ivill  send  their  communications, 
although  they  won't  understand  that  they  injure  their  own 
interests  by  so  doing;  for  how  is  a  man  who  has  his  own 
work  to  do,  his  own  exquisite  inventions  to  form  and  per- 
fect— Maria  to  rescue  from  the  unprincipled  Earl — the  atro- 
cious General  to  confound  in  his  own  machinations — the 
angelic  Dean  to  promote  to  a  bishopric,  and  so  forth — how 
is  a  man  to  do  all  this,  under  a  hundred  interruptions,  and 
keep  his  nerves  and  temper  in  that  just  and  equable  state 
in  which  they  ought  to  be  when  he  comes  to  assume  the 
critical  office?  As  you  will  send  here,  ladies,  I  must  tell 
you  you  have  a  much  worse  chance  than  if  you  forward 
your  valuable  articles  to  Cornhill.  Here  your  papers 
arrive,. at  dinner-time,  we  will  say.  Do  you  suppose  that 
is  a  pleasant  period,  and  that  we  are  to  criticize  you  be- 
tween the  ovum  and  malum,  between  the  soup  and  the  des- 
sert? I  have  touched,  I  think,  on  this  subject  before.  I 
say  again,  if  you  want  real  justice  shown  you,  don't  send 
your  papers  to  the  private  residence.  At  home,  for  in- 
stance, yesterday,  having  given  strict  orders  that  I  was  to 
receive  nobody,  "except  on  business,"  do  you  suppose  a 
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smiling  young  Scottish  gentleman,  who  forced  himself  into 
my  study,  and  there  announced  himself  as  agent  of  a  Cat- 
tle-food Company,  was  received  with  pleasure?  There,  as 
I  sate  in  my  arm-chair,  suppose  he  had  proposed  to  draw  a 
couple  of  my  teeth,  would  I  have  been  pleased?  I  could 
have  throttled  that  agent.  I  daresay  the  whole  of  that 
day's  work  will  be  found  tinged  with  a  ferocious  misan- 
thropy, occasioned  by  my  clever  young  friend's  intrusion. 
Cattle-food,  indeed !  As  if  beans,  oats,  warm  mashes,  and 
a  ball,  are  to  be  pushed  down  a  man's  throat  just  as  he  is 
meditating  on  the  great  social  problem,  or  (for  I  think  it 
was  my  epic  I  was  going  to  touch  up)  just  as  he  was  about 
to  soar  to  the  height  of  the  empyrean ! 

Having  got  my  cattle-agent  out  of  the  door,  I  resume  my 
consideration  of  that  little  mark  on  the  doorpost,  which  is 
scored  up  as  the  text  of  the  present  little  sermon;  and 
which  I  hope  will  relate,  not  to  chalk,  nor  to  any  of  its 
special  uses  or  abuses  (such  as  milk,  neck-powder,  and  the 
like),  but  to  servants.  Surely  ours  might  remove  that  un- 
seemly little  mark?  Suppose  it  were  on  my  coat,  might  I 
not  request  its  removal?  I  remember,  when  I  was  at 
school,  a  little  careless  boy,  upon  whose  forehead  an  ink 
mark  remained,  and  was  perfectly  recognizable  for  three 
weeks  after  its  first  appearance.  May  I  take  any  notice  of 
this  chalk-stain  on  the  forehead  of  my  house?  Whose 
business  is  it  to  wash  that  forehead?  and  ought  I  to 
fetch  a  brush  and  a  little  hot  water,  and  wash  it  off  my- 
self? 

Yes.  But  that  spot  removed,  why  not  come  down  at 
six,  and  wash  the  doorsteps?  I  daresay  the  early  rising 
and  exercise  would  do  me  a  great  deal  of  good.  The  house- 
maid, in  that  case,  might  lie  in  bed  a  little  later,  and  have 
her  tea  and  the  morning  paper  brought  to  her  in  bed :  then, 
of  course,  Thomas  would  expect  to  be  helped  about  the  boots 
and  knives;  cook  about  the  saucepans,  dishes,  and  what  not; 
the  lady's-maid  would  want  somebody  to  take  the  curl-" 
papers  out  of  her  hair,  and  get  her  bath  ready.  You  should 
have  a  set  of  servants  for  the  servants,  and  these  under-ser- 
vants  should  have  slaves  to  wait  on  them.  The  king  com- 
mands the  first  lord  in  waiting  to  desire  the  second  lord  to 
intimate  to  the  gentleman  usher  to  request  the  page  of  the 
antechamber  to  entreat  the  groom  of  the  stairs  to  implore 
John  to  ask  the  captain  of  the  buttons  to  desire  the  maid 
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of  the  still-room  to  beg  the  housekeeper  to  give  out  a  few- 
more  lumps  of  sugar,  as  his  Majesty  has  none  for  his  coffee, 
which  probably  is  getting  cold  during  the  negotiation.  In 
our  little  Brentfords  we  are  all  kings,  more  or  less.  There 
are  orders,  gradations,  hierarchies,  everywhere.  In  your 
house  and  mine  there  are  mysteries  unknown  to  us.  I  am 
not  going  into  the  horrid  old  question  of  "followers."  I 
don't  mean  cousins  from  the  country,  love-stricken  police- 
men, or  gentlemen  in  mufti  from  Knightsbridge  Barracks ; 
but  people  who  have  an  occult  right  on  the  premises;  the 
uncovenanted  servants  of  the  house;  grey  women  who  are 
seen  at  evening  with  baskets  flitting  about  area-railings; 
dingy  shawls  which  drop  you  furtive  curtseys  in  your  neigh- 
bourhood; demure  little  Jacks,  who  start  up  from  behind 
boxes  in  the  pantry.  Those  outsiders  wear  Thomas's  crest 
and  livery,  and  call  him  "  Sir;  "  those  silent  women  address 
the  female  servants  as  "Mum,"  and  curtsey  before  them, 
squaring  their  arms  over  their  wretched  lean  aprons.  Then, 
again,  those  servi  servorum  have  dependents  in  the  vast, 
silent,  poverty-stricken  world  outside  your  comfortable 
kitchen  fire,  in  the  world  of  darkness,  and  hunger,  and 
miserable  cold,  and  dank,  flagged  cellars,  and  huddled 
straw,  and  rags,  in  which  pale  children  are  swarming.  It 
may  be  your  beer  (which  runs  with  great  volubility)  has  a 
pipe  or  two  which  communicates  with  those  dark  caverns 
where  hopeless  anguish  pours  the  groan,  and  would  scarce 
see  light  but  for  a  scrap  or  two  of  candle  which  has  been 
whipped  away  from  your  worship's  kitchen.  Not  many 
years  ago — I  don't  kiiow  whether  before  or  since  that  white 
mark  was  drawn  on  the  door — a  lady  occupied  the  confi- 
dential place  of  housemaid  in  this  "  private  residence,"  who 
brought  a  good  character,  who  seemed  to  have  a  cheerful 
temper,  whom  I  used  to  hear  clattering  and  bumping  over- 
head or  on  the  stairs  long  before  daylight — there,  I  say, 
was  poor  Camilla,  scouring  the  plain,  trundling  and  brush- 
ing, and  clattering  with  her  pans  and  brooms,  and  hum- 
ming at  her  work.  Well,  she  had  established  a  smuggling 
communication  of  beer  over  tlie  area  frontier.  This  neat- 
handed  Phyllis  used  to  pack  up  the  nicest  baskets  of  my 
provender,  and  convey  them  to  somebody  outside — I  be- 
lieve, on  my  conscience,  to  some  poor  friend  in  distress. 
Camilla  was  consigned  to  her  doom.  She  was  sent  back  to 
her  friends  in  the  country;  and  when  she  was  gone  we 
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heard  of  many  of  her  faults.  She  expressed  herself,  when 
displeased,  in  language  that  I  shall  not  repeat.  As  for  the 
beer  and  meat,  there  was  no  mistake  about  them.  But 
apres  ?  Can  I  have  the  heart  to  be  very  angry  with  that 
poor  jade  for  helping  another  poorer  jade  out  of  my  larder? 
On  your  honour  and  conscience,  when  you  were  a  boy,  and 
the  apples  looked  temptingly  over  Farmer  Quarringdon's 
hedge,  did  you  never ?  When  there  was  a  grand  din- 
ner at  home,  and  you  were  sliding,  with  Master  Bacon,  up 
and  down  the  stairs,  and  the  dishes  came  out,  did  you  ever 

do  such  a  thing  as  just  to ?     Well,  in  many  and  many 

a  respect  servants  are  like  children.  They  are  under  domi- 
nation. They  are  subject  to  reproof,  to  ill-temper,  to  petty 
exactions,  and  stupid  tyrannies,  not  seldom.  They  scheme, 
conspire,  fawn,  and  are  hypocrites.  "Little  boys  should 
not  loll  on  chairs."  "Little  girls  should  be  seen,  and  not 
heard;"  and  so  forth.  Have  we  not  almost  all  learnt  these 
expressions  of  old  foozles :  and  uttered  them  ourselves  when 
in  the  square-toed  state?  The  Eton  master,  who  was 
breaking  a  lance  with  our  Paterfamilias  of  late,  turned  on 
Paterfamilias,  saying.  He  knows  not  the  nature  and  exqui- 
site candour  of  well-bred  English  boys.  Exquisite  fiddle- 
stick's end,  Mr.  Master !  Do  you  mean  for  to  go  for  to  tell 
us  that  the  relations  between  young  gentlemen  and  their 
schoolmasters  are  entirely  frank  and  cordial;  that  the  lad 
is  familiar  with  the  man  who  can  have  him  flogged;  never 
shirks  his  exercises;  never  gets  other  boys  to  do  his  verses; 
never  does  other  boys'  verses;  never  breaks  bounds;  never 
tells  fibs — I  mean  the  fibs  permitted  by  scholastic  honour? 
Did  I  know  of  a  boy  who  pretended  to  such  a  character,  I 
would  forbid  my  scapegraces  to  keep  company  with  him. 
Did  I  know  a  schoolmaster  who  pretended  to  believe  in  the 
existence  of  many  hundred  such  boys  in  one  school  at  one 
time,  I  would  set  that  man  down  as  a  baby  in  knowledge 
of  the  world.  "  Who  was  making  that  noise?"  "I  don't 
know,  sir." — And  he  knows  it  was  the  boy  next  him  in 
school.  "  Who  was  climbing  over  that  wall?  "  "I  don't 
know,  sir." — ^And  it  is  in  the  speaker's  own  trousers,  very 
likely,  the  glass  bottle-tops  have  left  their  cruel  scars. 
And  so  with  servants.  "  Who  ate  up  the  three  pigeons 
which  went  down  in  the  pigeon-pie  at  breakfast  this  morn- 
ing? "  "  0  dear  me !  sir,  it  was  John,  who  went  away  last 
month?" — or,  "I  think  it  was  Miss  Mary's  canary-bird, 
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which  got  out  of  the  cage,  and  is  so  fond  of  pigeons,  it 
never  can  have  enough  of  them."  Yes,  it  was  the  canary- 
bird;  and  Eliza  saw  it;  and  Eliza  is  ready  to  vow  she  did. 
These  statements  are  not  true;  but  please  don't  call  them 
lies.  This  is  not  lying;  this  is  voting  with  your  party. 
You  must  back  your  own  side.  The  servants'  hall  stands 
by  the  servants'  hall  against  the  dining-room.  The  school- 
boys don't  tell  tales  of  each  other.  They  agree  not  to 
choose  to  know  who  has  made  the  noise,  who  has  broken 
the  window,  who  has  eaten  up  the  pigeons,  who  has  picked 
all  the  plovers'  eggs  out  of  the  aspic,  how  it  is  that  liqueur 
brandy  of  Gledstanes  is  in  such  porous  glass  bottles — and 
so  forth.  Suppose  Brutus  had  a  footman,  who  came  and 
told  him  that  the  butler  drank  the  CuraQoa,  which  of  these 
servants  would  you  dismiss? — the  butler,  perhaps,  but  the 
footman  certainly. 

No.  If  your  plate  and  glass  are  beautifully  bright,  your 
bell  quickly  answered,  and  Thomas  ready,  neat,  and  good- 
humoured,  you  are  not  to  expect  absolute  truth  from  him. 
The  very  obsequiousness  and  perfection  of  his  service  pre- 
vents truth.  He  may  be  ever  so  unwell  in  mind  or  body, 
and  he  must  go  through  his  service — hand  the  shining  plate, 
replenish  the  spotless  glass,  lay  the  glittering  fork — never 
laugh  when  you  yourself  or  your  guests  joke — be  profoundly 
attentive,  and  yet  look  utterly  impassive — exchange  a  few 
hurried  curses  at  the  door  with  that  unseen  slavey  who 
ministers  without,  and  with  you  be  perfectly  calm  and  po- 
lite. If  you  are  ill,  he  will  come  twenty  times  in  an  hour 
to  your  bell;  or  leave  the  girl  of  his  heart — his  mother, 
who  is  going  to  America — his  dearest  friend,  who  has  come 
to  say  farewell — his  lunch,  and  his  glass  of  beer  just  freshly 
poured  out — any  or  all  of  these,  if  the  door-bell  rings,  or 
the  master  call  out  "  Thomas  "  from  the  hall.  Do  you 
suppose  you  can  expect  absolute  candour  from  a  man  whom 
you  may  order  to  powder  his  hair?  As  between  the  Eev. 
Henry  Holyshade  and  his  pupil,  the  idea  of  entire  unre- 
serve is  utter  bosh;  so  the  truth  as  between  you  and  Jeames 
or  Thomas,  or  Mary  the  housemaid,  or  Betty  the  cook,  is 
relative,  and  not  to  be  demanded  on  one  side  or  the  other. 
Why,  respectful  civility  is  itself  a  lie,  which  poor  Jeames 
often  has  to  utter  or  perform  to  many  a  swaggering  vulga- 
rian, who  should  black  Jeames's  boots,  did  Jeames  wear 
them  and  not  shoes.     There  is  your  little  Tom,  just  ten, 
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ordering  the  great,  large,  quiet,  orderly  young  man  about 
— shrieking  calls  for  hot  water — bullying  Jeames  because'' 
the  boots  are  not  varnished  enough,  or  ordering  him  to  go" 
to  the  stables,  and  ask  Jenkins  why  the  deuce  TomkinS' 
hasn't  brought  his  pony  round — or  what  you  will.  There 
is  mamma  rapping  the  knuckles  of  Pincot  the  lady's-maid, 
and  little  miss  scolding  Martha,  who  waits  up  five-pair  of 
stairs  in  the  nursery.  Little  miss,  Tommy,  papa,  mamma^ 
you  all  expect  from  Martha,  from  Pincot,  from  Jenkins,- 
from  Jeames,  obsequious  civility  and  willing  service.  My 
dear,  good  people,  you  can't  have  truth  too.  Suppose  you 
ask  for  your  newspaper,  and  Jeames  says,  "  I'm  reading  it, 
and  jest  beg  not  to  be  disturbed;  "  or  suppose  you  ask  for 
a  can  of  water,  and  he  remarks,  "  You  great,  big,  'ulking 
fellar,  ain't  you  big  enough  to  bring  it  hup  yourself?  " 
what  would  your  feelings  be?  Now,  if  you  made  similar 
proposals  or  requests  to  Mr.  Jones  next  door,  this  is  the 
kind  of  answer  Jones  would  give  you.  You  get  truth  ha- 
bitually from  equals  only;  so  my  good  Mr.  Holyshade, 
don't  talk  to  me  about  the  habitual  candour  of  the  young 
Etonian  of  high  birth,  or  I  have  my  own  opinion  of  your 
candour  or  discernment  when  you  do.  No.  Tom  Bowling 
is  the  soul  of  honour  and  has  been  true  to  Black-eyed 
Syousan  since  the  last  time  they  parted  at  Wapping  Old 
Stairs;  but  do  you  suppose  Tom  is  perfectly  frank,  famil- 
iar, and  above-board  in  his  conversation  with  Admiral  Nel- 
son, K.C.B.?  There  are  secrets,  prevarications,  fibs,  if 
you  will,  between  Tom  and  the  Admiral — between  your 
crew  and  their  captain.  I  know  I  hire  a  worthy,  clean, 
agreeable,  and  conscientious  male  or  female  hypocrite,  at 
so  many  guineas  a  year,  to  do  so  and  so  for  me.  Were  he 
other  than  hypocrite  I  would  send  him  about  his  business. 
Don't  let  my  displeasure  be  too  fierce  with  him  for  a  fib  or 
two  on  his  own  account. 

Some  dozen  years  ago,  my  family  being  absent  in  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  country,  and  my  Ijusiness  detaining  me  in 
London,  I  remained  in  my  own  house  with  three  servants  on 
board  wages.  I  used  only  to  breakfast  at  home;  and  fu- 
ture ages  will  be  interested  to  know  that  this  meal  used  to 
consist,  at  that  period,  of  tea,  a  penny  roll,  a  pat  of  butter, 
and,  perhaps,  an  egg.  My  weekly  bill  used  invariably  to 
be  about  fifty  shillings;  so  that  as  I  never  dined  in  the 
house,  you  see,  my  breakfast,  consisting  of  the  delicacies 
21 
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before  mentioned,  cost  about  seven  shillings  and  threepence 
per  diem.     I  must,  therefore,  have  consumed  daily — 

s.  d. 
A  quarter  of  a  pound  of  tea  (say),       .        .        .        .13 

A  penny  roll  (say), 10 

One  pound  of  butter  (say) 13 

One  pound  of  lump-sugar, 10 

A  new-laid  egg 3    9 

Which  is  the  only  possible  way  I  have  for  making  out  the 
■sum. 

Well,  I  fell  ill  while  under  this  regimen,  and  had  an  ill- 
ness which,  but  for  a  certain  doctor,  who  was  brought  to 
me  by  a  certain  kind  friend  I  had  in  those  days,  would,  I 
think,  have  prevented  the  possibility  of  my  telling  this 
interesting  anecdote  now  a  dozen  years  after.  Don't  be 
frightened,  my  dear  madam;  it  is  not  a  horrid,  sentimental 
account  of  a  malady  you  are  coming  to — only  a  question  of 
grocery'.  This  illness,  I  say,  lasted  some  seventeen  days, 
during  which  the  servants  were  admirably  attentive  and 
kind;  and  poor  John,  especially,  was  up  at  all  hours, 
watching  night  after  night — amiable,  cheerful,  untiring, 
respectful,  the  very  best  of  Johns  and  nurses. 

Twice  or  thrice  iu  the  seventeen  days  I  may  have  had  a 
glass  of  eait  sucree — say  a  dozen  glasses  of  eau  sucree — cer- 
tainly not  more.  Well,  this  admirable,  watchful,  cheerful, 
tender,  affectionate  John  brought  me  iu  a  little  bill  for 
seventeen  pounds  of  sugar  consumed  during  the  illness — 
"Often  'ad  sugar  and  water;  always  was  a  callin'  for  it," 
says  John,  wagging  his  head  quite  gravely.  You  are  dead, 
years  and  years  ago,  poor  John — so  patient,  so  friendly,  so 
kind,  so  cheerful  to  the  invalid  in  the  fever.  But  confess, 
now,  wherever  you  are,  that  seventeen  pounds  of  sugar  to 
make  six  glasses  of  eau  sucree  was  a  little  too  strong,  wasn't 
it,  John?  Ah,  how  frankly,  how  trustily,  how  bravely  he 
lied,  poor  John !  One  evening,  being  at  Brighton,  in  the 
convalescence,  I  remember  John's  step  was  unsteady,  his 
voice  thick,  his  laugh  queer — and  having  some  quinine  to 
give  me,  John  brought  the  glass  to  me — not  to  my  mouth, 
but  struck  me  with  it  pretty  smartly  in  the  eye,  which  was 
not  the  way  in  which  Dr.  Elliotson  had  intended  his  pre- 
scription should  be  taken.  Turning  that  eye  upon  him,  I 
ventured  to  hint  that  my  attendant  had  been  drinking. 
Drinking !  I  never  was.  more  humiliated  at  the  thought  of 
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my  own  injustice  than  at  John's  reply.  "Drinking!  Sulp 
me !  1  have  had  ony  one  pint  of  beer  with  my  dinner  at 
one  o'clock!" — and  he  retreats,  holding  on  by  a  chair. 
These  are  iibs,  you  see,  appertaining  to  the  situation. 
John  is  drunk.  "  Sulp  him,  he  has  only  had  an  'alf-pint 
of  beer  with  his  dinner  six  hours  ago;  "  and  none  of  his 
fellow-servants  will  say  otherwise.  Polly  is  smuggled  on 
board  ship.  Who  tells  the  lieutenant  when  he  comes  his 
rounds?  Boys  are  playing  cards  in  the  bedroom.  The  out- 
lying fag  announces  master  coming — out  go  candles — cards 
popped  into  bed — boys  sound  asleep.  Who  had  that  light 
in  the  dormitory?  Law  bless  you  I  the  poor  dear  innocents 
are  every  one  snoring.  Every  one  snoring,  and  every  snore 
is  a  lie  told  through  the  nose !  Suppose  one  of  your  boys 
or  mine  is  engaged  in  that  awful  crime,  are  we  going  to 
break  our  hearts  about  it?  Come,  come.  We  pull  a  long 
face,  waggle  a  grave  head,  and  chuckle  within  our  waist- 
coats. 

Between  me  and  those  fellow-creatures  of  mine  who  are 
sitting  in  the  room  below,  how  strange  and  wonderful  is 
the  partition !  We  meet  at  every  hour  of  the  daylight,  and 
are  indebted  to  each  other  for  a  hundred  ofSces  of  duty 
and  comfort  of  life;  and  we  live  together  for  years,  and 
don't  know  each  other.  John's  voice  to  me  is  quite  differ- 
ent from  John's  voice  when  it  addresses  his  mates  below. 
If  I  met  Hannah  in  the  street  with  a  bonnet  on,  I  doubt 
whether  I  should  know  her.  And  all  these  good  people 
with  whom  I  may  live  for  years  and  years,  have  cares,  in- 
terests, dear  friends  and  relatives,  mayhap  schemes,  pas- 
sions, longing  hopes,  tragedies  of  their  own,  from  which  a 
carpet  and  a  few  planks  and  beams  utterly  separate  me. 
When  we  were  at  the  seaside,  and  poor  Ellen  used  to  look 
so  pale,  and  run  after  the  postman's  bell,  and  seize  a  let- 
ter in  a  great  scrawling  hand,  and  read  it,  and  cry  in  a 
corner,  how  should  we  know  that  the  poor  little  thing's 
heart  was  breaking?  She  fetched  the  water,  and  she 
smoothed  the  ribbons,  and  she  laid  out  the  dresses,  and 
brought  the  early  cup  of  tea  in  the  morning,  just  as  if  she 
had  had  no  cares  to  keep  her  awake.  Henry  (who  lived 
out  of  the  house)  was  the  servant  of  a  friend  of  mine  who 
lived  in  chambers.  There  was  a  dinner  one  day,  and 
Henry  waited  all  through  the  dinner.  The  champagne  was 
properly  iced,   the  dinner  was  excellently  served;   every 
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guest  was  attended  to;  the  dinner  disappeared;  the  dessert 
was  set;  the  claret  was  in  perfect  order,  carefully  decanted, 
and  more  ready.  And  then  Henry  said,  "  If  you  please, 
sir,  may  I  go  home?"  He  had  received  word  that  his 
house  was  on  fire;  and,  having  seen  through  his  dinner,  he 
wished  to  go  and  look  after  his  children,  and  little  sticks 
of  furniture.  Why,  such  a  man's  livery  is  a  uniform  of 
honour.     The  crest  on  his  button  is  a  badge  of  bravery. 

Do  you  see — I  imagine  I  do  myself — in  these  little  in- 
stances, a  tinge  of  humour?  Ellen's  heart  is  breaking  for 
handsome  Jeames  of  Buckley  Square,  whose  great  legs  are 
kneeling,  and  who  has  given  a  look  of  his  precious  pow- 
dered head,  to  some  other  than  Ellen.  Henry  is  preparing 
the  sauce  for  his  master's  wild -ducks  while  the  engines  are 
squirting  over  his  own  little  nest  and  brood.  Lift  these 
figures  up  but  a  story  from  the  basement  to  the  ground- 
floor,  and  the  fun  is  gone.  We  may  be  en  pleine  tragedie. 
Ellen  may  breathe  her  last  sigh  in  blank  verse,  calling 
down  blessings  upon  Jeames  the  profligate  who  deserts  her. 
Henry  is  a  hero,  and  epaulettes  are  on  his  shoulders. 
Atqui  sciebat,  &c.,  whatever  tortures  are  in  store  for  him, 
he  will  be  at  his  post  of  duty. 

You  concede,  however,  that  there  is  a  touch  of  humour 
in  the  two  tragedies  here  mentioned.  Why?  Is  it  that 
the  idea  of  persons  at  service  is  somehow  ludicrous?  Per- 
haps it  is  made  more  so  in  this  country  by  the  splendid 
appearance  of  the  liveried  domestics  of  great  people. 
When  you  think  that  we  dress  in  black  ourselves,  and  put 
our  fellow-creatures  in  green,  pink,  or  canary-coloured 
breeches;  that  we  order  them  to  plaster  their  hair  with 
flour,  having  brushed  that  nonsense  out  of  our  own  heads 
fifty  years  ago;  that  some  of  the  most  genteel  and  stately 
among'  us  cause  the  men  who  drive  their  carriages  to  put 
on  little  Albino  wigs,  and  sit  behind  great  nosegays — I  say 
I  suppose  it  is  this  heaping  of  gold  lace,  gaudy  colours, 
blooming  plushes,  on  honest  John  Trot,  which  makes  the 
man  absurd  in  our  eyes,  who  need  be  nothing  but  a  simple 
reputable  citizen  and  in-door  labourer.  Suppose,  my  dear 
sir,  that  you  yourself  were  suddenly  desired  to  put  on  a 
full  dress,  or  even  undress,  domestic  uniform  with  our 
friend  Jones's  crest  repeated  in  varied  combinations  of 
button  on  your  front  and  back?  Suppose,  madam,  your 
son  were  told,  that  he  could  not  go  out  except  in  low^er 
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garments  of  carnation  or  amber-coloured  plush — would  you 
let  him?  *  *  #  But  as  you  justly  say,  this  is  not  the 
question,  and  besides  it  is  a  question  fraught  with  danger, 
sir;  and  radicalism,  sir;  and  subversion  of  the  very  foun- 
dations of  the  social  fabric,  sir.  *  *  *  Well,  John,  we 
won't  enter  on  your  great  domestic  question.  Don't  let  us 
disport  with  Jeames's  dangerous  strength,  and  the  edge- 
tools  about  his  knife-board :  but  with  Betty  and  Susan  who 
wield  the  playful  mop,  and  set  on  the  simmering  kettle. 
Surely  you  have  heard  Mrs.  Toddles  talking  to  Mrs.  Dod- 
dles  about  their  mutual  maids?  Miss  Susan  must  have  a 
silk  gown,  and  Miss  Betty  must  wear  flowers  under  her 
bonnet  when  she  goes  to  church  if  you  please,  and  did  you 
ever  hear  such  impudence?  The  servant  in  many  small 
establishments  is  a  constant  and  endless  theme  of  talk. 
What  small  wage,  sleep,  meal,  what  endless  scouring, 
scolding,  tramping  on  messages  fall  to  that  poor  Susan's 
lot;  what  indignation  at  the  little  kindly  passing  word 
with  the  grocer's  young  man,  the  pot-boy,  the  chubby 
butcher!  Where  such  things  will  end,  my  dear  Mrs.  Tod- 
dles, I  don't  know.  What  wages  they  will  want  next,  my 
dear  Mrs.  Doddles,  &c. 

Here,  dear  ladies,  is  an  advertisement  which  I  cut  out  of 
the  Times  a  few  days  since,  expressly  for  you : 

A  LADY  is  desirous  of  obtaining  u  SITUATION  for  a  very  re- 
spectable young  woman  as  HEAD  KITCHEN-MAID  under  a 
man-cooli.  Slie  has  lived  four  years  under  a  very  good  cook  and 
housekeeper.  Can  make  ice,  and  is  an  excellent  baker.  She  will 
only  take  a  place  in  a  very  good  familj',  where  she  can  have  the  op- 
portunity of  improving  herself,  and,  if  possible,  staying  for  two 
years.     Apply  by  letter  to,  &c.  &c. 

There,  Mrs.  Toddles,  what  do  you  think  of  that,  and  did 
you  ever?  Well,  no,  Mrs.  Doddles.  Upon  my  word  now, 
Mrs.  T.,  I  don't  think  I  ever  did.  A  respectable  young 
woman — as  head  kitchen-maid — under  a  man-cook,  will 
only  take  a  place  in  a  very  good  family,  where  she  can  im- 
prove, and  stay  two  years.  Just  note  up  the  conditions, 
Mrs.  Toddles,  mum,  if  you  please,  mum,  and  then  let  us 
see: — 

1.  This  young  woman  is  to  be  head  kitchen-maid,  that  is 
to  say,  there  is  to  be  a  chorus  of  kitchen-maids,  of 
which  the  Y.  W.  is  to  be  chief. 
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2  She  will  only  be  situated  under  a  man-cook.  (A)  ought 
he  to  be  a  Preneh  cook;  and  (B),  if  so,  would  the  lady 
desire  him  to  be  a  Protestant? 

3.  She  will  only  take  a  place  in  a  very  good  family.     How 

old  ought  the  family  to  be,  and  what  do  you  call  good? 
that  is  the  question.  How  long  after  the  Conquest 
will  do?  Would  a  banker's  family  do,  or  is  a  bar- 
onet's good  enough?  Best  say  what  rank  in  the  peer- 
age would  be  sufficiently  high.  But  the  lady  does  not 
say  whether  she  would  like  a  high  church  or  a  low 
church  family.  Ought  there  to  be  unmarried  sons, 
and  may  they  follow  a  profession?  and  please  say  how 
many  daughters;  and  would  the  lady  like  them  to  be 
musical?  And  how  many  company  dinners  a  week? 
Not  too  many,  for  fear  of  fatiguing  the  upper  kitchen- 
maid;  but  sufficient,  so  as  to  keep  the  upper  kitchen- 
maid's  hand  in.  [N.B.  — I  think  I  can  see  a  rather 
bewildered  expression  on  the  countenance  of  Mesdamea 
Doddles  and  Toddles  as  I  am  prattling  on  in  this  easy 
bantering  way.] 

4.  The  head  kitchen-maid  wishes  to  stay  for  two  years, 

and  improve  herself  under  the  man-cook,  and  having 
of  course  sucked  the  brains  (as  the  phrase  is)  from 
under  the  chef's  nightcap,  then  the  head  kitchen-maid 
wishes  to  go. 

And  upon  my  word,  Mrs.  Toddles,  mum,  I  will  go  and 
fetch  the  cab  for  her.  The  cab?  Why  not  her  ladyship's 
own  carriage  and  pair,  and  the  head  coachman  to  drive 
away  the  head  kitchen-maid?  You  see  she  stipulates  for 
everything — the  time  to  come;  the  time  to  stay;  the  family 
she  will  be  with;  and  as  soon  as  she  has  improved  herself 
enough,  of  course  the  upper  kitchen-maid  will  step  into  the 
carriage  and  drive  off. 

Well,  upon  my  word  and  conscience,  if  things  are  coming 
to  this  pass,  Mrs.  Toddles,  and  Mrs.  Doddles,  mum,  I  think 
I  will  go  upstairs  and  get  a  basin  and  a  sponge,  and  then 
downstairs  and  get  some  hot  water;  and  then  I  will  go  and 
scrub  that  chalk-mark  off  my  own  door  with  my  own  hands. 

It  is  wiped  off,  I  declare !  After  ever  so  many  weeks ! 
Who  has  done  it?  It  was  just  a  little  roundabout  mark, 
you  know,  and  it  was  there  for  days  and  weeks,  before  I 
ever  thought  it  would  be  the  text  of  a  Roundabout  Paper. 
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ON  BEING  FOUND  OUT. 

At  the  close  (let  us  say)  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  when  I 
■was  a  boy  at  a  private  and  preparatory  school  for  young  gen- 
tlemen, I  remember  the  wiseacre  of  a  master  ordering  us 
all,  one  night,  to  march  into  a  little  garden  at  the  back  of 
the  house,  and  thence  to  proceed  one  by  one  into  a  tool  or 
hen  house  (I  was  but  a  tender  little  thing  just  put  into  short 
clothes,  and  can't  exactly  say  whether  the  house  was  for 
tools  or  hens),  and  in  that  house  to  put  our  hands  into  a 
sack  which  stood  on  a  bench,  a  candle  burning  beside  it. 
I  put  my  hand  into  the  sack.  My  hand  came  out  quite 
black.  I  went  and  joined  the  other  boys  in  the  school- 
room; and  all  their  hands  were  black  too. 

By  reason  of  my  tender  age  (and  there  are  some  critics 
who,  I  hope,  will  be  satisfied  by  my  acknowledging  that  I 
am  a  hundred  and  fifty-six  next  birthday)  I  could  not  un- 
derstand what  was  the  meaning  of  this  night  excursion — 
this  candle,  this  tool-house,  this  bag  of  soot.  I  think  we 
little  boys  were  taken  out  of  our  sleep  to  be  brought  to  the 
ordeal.  We  came,  then,  and  showed  our  little  hands  to 
the  master;  washed  them  or  not — most  probably,  I  should 
say,  not — and  so  went  bewildered  back  to  bed. 

Something  had  been  stolen  in  the  school  that  day;  and 
Mr.  Wiseacre  having  read  in  a  book  of  an  ingenious  method 
of  finding  out  a  thief  by  making  him  put  his  hand  into  a 
sack  (which,  if  guilty,  the  rogue  would  shirk  from  doing), 
all  we  boys  were  subjected  to  the  trial.  Goodness  knows 
what  the  lost  object  was,  or  who  stole  it.  We  all  had 
black  hands  to  show  to  the  master.  And  the  thief,  who- 
ever he  was,  was  not  Found  Out  that  time. 

I  wonder  if  the  rascal  is  alive — an  elderly  scoundrel  he 
must  be  by  this  time;  and  a  hoary  old  hypocrite,  to  whom 
an  old  schoolfellow  presents  his  kindest  regards — paren- 
thetically remarking  what  a  dreadful  place  that  private 
school  was;  cold,  chilblains,  bad  dinners,  not  enough  vict- 
uals, and  caning  awful! — Are  you  alive  still,  I  say,  you 
nameless  villain,  who  escaped  discovery  on  that  day  of 
crime?  I  hope  you  have  escaped  often  since,  old  sin- 
ner.    Ah,  what  a  lucky  thing  it  is,  for  you  and  me,  my 
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man,  that  we  are  not  found  out  in  all  our  peccadilloes; 
and  that  our  backs  can  slip  away  from  the  master  and  the 
cane ! 

Just  consider  what  life  would  be,  if  every  rogue  was 
found  out,  and  flogged  coram  populo  !  What  a  butchery, 
what  an  indecency,  what  an  endless  swishing  of  the  rod ! 
Don't  cry  out  about  my  misanthropy.  My  good  friend 
Mealymouth,  I  will  trouble  you  to  tell  me,  do  you  go  to 
church?  When  there,  do  you  say,  or  do  you  not,  that  you 
are  a  miserable  sinner?  and  saying  so,  do  you  believe  or 
disbelieve  it?  If  you  are  a  M.  S.,  don't  you  deserve  cor- 
Tection,  and  aren't  you  grateful  if  you  are  to  be  let  off?  I 
say  again,  what  a  blessed  thing  it  is  that  we  are  not  all 
found  out ! 

Just  picture  to  yourself  everybody  who  does  wrong  being 
found  out,  and  punished  accordingly.  Fancy  all  the  boys 
in  all  the  school  being  whipped;  and  then  the  assistants, 
and  then  the  head  master  (Dr.  Badford  let  us  call  him). 
Fancy  the  provost-marshal  being  tied  up,  having  previously 
superintended  the  correction  of  the  whole  army.  After 
the  young  gentlemen  have  had  their  turn  for  the  faulty  ex- 
ercises, fancy  Dr.  Lincolnsinn  being  taken  up  for  certain 
faults  in  his  Essay  and  Review.  After  the  clergyman  has 
cried  his  peccavi,  suppose  we  hoist  up  a  bishop,  and  give 
him  a  couple  of  dozen  !  (I  see  my  Lord  Bishop  of  Double- 
Gloucester  sitting  in  a  very  uneasy  posture  on  his  right 
reverend  bench.)  After  we  have  cast  off  the  bishop,  what 
are  we  to  say  to  the  Minister  who  appointed  him?  My 
Lord  Cinqwarden,  it  is  painful  to  have  to  use  personal  cor- 
rection, to  a  boy  of  your  age;  but  really  *  *  *  Siste 
tandem,  carnifex !  The  butchery  is  too  horrible.  The 
hand  drops  powerless,  appalled  at  the  quantity  of  birch 
which  it  must  cut  and  brandish.  I  am  glad  we  are  not  all 
found  out,  I  say  again;  and  protest,  my  dear  brethren, 
against  our  having  our  deserts. 

To  fancy  all  men  found  out  and  punished  is  bad  enough; 
but  imagine  all  women  found  out  in  the  distinguished  social 
circle  in  which  you  and  I  have  the  honour  to  move.  Is  it 
not  a  mercy  that  a  many  of  these  fair  criminals  remain  un- 
punished and  undiscovered?  There  is  Mrs.  Longbow,  who 
is  for  ever  practising,  and  who  shoots  poisoned  arrows,  too; 
when  you  meet  her  you  don't  call  her  liar,  and  charge  her 
with  the  wickedness  she  has  done,  and  is  doing?     There  is 
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Mrs.  Painter,  who  passes  for  a  most  respectable  woman, 
and  a  model  in  society.  There  is  no  use  in  saying  what 
you  really  know  regarding  her  and  her  goings  on.  There 
is  Diana  Hunter — what  a  little,  haughty  prude  it  is;  and 
yet  we  know  stories  about  her  which  are  not  altogether 
edifying.  I  say  it  is  best,  for  the  sake  of  the  good,  that 
the  bad  should  not  all  be  found  out.  You  don't  want  your 
children  to  know  the  history  of  that  lady  in  the  next  box, 
who  is  so  handsome,  and  whom  they  admire  so?  Ah  me, 
what  would  life  be  if  we  were  all  found  out,  and  punished 
for  all  our  faults?  Jack  Ketch  would  be  in  permanence; 
and  then  who  would  hang  Jack  Ketch? 

They  talk  of  murderers  being  pretty  certainly  found  out. 
Psha !  I  have  heard  an  authority  awfully  competent  vow 
and  declare  that  scores  and  hundreds  of  murders  are  com- 
mitted, and  nobody  is  the  wiser.  That  terrible  man  men- 
tioned one  or  two  ways  of  committing  murder,  which  he 
maintained  were  quite  common,  and  were  scarcely  ever 
found  out.  A  man,  for  instance,  comes  home  to  his  wife, 
and  *  *  *  but  I  pause — I  know  that  this  Magazine 
has  a  very  large  circulation.  Hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
thousands — why  not  say  a  million  of  people  at  once? — 
well,  say  a  million,  read  it.  And  amongst  these  countless 
readers,  I  might  be  teaching  some  monster  how  to  make 
away  with  his  wife  without  being  found  out,  some  fiend  of 
a  woman  how  to  destroy  her  dear  husband.  I  will  not 
then  tell  this  easy  and  simple  way  of  murder,  as  communi- 
cated to  me  by  a  most  respectable  party  in  the  confidence 
of  private  intercourse.  Suppose  some  gentle  reader  were 
to  try  this  most  simple  and  easy  receipt — it  seems  to  me 
almost  infallible — and  come  to  grief  in  consequence,  and 
be  found  out  and  hanged?  Should  I  ever  pardon  myself 
for  having  been  the  means  of  doing  injury  to  a  single  one 
of  our  esteemed  subscribers?  The  prescription  whereof  I 
speak — that  is  to  say,  whereof  I  donH  speak — shall  be 
buried  in  this  bosom.  No,  I  am  a  humane  man.  I  am  not 
one  of  your  Bluebeards  to  go  and  say  to  my  wife,  "My 
dear!  I  am  going  away  for  a  few  days  to  Brighton.  Here 
are  all  the  keys  of  the  house.  You  may  open  every  door 
and  closet,  except  the  one  at  the  end  of  the  oak-room  op- 
posite the  fireplace,  with  the  little  bronze  Shakspeare  ou 
the  mantelpiece  (or  what  not)."  I  don't  say  this  to  a 
woman — unless,  to  be  sure,  I  want  to  get  rid  of  her — be- 
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cause,  after  such  a  caution,  I  know  she'll  peep  into  the 
closet.  I  say  nothing  about  the  closet  at  all.  I  keep  the 
key  in  my  pocket,  and  a  being  whom  I  love,  but  who,  as  I 
know,  has  many  weaknesses,  out  of  harm's  way.  You  toss 
up  your  head,  dear  angel,  drub  on  the  ground  with  your 
lovely  little  feet,  on  the  table  with  your  sweet  rosy  lingers, 
and  cry,  "0  sneerer!  You  don't  know  the  depth  of  wom- 
an's feeling,  the  lofty  scorn  of  all  deceit,  the  entire  absence 
of  mean  curiosity  in  the  sex,  or  never,  never  would  you 
libel  us  so !  "  "  Ah,  Delia !  dear,  dear  Delia !  It  is  be- 
cause I  fancy  I  do  know  something  about  you  (not  all, 
mind — no,  no;  no  man  knows  that). — Ah,  my  bride,  my 
ringdove,  my  rose,  my  poppet — choose,  in  fact,  whatever 
name  you  like — bulbul  of  my  grove,  fountain  of  my  desert, 
sunshine  of  my  darkling  life,  and  joy  of  my  dungeoned 
existence,  it  is  because  I  do  know  a  little  about  you  that  I 
conclude  to  say  nothing  of  that  private  closet,  and  keep 
my  key  in  my  pocket.  You  take  away  that  closet-key 
then,  and  the  house-key.  You  lock  Delia  in.  You  keep 
her  out  of  harm's  way  and  gadding,  and  so  she  never  can 
be  found  out. 

And  yet  by  little  strange  accidents  and  coincidents  how 
we  are  being  found  out  every  day !  You  remember  that 
old  story  of  the  Abbe  Kakatoes,  who  told  the  company  at 
supper  one  night  how  the  first  confession  he  ever  received 
was  from  a  murderer,  let  us  say.  Presently  enters  to  sup- 
per the  Marquis  de  Croquemitaine.  "  Palsambleu,  abbe!  " 
says  the  brilliant  marquis,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff,  "  are 
you  here?  Gentlemen  and  ladies!  I  was  the  abbe's  first 
penitent,  and  I  made  him  a  confession  which  I  promise  you 
astonished  him." 

To  be  sure  how  queerly  things  are  found  out !  Here  is 
an  instance.  Only  the  other  day  I  was  writing  in  these 
Roundabout  Papers  about  a  certain  man,  whom  I  facetiously 
called  Baggs,  and  who  had  abused  me  to  my  friends,  who 
of  course  told  me.  Shortly  after  that  paper  was  published 
another  friend.  Sacks,  let  us  call  him,  scowls  fiercely  at  me 
as  I  am  sitting  in  perfect  good-humour  at  the  club,  and 
passes  on  without  speaking.  A  cut.  A  quarrel.  Sacks 
thinks  it  is  about  him  that  I  was  writing;  whereas,  upon 
my  honour  and  conscience,  I  never  had  him  once  in  my 
mind,  and  was  pointing  my  moral  from  quite  another  man. 
But  don't  you  see,  by  this  wrath  of  the  guilty-conscienced 
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Sacks,  that  he  had  been  abusing  me  too?  He  has  owned 
himself  guilty,  never  having  been  accused.  He  has  winced 
when  nobody  thought  of  hitting  him.  1  did  but  put  the 
cap  out,  and  madly  butting  and  chafing,  behold  my  friend 
rushes  to  put  his  head  into  it!  Never  mind,  Sacks,  you 
are  found  out;  but  I  bear  you  no  malice,  my  man. 

And  yet  to  be  found  out,  I  know  from  my  own  experi- 
ence, must  be  painful  and  odious,  and  curelly  mortifying  to 
the  inward  vanity.  Suppose  I  am  a  poltroon,  let  us  say. 
With  fierce  moustache,  loud  talk,  plentiful  oaths,  and  an 
immense  stick,  I  keep  up  nevertheless  a  character  for  cour- 
age. I  swear  fearfully  at  cabmen  and  women;  brandish 
my  bludgeon,  and  perhaps  knock  down  a  little  man  or  two 
with  it;  brag  of  the  images  which  I  break  at  the  shooting- 
gallery,  and  pass  amongst  my  friends  for  a  whiskery  fire- 
eater,  afraid  of  neither  man  nor  dragon.  Ah,  me!  Sup- 
pose some  brisk  little  chap  steps  up  and  gives  me  a  caning 
in  St.  James's  Street,  with  all  the  heads  of  my  friends 
looking  out  of  all  the  club  windows?  My  reputation  is 
gone.  I  frighten  no  man  more.  My  nose  is  pulled  by 
whipper-snappers,  who  jump  up  on  a  chair  to  reach  it.  I 
am  found  out.  And  in  the  days  of  my  triumphs,  when 
people  were  yet  afraid  of  me,  and  were  taken  in  by  my 
swagger,  I  always  knew  that  I  was  a  lily-liver,  and  ex- 
pected that  I  should  be  found  out  some  day. 

That  certainty  of  being  found  out  must  haunt  and  de- 
press many  a  bold  braggadocio  spirit.  Let  us  say  it  is  a 
clergyman,  who  can  pump  copious  floods  of  tears  out  of  his 
own  eyes  and  those  of  his  audience.  He  thinks  to  himself, 
"  I  am  but  a  poor  swindling,  chattering  rogue.  My  bills 
are  unpaid.  I  have  jilted  several  women  whom  I  have 
promised  to  marry.  I  don't  know  whether  I  believe  what 
I  preach,  and  I  know  I  have  stolen  the  very  sermon  over 
which  I  have  been  snivelling.  Have  they  found  me  out?  " 
says  he,  as  his  head  drops  down  on  the  cushion. 

Then  your  writer,  poet,  historian,  novelist,  or  what  not. 
The  Beacon  says  that "  Jones's  work  is  one  of  the  first  order. " 
The  Lamp  declares  that  "Jones's  tragedy  surpasses  every 
work  since  the  days  of  Him  of  Avon."  The  Comet  asserts 
that  "J.'s  'Life  of  Goody  Twoshoes '  is  a.  xryj/xa  I?  dei,  a 
noble  and  enduring  monument  to  the  fame  of  that  ad- 
mirable Englishwoman,"  and  so  forth.  But  then  Jones 
knows  that  he  has  lent  the  critic  of  the  Beacon  five  pounds; 
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that  his  publisher  has  a  half-share  in  the  Lamp;  and  that 
the  Comet  comes  repeatedly  to  dine  with  him.  It  is  all 
very  well.  Jones  is  immortal  until  he  is  found  out;  and 
then  down  comes  the  extinguisher,  and  the  immortal  is 
dead  and  buried.  The  idea  {dies  irm  !)  of  discovery  mu<3t 
haunt  many  a  man,  and  make  him  uneasy,  as  the  trumpets 
are  puffing  in  his  triumph.  Brown,  who  has  a  higher  place 
than  he  deserves,  cowers  before  Smith,  who  has  found  him 
out.  What  is  a  chorus  of  critics  shouting  "  Bravo?  " — a 
public  clapping  hands  and  flinging  garlands?  Brown 
knows  that  Smith  has  found  him  out.  Puff,  trumpets! 
Wave,  banners!  Huzzay,  boys,  for  the  immortal  Brown! 
"This  is  all  very  well,"  B.  thinks  (bowing  the  while,  smil- 
ing, laying  his  hand  to  his  heart);  "but  there  stands  Smith 
at  the  window:  he  has  measured  me;  and  some  day  the 
others  will  find  me  out  too."  It  is  a  very  curious  sensation 
to  sit  by  a  man  who  has  found  you  out,  and  who,  as  you 
know,  has  found  you  out,  or,  vice  versa,  to  sit  with  a  man 
whom  t/oM have  found  out.  His  talent?  Bah!  His  virtue? 
We  know  a  little  story  or  two  about  his  virtue,  and  he 
knows  we  know  it.  We  are  thinking  over  friend  Robin- 
son's antecedents,  as  we  grin,  bow,  and  talk;  and  we  are 
both  humbugs  together.  Robinson  a  good  fellow,  is  he? 
You  know  how  he  behaved  to  Hicks?  A  good-natured 
man,  is  he?  Pray,  do  you  remember  that  little  story  of 
Mrs.  Robinson's  black  eye?  How  men  have  to  work,  to 
talk,  to  smile,  to  go  to  bed,  and  try  and  sleep,  with  this 
dread  of  being  found  out  on  their  consciences !  Bardolph, 
who  has  robbed  a  church,  and  !N"ym,  who  has  taken  a  purse, 
go  to  their  usual  haunts,  and  smoke  their  pipes  with  their 
companions.  Mr.  Detective  BuUseye  appears,  and  says, 
"Oh,  Bardolph!  I  want  you  about  that  there  pyx  busi- 
ness!" Mr.  Bardolph  knocks  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe, 
puts  out  his  hands  to  the  little  steel  cuffs,  and  walks  away 
quite  meekly.  He  is  found  out.  He  must  go.  "  Good- 
by,  Doll  Tearsheet!  Good-by,  Mrs.  Quickly,  ma'am!" 
The  other  gentlemen  and  ladies  de  la  societe  look  on  and 
exchange  mute  adieux  with  the  departing  friends.  And  an 
assured  time  will  come  when  the  other  gentlemen  and  la- 
dies will  be  found  out  too. 

What  a  wonderful  and  beautiful  provision  of  nature  it 
has  been  that,  for  the  most  part,  our  womankind  are  not 
endowed  with  the  faculty  of  finding  us  out!     T^ey  don't 
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doubt,  and  probe,  and  weigh,  and  take  your  measure. 
Lay  down  this  paper,  my  benevolent  friend  and  reader,  go 
into  your  drawing-room  now,  and  utter  a  joke  ever  so  old, 
and  I  wager  sixpence  the  ladies  there  will  all  begin  to 
laugh.  Go  to  Brown's  house,  and  tell  Mrs.  Brown  and  the 
young  ladies  what  you  think  of  him,  and  see  what  a  wel- 
come you  will  get !  In  like  manner,  let  him  come  to  your 
house,  and  tell  your  good  lady  his  candid  opinion  of  you, 
and  fancy  how  she  will  receive  him!  Would  you  have 
your  wife  and  children  know  you  exactly  for  what  you  are, 
and  esteem  you  precisely  at  your  worth?  If  so,  my  friend, 
you  will  live  in  a  dreary  house,  and  you  will  have  but  a 
chilly  fireside.  Do  you  suppose  the  people  round  it  don't 
see  your  homely  face  as  under  a  glamour,  and,  as  it  were, 
with  a  halo  of  love  round  it?  You  don't  fancy  you  are,  as 
you  seem  to  them?  No  such  thing,  my  man.  Put  away 
that  monstrous  conceit,  and  be  thankful  that  they  have  not 
found  you  out. 
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ON  A  HUNDRED  YEARS  HENCE. 

Where  have  I  just  read  of  a  game  played  at  a  country 
house?  The  party  assembles  round  a  table  with  pens,  ink, 
and  paper.  Some  one  narrates  a  tale  containing  more  or 
less  incidents  and  personages.  Each  person  of  the  com- 
pany then  writes  down,  to  the  best  of  his  memory  and  abil- 
ity, the  anecdote  just  narrated,  and  finally  the  papers  are 
to  be  read  out.  I  do  not  say  I  should  like  to  play  often  at 
this  game,  which  might  possibly  be  a  tedious  and  lengthy 
pastime,  not  by  any  means  so  amusing  as  smoking  a  cigar 
in  the  conservatory;  or  even  listening  to  the  young  ladies 
playing  their  piano-pieces;  or  to  Hobbs  and  Nobbs  linger- 
ing round  the  bottle  and  talking  over  the  morning's  run 
with  the  hounds;  but  surely  it  is  a  moral  and  ingenious 
sport.  They  say  the  variety  of  narratives  is  often  very 
odd  and  amusing.  The  original  story  becomes  so  changed 
and  distorted  that  at  the  end  of  all  the  statements  you  are 
puzzled  to  know  where  the  truth  is  at  all.  As  time  is  of 
small  importance  to  the  cheerful  persons  engaged  in  this 
sport,  perhaps  a  good  way  of  playing  it  would  be  to  spread 
it  over  a  couple  of  years.  Let  the  people  who  played  the 
game  in  '60  all  meet  and  play  it  once  more  in  '61,  and  each 
write  his  story  over  again.  Then  bring  out  your  original 
and  compare  notes.  JSTot  only  will  the  stories  diifer  from 
each  other,  but  the  writers  will  probably  differ  from  them- 
selves. In  the  course  of  the  year  the  incidents  will  grow 
or  will  dwindle  strangely.  The  least  authentic  of  the  state- 
ments will  be  so  lively  or  so  malicious,  or  so  neatly  put, 
that  it  will  appear  most  like  the  truth.  I  like  these  tales 
and  sportive  exercises.  I  had  begun  a  little  print  collection 
once.  I  had  Addison  in  his  nightgown  in  bed  at  Holland 
House,  requesting  young  Lord  Warwick  to  remark  how  a 
Christian  should  die.  I  had  Cambronne  clutching  his 
cocked-hat,  and  uttering  the  immortal  la  Garde  meurt  et 
ne  se  rend  pas.  I  had  the  Vengeiir  going  down,  and  all  the 
crew  hurraying  like  madmen.  I  had  Alfred  toasting  the 
muffin;  Curtius  (Haydon)  jumping  into  the  gulf;  with  ex- 
tracts from  Napoleon's  bulletins,  and  a  fine  authentic  por- 
trait of  Baron  Munchausen. 
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What  man  who  has  been  before  the  public  at  all  has  not 
heard  similar  wonderful  anecdotes  regarding  himself  and 
his  own  history?  In  these  humble  essaykins  I  have  taken 
leave  to  egotize.  I  cry  out  about  the  shoes  which  pinch 
me,  and,  as  I  fancy,  more  naturally  and  pathetically  than 
if  my  neighbour's  corns  were  trodden  under  foot.  I  prattle 
about  the  dish  which  I  love,  the  wine  which  I  like,  the  talk 
I  heard  yesterday — about  Brown's  absurd  airs — Jones's 
ridiculous  elation  when  he  thinks  he  has  caught  me  in  a 
blunder  (a  part  of  the  fun,  you  see,  is  that  Jones  will  read 
this,  and  will  perfectly  well  know  that  I  mean  him,  and 
that  we  shall  meet  and  grin  at  each  other  with  entire  po-  ' 
liteness).  This  is  not  the  highest  kind  of  speculation,  I 
confess,  but  it  is  a  gossip  which  amuses  some  folks.  A 
brisk  and  honest  small-beer  will  refresh  those  who  do  not 
care  for  the  frothy  outpourings  of  heavier  taps.  A  two  of 
clubs  may  be  a  good,  handy  little  card  sometimes,  and  able 
to  tackle  a  king  of  diamonds,  if  it  is  a  little  trump.  Some 
philosophers  get  their  wisdom  with  deep  thought  and  out 
of  ponderous  libraries;  I  pick  up  my  small  crumbs  of  cogi- 
tation at  a  dinner- table;  or  from  Mrs.  Mary  and  Miss 
Louisa,  as  they  are  prattling  over  their  five  o'clock  tea. 

Well,  yesterday  at  dinner  Jucundus  was  good  enough  to 
tell  me  a  story  about  myself,  which  he  had  heard  from  a  lady 
of  his  accLuaintance,  to  whom  I  send  my  best  compliments. 
The  tale  is  this.  At  nine  o'clock  on  the  evening  of  the 
31st  of  November  last,  just  before  sunset,  I  was  seen  leav- 
ing No.  96,  Abbey  Eoad,  St.  John's  Wood,  leading  two 
little  children  by  the  hand,  one  of  them  in  a  nankeen 
pelisse,  and  the  other  having  a  mole  on  the  third  finger 
of  his  left  hand  (she  thinks  it  was  the  third  finger, 
but  is  quite  sure  it  was  the  left  hand).  Thence  I  walked 
with  them  to  Charles  Boroughbridge's,  pork  and  sausage 
man.  No.  29,  Upper  Theresa  Eoad.  Here,  whilst  I  left 
the  little  girl  innocently  eating  a  polony  in  the  front  shop, 
I  and  Boroughbridge  retired  with  the  boy  into  the  back 
parlour,  where  Mrs.  Boroughbridge  was  playing  cribbage. 
She  put  up  the  cards  and  boxes,  took  out  a  chopper  and  a 
napkin,  and  we  cut  the  little  boy's  little  throat  (which  he 
bore  with  great  pluck  and  resolution),  and  made  him  into 
sausage-meat  by  the  aid  of  Purkis's  excellent  sausage-ma- 
chine. The  little  girl  at  first  could  not  understand  her 
brother's  absence,  but,  under  the  pretence  of  taking  her  to 
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see  Mr.  Fechter  in  "Hamlet,"  I  led  her  down  to  the  New 
Eiver  at  Sadler's  Wells,  where  a  body  of  a  child  in  a  nan- 
keen pelisse  was  subsequently  found,  and  has  never  been 
recognized  to  the  present  day.  And  this  Mrs.  Lynx  can 
aver,  because  she  saw  the  whole  transaction  with  her  own 
eyes,  as  she  told  Mr.  Jucundus. 

I  have  altered  the  little  details  of  the  anecdote  some- 
what. But  this  story  is,  I  vow  and  declare,  as  true  as  Mrs. 
Lynx's.  Gracious  goodness!  how  do  lies  begin?  What 
are  the  averages  of  lying?  Is  the  same  amount  of  lies  told 
about  every  man,  and  do  we  pretty  much  all  tell  the  same 
•  amount  of  lies?  Is  the  average  greater  in  Ireland  than  in 
Scotland,  or  vice  versa— among  women  than  among  men? 
Is  this  a  lie  I  am  telling  now?  If  I  am  talking  about  you, 
the  odds  are,  perhaps,  that  it  is.  I  look  back  at  some 
which  have  been  told  about  me,  and  speculate  on  them  with 
thanks  and  wonder.  Dear  friends  have  told  them  of  me, 
have  told  them  to  me  of  myself.  Have  they  not  to  and  of 
you,  dear  friend?  A  friend  of  mine  was  dining  at  a  large 
dinner  of  clergymen,  and  a  story,  as  true  as  the  sausage 
story  above  given,  was  told  regarding  me,  by  one  of  those 
reverend  divines,  in  whose  frocks  sit  some  anile  chatter- 
boxes, as  any  man,  who  knows  this  world,  knows.  They 
take  the  privilege  of  their  gown.  They  cabal,  and  tattle, 
and  hiss,  and  cackle  comminations  under  their  breath.  I 
say  the  old  women  of  the  other  sex  are  not  more  talkative 
or  more  mischievous  than  some  of  these.  "  Such  a  man 
ought  not  to  be  spoken  to,"  says  Gobemouche,  narrating 
the  story — and  such  a  story  !  "  And  I  am  surprised  he  is 
admitted  into  society  at  all."  Yes,  dear  Gobemouche,  but 
the  story  wasn't  true;  and  I  had  no  more  done  the  wicked 
deed  in  question  than  I  had  run  away  with  the  Queen  of 
Sheba. 

I  have  always  longed  to  know  what  that  story  was  (or 
what  collection  of  histories),  which  a  lady  had  in  her  mind 
to  whom  a  servant  of  mine  applied  for  a  place,  when  I  was 
breaking  up  my  establishment  once,  and  going  abroad. 
Brown  went  with  a  very  good  character  from  us,  which, 
indeed,  she  fully  deserved  after  several  years'  faithful 
service.  But  when  Mrs.  Jones  read  the  name  of  the  per- 
son out  of  whose  employment  Brown  came,  "  That  is  quite 
sufficient,"  says  Mrs.  Jones.  "You  may  go.  I  will  never 
take  a  servant  out  of  that  house."     Ah,  Mrs.  Jones,  how  I 
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should  like  to  know  what  that  crime  was,  or  what  that 
series  of  villanies,  which  made  you  determine  never  to  take 
a  servant  out  of  my  house?  Do  you  believe  in  the  story 
of  the  little  boy  and  the  sausages?  Have  you  swallowed 
that  little  minced  infant?  Have  you  devoured  that  young 
Polonius?  Upon  my  word  you  have  maw  enough.  We  some- 
how greedily  gobble  down  all  stories  in  which  the  characters 
of  our  friends  are  chopped  up,  and  believe  wrong  of  them 
without  inquiry.  In  a  late  serial  work  written  by  this 
hand,  I  remember  making  some  pathetic  remarks  about  our 
propensity  to  believe  ill  of  our  neighbours — and  I  remem- 
ber the  remarks,  not  because  they  were  valuable,  or  novel, 
or  ingenious,  but  because,  within  three  days  after  they  had 
appeared  in  print,  the  moralist  who  wrote  them,  walking 
home  with  a  friend,  heard  a  story  about  another  friend, 
which  story  he  straightway  believed,  and  which  story  was 
scarcely  more  true  than  that  sausage  fable  which  is  here 
set  down.  0  -mea  culpa,  niea  maxiTna  culpa!  But  though 
the  preacher  trips,  shall  not  the  doctrine  be  good?  Yea, 
brethren!  Here  be  the  rods.  Look  you,  here  are  the 
scourges.  Choose  me  a  nice  long,  swishing,  buddy  one, 
light  and  well-poised  in  the  handle,  thick  and  bushy  at  the 
tail.  Pick  me  out  a  whipcord  thong  with  some  dainty 
knots  in  it — and  now — we  all  deserve  it — whish,  whish, 
whish !     Let  us  cut  into  each  other  all  round. 

A  favourite  liar  and  servant  of  mine  was  a  man  I  once 
had  to  drive  a  brougham.  He  never  came  to  my  house, 
except  for  orders,  and  once  when  he  helped  to  wait  at  din- 
ner so  clumsily  that  it  was  agreed  we  would  dispense  with 
his  further  efforts.  The  (job)  brougham  horse  used  to  look 
dreadfully  lean  and  tired,  and  the  livery-stable  keeper 
complained  that  we  worked  him  too  hard.  Now,  it  turned 
out  that  there  was  a  neighbouring  butcher's  lady  wlio  liked 
to  ride  in  a  brougham;  and  Tomkins  lent  her  ours,  drove 
her  cheerfully  to  Richmond  and  Putney,  and,  I  suppose, 
took  out  a  payment  in  mutton-chops.  We  gave  this  good 
Tomkins  wine  and  medicine  for  his  family  when  sick — we 
supplied  him  with  little  comforts  and  extras  which  need 
not  now  be  remembered — and  the  grateful  creature  re- 
warded us  by  informing  some  of  our  tradesmen  whom  he 
honoured  with  his  custom,  "  Mr.  Koundabout?  Lor  bless 
you!  I  carry  him  up  to  bed  drunk  every  night  in  the 
week."  He,  Tomkins,  being  a  man  of  seven  stone  weight, 
22 


338  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

and  five  feet  high;  whereas  his  employer  was — but  here 
modesty  interferes,  and  I  decline  to  enter  into  the  avoir- 
dupois question. 

Now,  what  was  Tomkins'  motive  for  the  utterance  and 
dissemination  of  these  lies?  They  could  further  no  con- 
ceivable end  or  interest  of  his  own.  Had  they  been  true 
stories,  Tomkins'  master  would  still,  and  reasonably,  have 
been  more  angry  than  at  the  fables.  It  was  but  suicidal 
slander  on  the  part  of  Tomkins — must  come  to  a  discovery 
— ^must  end  in  a  punishment.  The  poor  wretch  had  got 
his  place  under,  as  it  turned  out,  a  fictitious  character. 
He  might  have  stayed  in  it,  for  of  course  Tomkins  had  a 
wife  and  poor  innocent  children.  He  might  have  had 
bread,  beer,  bed,  character,  coats,  coals.  He  might  have- 
nestled  in  our  little  island,  comfortably  sheltered  from  the 
storms  of  life;  but  we  were  compelled  to  cast  him  out,  and 
send  him  driving,  lonely,  perishing,  tossing,  starving,  tO' 
sea — to  drown.  To  drown?  There  be  other  modes  of 
death  whereby  rogues  die.  Good-by,  Tomkins.  Aud  so- 
the  night-cap  is  put  on,  and  the  bolt  is  drawn  for  poor  T. 

Suppose  we  were  to  invite  volunteers  amongst  our  re- 
spected readers  to  send  in  little  statements  of  the  lies- 
which  they  know  have  been  told  about  themselves;  what  a 
heap  of  correspondence,  what  an  exaggeration  of  maligni- 
ties, what  a  crackling  bonfire  of  incendiary  falsehoods, 
might  we  not  gather  together !  And  a  lie  once  set  going, 
having  the  breath  of  life  breathed  into  it  by  the  father  of 
lying,  and  ordered  to  run  its  diabolical  little  course,  lives 
with  a  prodigious  vitality.  You  say,  "  Magna  est  Veritas 
et  prcevalehit. "  Psha !  Great  lies  are  as  great  as  great 
truths,  and  prevail  constantly,  and  day  after  day.  Take- 
an  instance  or  two  oat  of  my  own  little  budget.  I  sit  near 
a  gentleman  at  dinner,  and  the  conversation  turns  upon  a 
certain  anonymous  literary  performance  which  at  the  time 
is  amusing  the  town.  "Oh,"  says  the  gentleman,  "every- 
body knows  who  wrote  that  paper:  it  is  Momus's."  I  was 
a  young  author  at  the  time,  perhaps  proud  of  my  bantling : 
"I  beg  your  pardon,"  I  say,  "it  was  written  by  your  hum- 
ble servant."  "Indeed!"  was  all  that  the  man  replied, 
and  he  shrugged  his  shoulders,  turned  his  back,  and  talked 
to  his  other  neighbour.  I  never  heard  sarcastic  incredulity 
more  finely  conveyed  than  by  that  "indeed."  "Impudent 
liar,"   the  gentleman's  face  said,  as  clear   as  face  could 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  339 

speak.  Where  was  Magna  Veritas,  and  how  did  she  pre- 
vail then?  She  lifted  up  her  voice,  she  made  her  appeal, 
and  she  was  kicked  out  of  court.  In  New  York  I  read  a 
newspaper  criticism  one  day  (by  an  exile  from  our  shores 
who  has  taken  up  his  abode  in  the  Western  Eepublic), 
commenting  upon  a  letter  of  mine  which  had  appeared  in  a 
contemporary  volume,  and  wherein  it  was  stated  that  the 
writer  was  a  lad  in  such  and  such  a  year,  and,  in  point  of 
fact,  I  was,  at  the  period  spoken  of,  nineteen  years  of  age. 
"Falsehood,  Mr.  Roundabout,"  says  the  noble  critic,  "you 
were  then  not  a  lad;  you  were  then  six-and- twenty  years 
of  age."  You  see  he  knew  better  than  papa  and  mamma 
and  parish  register.  It  was  easier  for  him  to  think  and 
say  I  lied,  on  a  twopenny  matter  connected  with  my  own 
affairs,  than  to  imagine  he  was  mistaken.  Years  ago,  in  a 
time  when  we  were  very  mad  wags,  Arcturus  and  myself 
met  a  gentleman  from  China  who  knew  the  language.  We 
began  to  speak  Chinese  against  him.  We  said  we  were 
born  in  China.  We  were  two  to  one.  We.spoke  the  man- 
darin dialect  with  perfect  fluency.  We  had  the  company 
with  us;  as  in  the  old,  old  days,  the  squeak  of  the  real 
pig  was  voted  not  to  be  so  natural  as  the  squeak  of  the 
sham  pig.  0  Arcturus,  the  sham  pig  squeaks  in  our 
streets  now  to  the  applause  of  multitudes,  and  the  real 
porker  grunts  unheeded  in  his  sty ! 

I  once  talked  for  some  little  time  with  an  amiable  lady : 
it  was  for  the  first  time;  and  I  saw  an  expression  of  sur- 
prise on  her  kind  face,  which  said  as  plainly  as  face  could 
say,  "  Sir,  do  you  know  that  up  to  this  moment  I  have  had 
a  certain  opinion  of  you,  and  that  I  begin  to  think  I  have 
been  mistaken  or  misled?  "  I  not  only  know  that  she  had 
heard  evil  reports  of  me,  but  I  know  who  told  her — one  of 
those  aeu-te  fellows,  my  dear  brethren,  of  whom  we  spoke 
in  a  previous  sermon,  who  has  found  me  out — ^found  out 
actions  which  I  never  did,  found  out  thoughts  and  sayings 
which  I  never  spoke,  and  judged  me  accordingly.  Ah,  my 
lad!  have  I  found  you  out?  0  visum  teneatis.  Perhaps 
the  person  I  am  accusing  is  no  more  guilty  than  I. 

How  comes  it  that  the  evil  which  men  say  spreads  so 
widely  and  lasts  so  long,  whilst  our  good,  kind  words  don't 
seem  somehow  to  take  root  and  bear  blossom?  Is  it  that 
in  the  stony  hearts  of  mankind  these  pretty  flowers  can't 
find  a  place  to  grow?     Certain  it  is  that  scandal  is  good 


340  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

brisk  talk,  whereas  praise  of  one's  neighbour  is  by  no  means 
lively  hearing.  An  acquaintance  grilled,  scored,  devilled, 
and  served  -with,  mustard  and  cayenne  pepper,  excites  the 
appetite;  whereas  a  slice  of  cold  friend  with  currant  jelly 
is  but  a  sickly,  unrelishing  meat. 

Now,  such  being  the  case,  my  dear  worthy  Mrs.  Candour, 
in  whom  I  know  there  are  a  hundred  good  and  generous 
qualities;  it  being  perfectly  clear  that  the  good  things 
which  we  say  of  our  neighbours  don't  fructify,  but  some- 
how perish  in  the  ground  where  they  are  dropped,  whilst 
the  evil  words  are  wafted  by  all  the  winds  of  scandal,  take 
root  in  all  soils,  and  flourish  amazingly — seeing,  I  say, 
that  this  conversation  does  not  give  us  a  fair  chance,  sup- 
pose we  give  up  censoriousness  altogether,  and  decline  ut- 
tering our  opinions  about  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson  (and 
Mesdames  B.,  J.,  and  E.)  at  all?  We  may  be  mistaken 
about  every  one  of  them,  as,  please  goodness,  those  anec- 
dote-mongers against  whom  I  have  uttered  my  meek  pro- 
test have  been  mistaken  about  me.  We  need  not  go  to  the 
€xtent  of  saying  that  Mrs.  Manning  was  an  amiable  creat- 
ure, much  misunderstood;  and  Jack  Thurtell  a  gallant, 
unfortunate  fellow,  not  near  so  black  as  he  was  painted; 
but  we  will  try  and  avoid  personalities  altogether  in  talk, 
•won't  we?  We  will  range  the  fields  of  science,  dear 
madam,  and  communicate  to  each  other  the  pleasing  re- 
sults of  our  studies.  We  will,  if  you  please,  examine  the 
infinitesimal  wonders  of  nature  through  the  microscope. 
We  will  cultivate  entomology.  We  will  sit  with  our  arms 
round  each  other's  waists  on  the  pons  asinonim,  and  see 
the  stream  of  mathematics  flow  beneath.  We  will  take 
refuge  in  cards,  and  play  at  "beggar  my  neighbour,"  not 
abuse  my  neighbour.  We  will  go  to  the  Zoological  Gar- 
dens and  talk  freely  about  the  gorilla  and  his  kindred,  but 
not  talk  about  people  who  can  talk  in  their  turn.  Suppose 
we  praise  the  High  Church?  we  offend  the  Low  Church. 
The  Broad  Church?  High  and  Low  are  both  offended. 
What  do  you  think  of  Lord  Derby  as  a  politician?  And 
what  is  your  opinion  of  Lord  Palmerston?  If  you  please, 
will  you  play  me  those  lovely  variations  of  "  Li  my  cottage 
near  a  wood? "  It  is  a  charming  air  (you  know  it  in 
French,  I  suppose?  Ah!  te  dirni-je,  maman!^  and  was  a 
favourite  with  poor  Marie  Antoinette.  I  say  "poor"  be- 
cause I  have  a  right  to  speak  with  pity  of  a  sovereign  who 
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was  renowned  for  so  much  beauty  and  so  much  misfortune. 
But  as  for  giving  any  opinion  on  her  conduct,  saying  that 
she  was  good  or  bad,  or  indifferent,  goodness  forbid !  We 
have  agreed  we  will  not  be  censorious.  Let  us  have  a  game 
at  cards — at  ecarte  if  you  please.  You  deal.  I  ask  for 
cards.     I  lead  the  deuce  of  clubs.     *     *     * 

What?  there  is  no  deuce!  Deuce  take  it!  What? 
People  will  go  on  talking  about  their  neighbours,  and  won't 
have  their  mouths  stopped  by  cards,  or  ever  so  much  micro- 
scopes and  aquariums?  Ah,  my  poor  dear  Mrs.  Candour,  I 
agree  with  you.  By  the  way,  did  you  ever  see  anything 
like  Lady  Godiva  Trotter's  dress  last  night?  People  will 
go  on  chattering,  although  we  hold  our  tongues;  and,  after 
all,  my  good  soul,  what  will  their  scandal  matter  a  hun- 
dred years  hence? 
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SMALL-BEEE  CHEONICLE. 

Not  long  since,  at  a  certain  banquet,  I  had  the  good  fort- 
une to  sit  by  Doctor  Polymathesis,  who  knows  everything, 
and  who,  about  the  time  when  the  claret  made  its  appear- 
ance, mentioned  that  old  dictum  of  the  grumbling  Oxford 
Don,  that  "  All  claebt  would  be  port  if  it  could  !  "  Im- 
bibing a  bumper  of  one  or  the  other  not  ungratefully,  I 
thought  to  myself,  "  Here  surely,  Mr.  Roundabout,  is  a 
good  text  for  one  of  your  reverence's  sermons."  Let  us 
apply  to  the  human  race,  dear  brethren,  what  is  here  said 
of  the  vintages  of  Portugal  and  Gascony,  and  we  shall  have 
no  difficulty  in  perceiving  how  many  clarets  aspire  to  be 
ports  in  their  way;  how  most  men  and  women  of  our  ac- 
quaintance, how  we  ourselves,  are  Acquitainians  giving 
ourselves  Lusitanian  airs;  how  we  wish  to  have  credit  for 
being  stronger,  braver,  more  beautiful,  more  worthy  than 
we  really  are. 

ISTay,  the  beginning  of  this  hypocrisy — a  desire  to  excel, 
a  desire  to  be  hearty,  fruity,  generous,  strength-imparting 
— is  a  virtuous  and  noble  ambition ;  and  it  is  most  difficult 
for  a  man  in  his  own  case,  or  his  neighbour's,  to  say  at 
what  point  this  ambition  transgresses  the  boundary  of  vir- 
tue, and  becomes  vanity,  pretence,  and  self-seeking.  You 
are  a  poor  man,  let  us  say,  showing  a  bold  face  to  adverse 
fortune,  and  wearing  a  confident  aspect.  Your  purse  is 
very  narrow,  but  you  owe  no  man  a  penny;  your  means  are 
scanty,  but  your  wife's  gown  is  decent;  your  old  coat  well 
brushed;  your  children  at  a  good  school;  you  grumble  to 
no  one;  ask  favours  of  no  one;  truckle  to  no  neighbours  on 
account  of  their  superior  rank,  or  (a  worse,  and  a  meaner, 
and  a  more  common  crime  still)  envy  none  for  their  better 
fortune.  To  all  outward  appearances  you  are  as  well  to  do 
as  your  neighbours,  who  have  thrice  your  income.  There 
may  be  in  this  case  some  little  mixture  of  pretension  in 
your  life  and  behaviour.  You  certainly  do  put  on  a  smil- 
ing face  whilst  fortune  is  pinching  you.  Your  wife  and 
girls,  so  smart  and  neat  at  evening  parties,  are  cutting, 
patching,  and  cobbling  all  day  to  make  both  ends  of  life's 
haberdashery  meet.     You  give  a  friend  a  bottle  of  wine  on 
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■occasion,  but  are  content  yourself  with  a  glass  of  whisky 
and  water.  You  avoid  a  cab,  saying,  that  of  all  things 
you  like  to  walk  home  after  dinner  (which  you  know,  my 
good  friend,  is  a  fib).  I  grant  you  that  in  this  scheme  of 
life  there  does  enter  ever  so  little  hypocrisy;  that  this 
■claret  is  loaded,  as  it  were;  but  your  desire  to  •portify 
yourself  is  amiable,  is  pardonable,  is  perhaps  honourable : 
and  were  there  no  other  hypocrisies  than  yours  in  the  world 
we  should  be  a  set  of  worthy  fellows ;  and  sermonizers, 
moralizers,  satirizers,  would  have  to  hold  their  tongues,  and 
go  to  some  other  trade  to  get  a  living. 

But  you  know  you  will  step  over  that  boundary  line  of 
virtue  and  modesty,  into  the  district  where  humbug  and 
vanity  begin,  and  there  the  moralizer  catches  you  and 
makes  an  example  of  you.  For  instance,  in  a  certain  novel 
in  another  place  my  friend  Mr.  Talbot  Twysden  is  men- 
tioned— a  man  whom  you  and  I  know  to  be  a  wretched  or- 
dinaire, but  who  persists  in  treating  himself  as  if  he  was 
the  finest  '20  port.  In  our  Britain  there  are  hundreds  of 
men  like  him;  forever  striving  to  swell  beyond  their  nat- 
ural size,  to  strain  beyond  their  natural  strength,  to  step 
beyond  their  natural  stride.  Search,  search  within  your 
•own  waistcoats,  dear  brethren — yo^i  know  in  you.r  hearts, 
which  of  your  ordinaire  qualities  you  would  pass  off,  and 
fain  consider  as  first-rate  port?  And  why  not  you  your- 
self, Mr.  Preacher?  says  the  congregation.  Dearly  be- 
loved, neither  in  nor  out  of  this  pulpit  do  I  profess  to  be 
bigger,  or  cleverer,  or  wiser,  or  better  than  any  of  you.  A 
short  while  since,  a  certain  Eeviewer  announced  that  I  gave 
myself  great  pretensions  as  a  philosopher.  I  a  philoso- 
pher! I  advance  pretensions !  My  dear  Saturday  friend; 
and  you?'  Don't  you  teach  everything  to  everybody?  and 
punish  the  naughty  boys  if  they  don't  learn  as  you  bid 
them?  You  teach  politics  to  Lord  John  and  Mr.  Glad- 
stone. You  teach  poets  how  to  write;  painters,  how  to 
paint;  gentlemen,  manners;  and  opera-dancers,  how  to 
pirouette.  I  was  not  a  little  amused  of  late  by  an  instance 
of  the  modesty  of  our  Saturday  friend,  who,  more  Athenian 
than  the  Athenians,  and  apropos  of  a  Greek  book  by  a 
Greek  author,  sate  down  and  gravely  showed  the  Greek 
gentleman  how  to  write  his  own  language. 

No,  I  do  not,  as  far  as  I  know,  try  to  be  port  at  all;  but 
offer  in  these  presents,  a  sound  genuine  ordinaire,  at  18s. 
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per  doz.  let  us  say,  grown  on  my  own  hill-side,  and  offered 
de  bon  cwur  to  those  who  will  sit  down  under  my  tonnelle, 
and  have  a  half-hour's  drink  and  gossip.  It  is  none  of 
your  hot  porto,  my  friend.  I  know  there  is  much  better 
and  stronger  liquor  elsewhere.  Some  pronounce  it  sour; 
some  say  it  is  thin;  some  that  it  has  wofuUy  lost  its  fla- 
vour. This  may  or  may  not  be  true.  There  are  good  and 
bad  years;  years  that  surprise  everybody;  years  of  which 
the  produce  is  small  and  bad,  or  rich  and  plentiful.  But 
if  my  tap  is  not  genuine  it  is  naught,  and  no  man  should 
give  himself  the  trouble  to  drink  it.  I  do  not  even  say 
that  I  would  be  port  if  I  could;  knowing  that  port  (by 
which  I  would  imply  much  stronger,  deeper,  richer,  and 
more  durable  liquor  than  my  vineyard  can  furnish)  is  not 
relished  by  all  palates,  or  suitable  to  all  heads.  We  will 
assume  then,  dear  brother,  that  you  and  I  are  tolerably 
modest  people;  and,  ourselves  being  thus  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, proceed  to  show  how  pretentious  our  neighbours  are, 
and  how  verj'  many  of  them  would  be  port  if  they  could. 

Have  you  never  seen  a  small  man  from  college  placed 
amongst  great  folk,  and  giving  himself  the  airs  of  a  man 
of  fashion?  He  goes  back  to  his  common  room  with  fond 
reminiscences  of  Ermine  Castle  or  Strawberry  Hall.  He 
writes  to  the  dear  countess,  to  say  that  dear  Lord  LoUypop 
is  getting  on  very  well  at  St.  Boniface,  and  that  the  acci- 
dent which  he  met  with  in  a  scuffle  with  an  inebriated  barge- 
man only  showed  his  spirit  and  honour,  and  will  not  perma- 
nently disfigure  his  lordship's  nose.  He  gets  his  clothes 
from  dear  LoUypop' s  London  tailor,  and  wears  a  mauve  or 
magenta  tie  when  he  rides  out  to  see  the  hounds.  A  love 
of  fashionable  people  is  a  weakness,  I  do  not  say  of  all, 
but  of  some  tutors.  Witness  that  Eton  tutor  t'other  day, 
who  intimated  that  in  Cornhill  we  could  not  understand  the 
perfect  purity,  delicacy,  and  refinement  of  those  genteel 
families  who  sent  their  sons  to  Eton.  O  usher,  mon  ami  ! 
Old  Sam  Johnson,  who,  too,  had  been  an  usher  in  his  early 
life,  kept  a  little  of  that  weakness  always.  Suppose  Gold- 
smith had  knocked  him  up  at  three  in  the  morning  and 
proposed  a  boat  to  Greenwich,  as  Topham  Beauclerc  and 
his  friend  did,  would  he  have  said,  "  What,  my  boy,  are 
you  for  a  frolic?  I'm  with  you!"  and  gone  and  put  on 
his  clothes?  Eather  he  would  have  pitched  poor  Gold- 
smith downstairs.     He  would  have  liked  to  be  port  if  he 
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could.  Of  course  we  wouldn't.  Our  opinion  of  the  Portu- 
gal grape  is  known.  It  grows  very  high,  and  is  very  sour, 
and  we  don't  go  for  that  kind  of  grape  at  all. 

"  I  was  walking  with  Mr.  Fox  "—and  sure  this  anecdote 
comes  very  pat  after  the  grapes — "  I  was  walking  with  Mr. 
Fox  in  the  Louvre,"  says  Benjamin  West  {apud  some  paper 
I  have  just  been  reading),  "  and  I  remarked  how  many 
people  turned  round  to  look  at  me.  This  shows  the  respect 
of  the  French  for  the  fine  arts."  This  is  a  curious  instance 
of  a  very  small  claret  indeed,  which  imagined  itself  to  be 
port  of  the  strongest  body.  There  are  not  many  instances 
of  a  faith  so  deep,  so  simple,  so  satisfactory  as  this.  I 
have  met  many  who  would  like  to  be  port;  but  with  few  of 
the  Gascon  sort,  who  absolutely  believe  they  ivere  port. 
George  III.  believed  in  West's  port,  and  thought  Eeynolds' 
overrated  stuff.  When  I  saw  West's  pictures  at  Philadel- 
phia, I  looked  at  them  with  astonishment  and  awe.  Hide, 
blushing  glory,  hide  your  head  under  your  old  night-cap. 
0  immortality !  is  this  the  end  of  you  ?  Did  any  of  you, 
my  dear  brethren,  ever  try  and  read  Blackmore's  Poems, 
or  the  Epics  of  Baour-Lormian,  or  the  "Henriade,"  or — 
what  shall  we  say?— Pollok's  "Course  of  Time  ?  "  They 
were  thought  to  be  more  lasting  than  brass  by  some  people, 
and  where  are  they  now?  And  our  masterpieces  of  litera- 
ture— oiir  ports — that,  if  not  immortal,  at  any  rate  are  to 
last  their  fifty,  their  hundred  years — oh,  sirs,  don't  you 
think  a  very  small  cellar  will  hold  them? 

Those  poor  people  in  brass,  on  pedestals,  hectoring  about 
Trafalgar  Square  and  that  neighbourhood,  don't  you  think 
many  of  them — apart  even  from  the  ridiculous  execution 
— cut  rather  a  ridiculous  figure,  and  that  we  are  too  eager 
to  set  up  our  ordinaire  heroism  aud  talent  for  port?  A 
Duke  of  Wellington  or  two  I  will  grant,  though  even  of 
these  idols  a  moderate  supply  will  be  sufficient.  Some 
years  ago  a  famous  and  witty  French  critic  was  in  London, 
with  whom  I  walked  the  streets.  I  am  ashamed  to  say 
that  I  informed  him  (being  in  hopes  that  he  was  about  to 
write  some  papers  regarding  the  manners  and  customs  of 
this  country)  that  all  the  statues  he  saw  represented  the 
Duke  of  Wellington.  That  on  the  arch  opposite  Apsley 
House?  the  Duke  in  a  cloak,  and  cocked  hat,  on  horseback. 
That  behind  Apsley  House  in  an  airy  fig-leaf  costume? 
the  Duke  again.     That  in  Cockspur  Street?  the  Duke  with 
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a  pigtail — and  so  on.  I  showed  him  an  army  of  Dukes. 
Tliere  are  many  bronze  heroes  who  after  a  few  years  look 
already  as  foolish,  awkward,  and  out  of  place  as  a  man, 
say  at  Shoolbred's  or  Swan  and  Edgar's.  For  example, 
those  three  Grenadiers  in  Pall  Mall,  who  have  been  up  only 
a  few  months,  don't  you  pity  those  unhappy  household 
troops,  who  have  to  stand  frowning  and  looking  fierce- 
there;  and  think  they  would  like  to  step  down  and  go  to 
barracks?  That  they  fought  very  bravely  there  is  no* 
doubt;  but  so  did  the  Russians  fight  very  bravely;  and  the 
French  fight  very  bravely;  and  so  did  Colonel  Jones  and 
the  99th,  and  Colonel  Brown  and  the  100th;  and  I  say 
again  that  ordinaire  should  not  give  itself  port  airs,  and 
that  an  honest  ordinaire  would  blush  to  be  found  swagger- 
ing so.  I  am  sure  if  you  could  consult  the  Duke  of  Yorky 
who  is  impaled  on  his  column  between  the  two  clubs,  and 
ask  his  late  Royal  Highness  whether  he  thought  he  ought 
to  remain  there,  he  would  say  no.  A  brave,  worthy  man, 
not  a  braggart  or  boaster,  to  be  put  upon  that  heroic  perch 
must  be  painful  to  him.  Lord  George  Bentinck,  I  suppose, 
being  in  the  midst  of  the  family  park  in  Cavendish  Square, 
may  conceive  that  he  has  a  right  to  remain  in  his  place. 
But  look  at  William  of  Cumberland,  with  his  hat  cocked 
over  his  eye,  prancing  behind  Lord  George  on  his  Roman- 
nosed  charger;  he,  depend  on  it,  would  be  for  getting  off 
his  horse  if  he  had  the  permission.  He  did  not  hesitate 
about  trifles,  as  we  know;  but  he  was  a  very  truth- telling 
and  honourable  soldier :  and  as  for  heroic  rank  and  stat- 
uesque dignity,  I  would  wager  a  dozen  of  '20  port  against 
a  bottle  of  pure  and  sou.nd  Bordeaux,  at  18s.  per  dozen 
(bottles  included),  that  he  never  would  think  of  claiming 
any  such  absurd  distinction.  They  have  got  a  statue  of 
Thomas  Moore  at  Dublin,  I  hear.  Is  he  on  horseback? 
Some  men  should  have,  say,  a  fifty  years'  lease  of  glory. 
After  a  while  some  gentlemen  now  in  brass  should  go  to 
the  melting  furnace,  and  reappear  in  some  other  gentle- 
man's shape.  Lately  I  saw  that  Melville  column  rising; 
over  Edinburgh;  come,  good  men  and  true,  don't  you  feel 
a  little  awkward  and  uneasy  when  you  walk  under  it?  Who- 
was  this  to  stand  in  heroic  places?  and  is  yon  the  man 
whom  Scotchmen  most  delight  to  honour?  I  must  own 
deferentially  that  there  is  a  tendency  in  North  Britain  to- 
over-esteem  its  heroes.     Scotch  ale  is  very  good  and  strong,. 
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but  it  is  not  stronger  than  all  the  other  beer  in  the  worlds 
as  some  Scottish  patriots  •would  insist.  When  there  has 
been  a  war,  and  stout  old  Sandy  Sansculotte  returns  home 
from  India  or  Crimea,  what  a  bagpiping,  shouting,  hurray- 
ing, and  self-glorification  takes  place  round  about  him! 
You  would  fancy,  to  hear  McOrator  after  dinner,  that  the 
Scotch  had  fought  all  the  battles,  killed  all  the  Russians, 
■Indian  rebels,  or  what  not.  In  Cupar-Fife,  there's  a  little 
inn  called  the  "  Battle  of  Waterloo,"  and  what  do  you  think 
the  sign  is?  (I  sketch  from  memory,  to  be  sure.)  "The 
Battle  of  Waterloo  "  is  one  broad  Scotchman  laying  about 
him  with  a  broadsword.     Yes,  yes,  my  dear  Mac,  yoa  are 


wise,  you  are  good,  you  are  clever,  you  are  handsome,  you 
are  brave,  you  are  rich,  &c. ;  but  so  is  Jones  over  the  bor- 
der. Scotch  salmon  is  good,  but  there  are  other  good  fish 
in  the  sea.  I  once  heard  a  Scotchman  lecture  on  poetry  in 
London.  Of  course  the  pieces  he  selected  were  chiefly  by 
Scottish  authors,  and  Walter  Scott  was  his  favourite  poet. 
I  whispered  to  my  neighbour,  who  was  a  Scotchman  (by 
the  way,  the  atidience  were  almost  all  Scotch,  and  the  room 
was  All-Mac's — I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  couldn't  help  it, 
I  really  couldn't  help  it) — "The  professor  has  said  the  best 
poet  was  a  Scotchman :  I  wager  that  he  will  say  the  worst 
poet  was  a  Scotchman,  too."  And  sure  enough  that  worst 
poet,  when  he  made  his  appearance,  was  a  Northern  Briton. 


348  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

And  as  we  are  talking  of  bragging,  and  I  am  on  my 
travels,  can  I  forget  one  mighty  republic — -one — two  mighty 
republics,  where  people  are  notoriously  fond  of  passing  off 
their  claret  for  port?  I  am  very  glad,  for  the  sake  of  a 
kind  friend,  that  there  is  a  great  and  influential  party  in 
the  United,  and,  I  trust,  in  the  Confederate  States,  who 
believe  that  Catawba  wine  is  better  than  the  best  Cham- 
pagne. Opposite  that  famous  old  White  House  at  Wash- 
ington, whereof  I  shall  ever  have  a  grateful  memory,  they 
have  set  up  an  equestrian  statue  of  General  Jackson,  by  a 
self-taught  American  artist  of  no  inconsiderable  genius  and 
skill.  At  an  evening  party  a  member  of  Congress  seized 
me  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  and  asked  me  if  I  did  not  think 
this  was  thetfinest  equestrian  statue  in  the  world  ?  How 
was  I  to  deal  with  this  plain  question,  put  to  me  in  a  cor- 
ner? I  was  bound  to  reply,  and  accordingly  said  that  I  did 
not  think  it  was  the  finest  statue  in  the  world.  "Well, 
sir,"  says  the  member  of  Congress,  "but  you  must  remem- 
ber that  Mr.  M had  never  seen  a  statue  when  he  made 

this !  "     I  suggested  that  to  see  other  statues  niight  do  Mr. 

M no  harm.     Nor  was  any  man  more  willing  to  own 

his  defects,  or  more  modest  regarding  his  merits,  than 
the  sculptor  himself,  whom  I  met  subsequently.  But,  oh ! 
what  a  charming  article  there  was  in  a  Washington  paper 
next  day  about  the  impertinence  of  criticism  and  offensive 
tone  of  arrogance  which  Englishmen  adopted  towards  men 
and  works  of  genius  in  America !  "  Who  was  this  man, 
who,  &c.  &c."  The  Washington  writer  was  angry  because 
I  would  not  accept  this  American  claret  as  the  finest  port 
wine  in  the  world.  Ah  me !  It  is  about  blood  and  not 
wine  that  the  quarrel  now  is,  and  who  shall  foretell  its 
end? 

How  much  claret  that  would  be  port  if  it  could  is  handed 
about  in  every  society!  In  the  House  of  Commons  what 
small-beer  orators  .try  to  pass  for  strong?  Stay :  have  I  a 
spite  against  any  one?  It  is  a  fact  that  the  wife  of  the 
member  for  Bungay  has  left  off  asking  me  and  Mrs.  Round- 
about to  her  evening  parties.  Now  is  the  ti],ne  to  have  a 
slap  at  him.  I  will  say  that  he  was  always  overrated,  and 
that  now  he  is  lamentably  falling  off  even  from  what  he 
has  been.  I  will  back  the  member  for  Stoke  Pogis  against 
him;  and  show  that  the  dashing  young  member  for  Isling- 
ton is  a  far  sounder  man  than  either.     Have  I  any  little 
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literary  animosities?  Of  course  not.  Men  of  letters  never 
have.  Otherwise,  how  I  could  serve  out  a  competitor 
here,  make  a  face  over  his  works,  and  show  that  his  would- 
be  port  is  very  meagre  ordinaire  indeed !  Nonsense,  man ! 
Why  so  squeamish?  Do  they  spare  you  !  Now  you  have 
the  whip  in  your  hand,  won't  you  lay  on?  You  used  to  be 
a  pretty  whip  enough  as  a  young  man,  and  liked  it  too.  Is 
there  no  enemy  who  would  be  the  better  for  a  little  thong- 
ing? No.  I  have  militated  in  former  times,  not  without 
glory;  but  I  grow  peaceable  as  I  grow  old.  And  if  I  have 
a  literary  enemy,  why,  he  will  probably  write  a  book  ere 
long,  and  then  it  will  be  his  turn,  and  my  favourite  review 
will  be  down  upon  him. 

My  brethren,  these  sermons  are  professedly  short;  for  I 
have  that  opinion  of  my  dear  congregation,  which  leads 
me  to  think  that  were  I  to  preach  at  great  length  they 
woiild  yawn,  stamp,  make  noises,  and  perhaps  go  straight- 
way out  of  church ;  and  yet  with  this  text  I  protest  I  could 
go  on  for  hours.  What  multitudes  of  men,  what  multi- 
tudes of  women,  my  dears,  pass  off  their  ordinaire  for  port, 
their  small  beer  for  strong!  In  literature,  in  politics,  in 
the  army,  the  navy,  the  church,  at  the  bar,  in  the  world, 
what  an  immense  quantity  of  cheap  liquor  is  made  to  do 
service  for  better  sorts !  Ask  Serjeant  Rowland  his  opin- 
ion of  Oliver,  Q.C.  ?  "  Ordinaire,  my  good  fellow,  ordinaire, 
with  a  port-wine  label !  "  Ask  Oliver  his  opinion  of  Row- 
land. Never  was  a  man  so  overrated  by  the  world  and  by 
himself.  Ask  Tweedledumski  his  opinion  of  Tweedledee- 
stein's  performance,  "A  quack,  my  tear  sir!  an  ignoramus, 
I  geef  you  my  vort?  He  gombose  an  opera !  He  is  not  fit 
to  make  dance  a  bear !  "  Ask  Paddington  and  Buckmister, 
those  two  "swells  "of  fashion,  what  they  think  of  each 
other?  They  are  notorious  ordinaire.  You  and  I  remem- 
ber when  they  passed  for  very  small  wine,  and  now  how 
high  and  mighty  they  have  become?  What  do  you  say  to 
Tomkins'  sermons?  Ordinaire,  trying  to  go  down  as  ortho- 
dox port,  and  very  meagre  ordinaire  too!  To  Hopkins' 
historical  works? — to  Pumkins'  poetry?  Ordinaire,  or- 
dinaire again — thin,  feeble,  overrated;  and  so  down  the 
whole  list.  And  when  we  have  done  discussing  our  men 
friends,  have  we  not  all  the  women?  Do  these  not  ad- 
vance absurd  pretensions?  Do  these  never  give  themselves 
airs?     With  feeble  brains,  don't  they  often  set  up  to  be 
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esprits  forts?  Don't  they  pretend  to  be  women  of  fashion, 
and  cut  their  betters?  Don't  they  try  and  pass  off  their 
ordinary-looking  girls  as  beauties  of  the  first  order?  Every 
man  in  his  circle  knows  women  who  give  themselves  airs, 
and  to  whom  we  can  apply  the  port- wine  simile. 

Come,  my  friends.  Here  is  enough  of  ordinaire  and 
port  for  to-day.  My  bottle  has  run  out.  Will  anybody 
have  any  more?  Let  us  go  upstairs,  and  get  a  cup  of  tea 
from  the  ladies. 
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OGEES. 

I  DARESAY  the  reader  has  remarked  that  the  upright  and 
independent  vowel,  which  stands  in  the  vowel-list  between 
E  and  O,  has  formed  the  subject  of  the  main  part  of  these 
essays.  How  does  that  vowel  feel  this  morning? — fresh, 
good-humoured,  and  lively?  The  Roundabout  lines,  which 
fall  from  this  pen,  are  correspondingly  brisk  and  cheerful. 
Has  anything,  on  the  contrary,  disagreed  with  the  vowel? 
Has  its  rest  been  disturbed,  or  was  yesterday's  dinner  too 
good,  or  yesterday's  wine  not  good  enough?  Under  such 
circumstances,  a  darkling,  misanthropic  tinge,  no  doubt,  is 
cast  upon  the  paper.  The  jokes,  if  attempted,  are  elabo- 
rate and  dreary.  The  bitter  temper  breaks  out.  That 
sneering  manner  is  adopted,  which  you  know,  and  which 
exhibits  itself  so  especially  when  the  writer  is  speaking 
about  women.  A  moody  carelessness  comes  over  him.  He 
sees  no  good  in  any  body  or  thing :  and  treats  gentlemen, 
ladies,  history,  and  things  in  general,  with  a  like  gloomy 
flippancy.  Agreed.  When  the  vowel  in  question  is  in  that 
mood;  if  you  like  airy  gaiety  and  tender  gushing  benevo- 
lence— if  you  want  to  be  satisfied  with  yourself  and  the 
rest  of  your  fellow- beings;  I  recommend  you,  my  dear 
creature,  to  go  to  some  other  shop  in  Cornhill,  or  turn  to 
some  other  article.  There  are  moods  in  the  mind  of  the 
vowel  of  which  we  are  speaking,  when  it  is  ill-conditioned 
and  captious.  Who  always  keeps  good  health,  and  good 
humour?  Do  not  philosophers  grumble?  Are  not  sages 
sometimes  out  of  temper?  and  do  not  angel-women  go.  off 
in  tantrums?  To-day  my  mood  is  dark.  I  scowl  as  I  dip 
my  pen  in  the  inkstand. 

Here  is  the  day  come  round — for  everything  here  is  done 
with  the  utmost  regularity: — intellectual  labour,  sixteen 
hours;  meals,  thirty- two  minutes;  exercise,  a  hundred  and 
forty-eight  minutes;  conversation  with  the  family,  chiefly 
literary,  and  about  the  housekeeping,  one  hour  and  four 
minutes;  sleep,  three  hours  and  fifteen  minutes  (at  the  end 
of  the  month,  when  the  Magazine  is  complete,  I  own  I  take 
eight  minutes  more);  and  the  rest  for  the  toilette  and  the 
world.     Well,  I  say,  the  "  Roundabout  Paper  Day  "  being 
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come,  and  the  subject  long  since  settled  in  my  mind,  an 
excellent  subject — a  most  telling,  lively,  and  popular  sub- 
ject— I  go  to  breakfast  determined  to  finish  that  meal  in  9f 
minutes,  as  usual,  and  then  retire  to  my  desk  and  work, 
when — oh,  provoking! — here  in  the  paper  is  the  very  sub- 
ject treated,  on  which  I  was  going  to  write !  Yesterday 
another  paper  which  I  saw  treated  it — and  of  course,  as  I 
need  not  tell  you,  spoiled  it.  Last  Saturday,  another  paper 
had  an  article  on  the  subject;  perhaps  you  may  guess 
what  it  was — but  I  won't  tell  you.  Only  this  is  true,  my 
favourite  subject,  which  was  about  to  make  the  best  paper 
we  have  had  for  a  long  time :  my  bird,  my  game  that  I  was 
going  to  shoot  and  serve  up  with  such  a  delicate  sauce,  has 
been  found  by  other  sportsmen;  and  pop,  pop,  pop,  a  half- 
dozen  of  guns  have  banged  at  it,  mangled  it,  and  brought 
it  down. 

"  And  can't  you  take  some  other  text?  "  say  you.  All  this 
is  mighty  well.  But  if  you  have  set  your  heart  on  a  cer- 
tain dish  for  dinner,  be  it  cold  boiled  veal,  or  what  you 
will;  and  they  bring  you  turtle  and  venison,  don't  you  feel 
disappointed?  During  your  walk  you  have  been  making 
up  your  mind  that  that  cold  meat,  with  moderation  and  a 
pickle,  will  be  a  very  sufficient  dinner :  you  have  accus- 
tomed your  thoughts  to  it;  and  here,  in  place  of  it,  is  a 
turkey,  surrounded  by  coarse  sausages,  or  a  reeking  pigeon- 
pie  or  a  fulsome  roast  pig.  I  have  known  many  a  good 
and  kind  man  made  furiously  angry  by  such  a  contretemps. 
I  have  known  him  lose  his  temper,  call  his  wife  and  ser- 
vants names,  and  a  whole  household  made  miserable.  If, 
then,  as  is  notoriously  the  case,  it  is  too  dangerous  to  baulk 
a  man  about  his  dinner,  how  much  more  about  his  article? 
I  came  to  my  meal  with  an  ogre-like  appetite  and  gusto. 
Pee,  faw,  fum !  Wife,  where  is  that  tender  little  Prince- 
kin?  Have  you  trussed  him,  and  did  you  stuff  him  nicely, 
and  have  you  taken  care  to  baste  him  and  do  him,  not  too 
brown,  as  I  told  you?  Quick!  I  am  hungrj-!  I  begin  to 
whet  my  knife,  to  roll  my  eyes  about,  and  roar  and  clap 
my  huge  chest  like  a  gorilla;  and  then  my  poor  Ogrina  has 
to  tell  me  that  the  little  princes  have  all  run  away,  whilst 
she  was  in  the  kitchen,  making  the  paste  to  bake  them  in! 
I"  pause  in  the  description.  I  won't  condescend  to  report 
the  bad  language,  which  you  know  must  ensue,  when  an 
ogre,  whose  mind  is  ill-regulated,  and  whose  habits  of  self- 
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indulgence  are  notorious,  finds  himself  disappointed  of  his 
greedy  hopes.  What  treatment  of  his  wife,  what  abuse  and 
brutal  behaviour  to  his  children,  who,  though  ogrillons,  are 
children !  My  dears,  you  may  fancy,  and  need  not  ask  my 
delicate  pen  to  describe,  the  language  and  behaviour  of  a 
vulgar,  coarse,  greedy,  large  man  with  an  immense  mouth 
and  teeth,  which  are  too  frequently  employed  in  the  gob- 
bling and  crunching  of  raw  man's  meat. 

And  in  this  circuitous  way  you  see  I  have  reached  my 
present  subject,  which  is,  Ogres.  You  fancy  they  are  dead 
or  only  fictitious  characters — mythical  representatives  of 
strength,  cruelty,  stupidity,  and  lust  for  blood?  Though 
they  had  seven-leagued  boots,  you  remember  all  sorts  of 
little  whipping-snapping  Tom  Thumbs  used  to  elude  and 
out-run  them.  They  were  so  stupid  that  they  gave  into 
the  most  shallow  ambuscades  and  artifices :  witness  that 
well-known  ogre,  who,  because  Jack  cut  open  the  hasty- 
pudding,  instantly  ripped  open  his  own  stupid  waist- 
coat and  interior.  They  were  cruel,  brutal,  disgusting 
with  their  sharpened  teeth,  immense  knives,  and  roaring 
voices :  but  they  always  ended  by  being  overcome  by 
little  Tom  Thumbkins,  or  some  other  smart  little  cham- 
pion. 

Yes;  they  were  conquered  in  the  end  there  is  no  doubt. 
They  plunged  headlong  (and  uttering  the  most  frightful 
bad  language)  into  some  pit  where  Jack  came  with  his 
smart  couteau  de  ohasse  and  whipped  their  brutal  heads  off. 
They  would  be  going  to  devour  maidens, 

Bijt  ever  when  it  seemed 

Their  need  was  at  the  sorest, 
A  knight,  in  armour  briglit, 

Came  riding  through  the  forest. 

And,  down  after  a  combat,  would  go  the  brutal  persecutor 
with  a  lance  through  his  midriff.  Yes,  I  say,  this  is  very 
true  and  well.  But  you  remember  that  round  the  ogre's 
cave,  the  ground  was  covered,  for  hundreds  and  hundreds 
of  yards,  with  the  bones  of  the  victims  whom  he  had  lured 
into  the  castle.  Many  knights  and  maids  came  to  him 
and  perished  under  his  knife  and  teeth.  Were  dragons 
the  same  as  ogres?  monsters  dwelling  in  caverns,  whence 
they  rushed,  attired  in  plate  armour,  wielding  pikes  and 
torches,  and  destroying  stray  passengers  who  passed  by 
23 
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their  lair?  Monsters,  brutes,  rapacious  tyrants,  ruffians, 
as  they  were,  doubtless  they  ended  by  being'  overcome. 
But,  before  they  were  destroyed,  they  did  a  deal  of  mis- 
chief. The  bones  round  their  caves  were  countless.  They 
had  sent  many  brave  souls  to  Hades,  before  their  own  fled, 
howling  out  of  their  rascal  carcasses,  to  the  same  place  of 
gloom. 

There  is  no  greater  mistake  than  to  suppose  that  fairies, 
champions,  distressed  damsels,  and  by  consequence  ogres, 
have  ceased  to  exist.  It  may  not  be  ogreable  to  them  (par- 
don the  horrible  pleasantry,  but,  as  I  am  writing  in  the 
solitude  of  my  chamber,  I  am  grinding  my  teeth — ^yelling, 
roaring,  and  cursing — brandishing  my  scissors  and  paper- 
cutter,  and,  as  it  were,  have  become  an  ogre).  I  say  there 
is  no  greater  mistake  than  to  suppose  that  ogres  have  ceased 
to  exist.  We  all  knoiv  ogres.  Their  caverns  are  round  us, 
and  about  us.  There  are  the  castles  of  several  ogres  within 
a  mile  of  the  spot  where  I  write.  I  think  some  of  them 
suspect  I  am  an  ogre  myself.  I  am  not :  but  I  know  they 
are.  I  visit  them.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  they  take  a 
cold  roast  prince  out  of  the  cupboard,  and  have  a  cannibal 
feast  before  me.  But  I  see  the  bones  lying  about  the  roads 
to  their  houses,  and  in  the  areas  and  gardens.  Politeness, 
of  course,  prevents  me  from  making  any  remarks;  but  I 
know  them  well  enough.  One  of  the  ways  to  know  'em 
is  to  watch  the  scared  looks  of  the  ogres'  wives  and  chil- 
dren. They  lead  an  awful  life.  They  are  present  at 
dreadful  cruelties.  In  their  excesses  those  ogres  will  stab 
about,  and  kill  not  only  strangers  who  happen  to  call  in 
and  ask  a  night's  lodging,  but  they  will  outrage,  murder, 
and  chop  up  their  own  kin.  We  all  know  ogres,  I  say,  and 
have  been  in  their  dens  often.  It  is  not  necessary  that 
ogres  who  ask  you  to  dine  should  offer  their  guests  the 
peculiar  dish  which  they  like.  They  cannot  always  get  a 
Tom  Thumb  family.  They  eat  mutton  and  beef  too;  and 
I  daresay  even  go  out  to  tea,  and  invite  you  to  drink  it. 
But  I  tell  you  there  are  numbers  of  them  going  about  in  the 
world.  And  now  you  have  my  word  for  it,  and  this  little 
hint,  it  is  quite  curious  what  an  interest  society  may  be 
made  to  have  for  you,  by  your  determining  to  find  out  the 
ogres  you  meet  there. 

What  does  the  man  mean?  says  Mrs.  Downright,  to  whom 
a  joke  is  a  very  grave  thing.     I  mean,  madam,  that  in  the 
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company  assembled  in  your  genteel  drawing-room,  who  bow 
here  and  there  and  smirk  in  white  neckcloths,  you  receive 
men  who  elbow  through  life  successfully  enough,  but  who 
are  ogres  in  private :  men  wicked,  false,  rapacious,  flatter- 
ing; cruel  hectors  at  home;  smiling  courtiers  abroad;  caus- 
ing wives,  children,  servants,  parents,  to  tremble  before 
them,  and  smiling  and  bowing  as  they  bid  strangers  wel- 
come into  their  castles.  I  say,  there  are  men  who  have 
crunched  the  bones  of  victim  after  victim;  in  whose  closets 
lie  skeletons  picked  frightfully  clean.  When  these  ogres 
come  out  into  the  world,  you  don't  suppose  they  show  their 
knives,  and  their  great  teeth?  A  neat  simple  white  neck- 
cloth, a  merry  rather  obsequious  manner,  a  cadaverous 
look,  perhaps,  now  and  again,  and  a  rather  dreadful  grin; 
but  I  know  ogres  very  considerably  respected :  and  when 
you  hint  to  such  and  such  a  man,  "  My  dear  sir,  Mr.  Sharpus 
whom  you  appear  to  like,  is,  I  assure  you,  a  moSt  dreadful 
cannibal;"  the  gentleman  cries,  "Oh,  psha,  nonsense! 
Daresay  not  so  black  as  he  is  painted.  Daresay  not  worse 
than  his  neighbours. "  We  condone  everything  in  this  coun- 
try— private  treason,,  falsehood,  flattery,  cruelty  at  home, 
roguery,  and  double  dealing — What?  Do  you  mean  to  say 
in  your  acquaintance  you  don't  know  ogres  guilty  of  count- 
less crimes  of  fraud  and  force,  and  that  knowing  them  you 
don't  shake  hands  with  them;  dine  with  them  at  your 
table;  and  meet  them  at  their  own?  Depend  upon  it,  in 
the  time  when  there  were  real  live  ogres  in  real  caverns  or 
castles,  gobbling  up  real  knights  and  virgins — when  they 
went  into  the  world — the  neighbouring  market- town,  let'us 
say,  or  earl's  castle;  though  their  nature  and  reputation 
were  pretty  well  known,  their  notorious  foibles  were  never 
alluded  to.  You  would  say,  "  What,  Blunderbore,  my  boy ! 
How  do  you  do?  How  well  and  fresh  you  look!  What's 
the  receipt  you  have  for  keeping  so  young  and  rosy?  "  And 
your  wife  would  softly  ask  after  Mrs.  Blunderbore  and  the 
dear  children.  Or  it  would  be,  "My  dear  HumguflBn!  try 
that  pork.  It  is  home-bred,  home-fed,  and,  I  promise  you, 
tender.  Tell  me  if  you  think  it  is  as  good  as  yours? 
John,  a  glass  of  Burgundy  to  Colonel  Humgufiin!  "  You 
don't  suppose  there  would  be  any  unpleasant  allusions  to 
disagreeable  home-reports  regarding  Humguffih's  manner 
of  furnishing  his  larder?  I  say  we  all  of  us  know  ogres. 
We  shake  hands  and  dine  with  ogres.     And  if  inconvenient 
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moralists  tell  us  we  are  cowards  for  our  pains,  we  turn 
round  with  a  tu  quoque,  or  say  that  we  don't  meddle  with 
other  folk's' affairs;  that  people  are  much  less  black  than 
they  are  painted,  and  so  on.  What?  Won't  half  the 
county  go  to  Ogreham  Castle?  Won't  some  of  the  clergy 
say  grace  at  dinner?  Won't  the  mothers  bring  their  daugh- 
ters to  dance  with  the  young  Eawheads?  And  if  Lady 
Ogreham  happens  to  die — I  won't  say  to  go  the  way  of  all 
flesh,  that  is  too  revolting — I  say  if  Ogreham  is  a  widower, 
do  you  aver,  on  your  conscience  and  honour,  that  mothers 
will  not  be  found  to  offer  their  young  girls  to  supply  the 
lamented  lady's  place?  How  stale  this  misanthropy  is! 
Something  must  have  disagreed  with  this  cynic.  Yes,  my 
good  woman.  I  daresay  you  would  like  to  call  another 
subject.  Yes,  my  fine  fellow;  ogre  at  home,  supple  as  a 
dancing-master  abroad,  and  shaking  in  thy  pumps,  and 
wearing  a  horrible  grin  of  sham  gaiety  to  conceal  thy  ter- 
ror, lest  I  should  point  thee  out : — thou  art  prosperous  and 
honoured,  art  thou?  I  say  thou  hast  been  a  tyrant  and  a 
robber.  Thou  hast  plundered  the  poor.  Thou  hast  bullied 
the  weak.  Thou  hast  laid  violent  hp,nds  on  the  goods  of 
the  innocent  and  confiding.  Thou  hast  made  a  prey  of  the 
meek  and  gentle  who  asked  for  thy  protection.  Thou  hast 
been  hard  to  thy  kinsfolk,  and  cruel  to  thy  family.  Go, 
monster !  Ah,  when  shall  little  Jack  come  and  drill  day- 
light through  thy  wicked  cannibal  carcass?  I  see  the  ogre 
pass  on,  bowing  right  and  left  to  the  company;  and  he 
gives  a  dreadful  sidelong  glance  of  suspicion  as  he  is  talk- 
ing to  my  lord  bishop  in  the  corner  there. 

Ogres  in  our  days  need  not  be  giants  at  all.  In  former 
times,  and  in  children's  books,  where  it  is  necessary  to 
paint  your  moral  in  such  large  letters  that  there  can  be  no 
mistake  about  it,  ogres  are  made  with  that  enormous  mouth 
and  ratelier  which  you  know  of,  and  with  which  they  can 
swallow  down  a  baby,  almost  without  using  that  great 
knife  which  they  always  carry.  They  are  too  cunning  now- 
a-days.  They  go  about  in  society,  slim,  small,  quietly 
dressed,  and  showing  no  especially  great  appetite.  In 
my  own  young  days  there  used  to  be  play  ogres — men  who 
would  devour  a  young  fellow  in  one  sitting,  and  leave  him 
without  a  bit  of  flesh  on  his  bones.  They  were  quiet  gen- 
tlemanlike-looking people.  They  got  the  young  fellow  into 
their  cave.     Champagne,  patd  de  foie-gras,  and  numberless 
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good  things,  were  handed  about;  and  then,  having  eaten, 
the  young  man  was  devoured  in  his  turn.  I  believe  these 
card  and  dice  ogres  have  died  away  almost  as  entirely  as 
the  hasty-pudding  giants  whom  Tom  Thumb  overcame. 
Now,  there  are  ogres  in  City  courts  who  lure  you  into  their 
dens.  About  our  Cornish  mines  I  am  told  there  are  many 
most  plausible  ogres,  who  tempt  you  into  their  caverns  and 
pick  your  bones  there.  In  a  certain  newspaper  there  used 
to  be  lately  a  whole  column  of  advertisements  from  ogres 
who  would  put  on  the  most  plausible,  nay,  piteous  appear- 
ance, in  order  to  inveigle  their  victims.  You  would  read, 
"  A  tradesman,  established  for  seventy  years  in  the  City,  and 
known,  and  much  respected  by  Messrs.  N.  M.  Eothschild 
and  Baring  Brothers,  has  pressing  need  for  three  pounds 
until  next  Saturday.  He  can  give  security  for  half  a  mil- 
lion, and  forty  thousand  pounds  will  be  given  for  the  use 
of  the  loan,"  and  so  on;  or,  "An  influential  body  of  capi- 
talists are  about  to  establish  a  company,  of  which  the  busi- 
ness will  be  enormous  and  the  profits  proportionately  pro- 
digious. They  will  require  a  sbcketaey,  of  good  address 
and  appearance,  at  a  salary  of  two  thousand  per  annum. 
He  need  not  be  able  to  write,  but  address  and  manners  are 
absolutely  necessary.  As  a  mark  of  confidence  in  the  com- 
pany, he  will  have  to  deposit,"  &c.;  or,  "A  young  widow 
(of  pleasing  manners  and  appearance)  who  has  a  pressing 
necessity  for  four  pounds  ten  for  three  weeks,  offers  her 
Erard's  grand  piano  valued  at  three  hundred  guineas;  a 
diamond  cross  of  eight  hundred  pounds;  and  board  and 
lodging  in  her  elegant  villa  near  Banbury  Cross,  with  the 
best  references  and  society,  in  return  for  the  loan."  I  sus- 
pect these  people  are  ogres.  There  are  ogres  and  ogres. 
Polyphemus  was  a  great,  tall,  one-eyed,  notorious  ogre, 
fetching  his  victims  out  of  a  hole,  and  gobbling  them  one 
after  another.  There  could  be  no  mistake  about  him.  But 
so  were  the  Sirens  ogres — pretty  blue-eyed  things,  peeping 
at  you  coaxingly  from  out  of  the  water,  and  singing  their 
melodious  wheedles.  And  the  bones  round  their  caves 
were  more  numerous  than  the  ribs,  skulls,  and  thigh  bones 
round  the  cavern  of  hulking  Polypheme. 

To  the  castle-gates  of  some  of  these  monsters  up  rides  the 
dapper  champion  of  the  pen;  puffs  boldly  upon  the  horn 
which  hangs  by  the  chain;  enters  the  hall  resolutely,  and 
challenges  the  big  tyrant  sulking  within.     We  defy  him  to 
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combat,  the  enormous  roaring  ruffian!  We  give  him  a 
meeting  on  the  green  plain  before  his  castle.  Green?  No 
wonder  it  should  be  green :  it  is  manured  with  human  bones. 
After  a  few  graceful  wheels  and  curvets,  we  take  our 
ground.  We  stoop  over  our  saddle.  'Tis  but  to  kiss  the 
locket  of  our  lady-love's  hair.  And  now  the  vizor  is  up : 
the  lance  is  in  rest  (Gillott'siron  is  the  point  for  me).  A 
touch  of  the  spur  in  the  gallant  sides  of  Pegasus,  and  we 
gallop  at  the  great  brute. 

"Cut  off  his  ugly  head,  Flibbertygibbet,  my  squire!" 
And  who  are  these  who  pour  out  of  the  castle?  the  impris- 
oned maidens,  the  maltreated  widows,  the  poor  old  hoary 
grandfathers,  who  have  been  locked  up  in  the  dungeons 
these  scores  and  scores  of  years,  writhing  under  the  tyranny 
of  that  ruffian !  Ah !  ye  knights  of  the  pen !  May  honour 
be  your  shield  and  truth  tip  your  lances !  Be  gentle  to  all 
gentle  people.  Be  modest  to  women.  Be  tender  to  chil- 
dren. And  as  for  the  Ogre  Humbug,  out  sword,  and  have 
at  him. 
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ON  TWO  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS  WHICH 
I  INTENDED  TO  WRITE. 

We  have  all  heard  of  a  place  paved  with  good  intentions : 
— a  place  which  I  take  to  be  a  very  dismal,  useless  and  un- 
satisfactory terminus  for  many  pleasant  thoughts,  kindly 
fancies,  gentle  wishes,  merry  little  quips  and  pranks,  harm- 
less jokes  which  die  as  it  were  the  moment  of  their  birth. 
Poor  little  children  of  the  brain !  He  was  a  dreary  theo- 
logian who  huddled  you  under  such  a  melancholy  cenotaph, 
and  laid  you  in  the  vaults  under  the  flagstones  of  Hades !  I 
trust  that  some  of  the  best  actions  we  have  all  of  us  com- 
mitted in  our  lives  have  been  committed  in  fancy.  It  is 
not  all  wickedness  we  are  thinking,  que  diable  I  Some  of 
our  thoughts  are  bad  enough  I  grant  you.  Many  a  one  you 
and  I  have  had  here  below.  Ah  mercy,  what  a  monster ! 
what  crooked  horns !  what  leering  eyes !  what  a  flaming 
mouth !  what  cloven  feet,  and  what  a  hideous  writhing  tail ! 
Oh,  let  us  fall  down  on  our  knees,  repeat  our  most  potent 
exorcisms,  and  overcome  the  brute.  Spread  your  black 
pinions,  fly — fly  to  the  dusky  realms  of  Eblis  and  bury 
thyself  under  the  paving  stones  of  his  hall,  dark  genie ! 
But  all  thoughts  are  not  so.  No — no.  There  are  the  pure  : 
there  are  the  kind :  there  are  the  gentle.  There  are  sweet 
unspoken  thanks  before  a  fair  scene  of  nature :  at  a  sun- 
setting  below  a  glorious  sea;  or  a  moon  and  a  host  of  stars 
shining  over  it:  at  a  bunch  of  children  playing  in  the 
street,  or  a  group  of  flowers  by  the  hedge-side,  or  a  bird 
singing  there.  At  a  hundred  moments  or  occurrences  of 
the  day  good  thoughts  pass  through  the  mind,  let  us  trust, 
which  never  are  spoken;  prayers  are  made  which  never  are 
said;  and  Te  Deum  is  sung  without  church,  clerk,  choris- 
ters, parson,  or  organ.  Why,  there's  my  enemy:  who  got 
the  place  I  wanted;  who  maligned  me  to  the  woman  I 
wanted  to  be  well  with;  who  supplanted  me  in  the  good 
graces  of  my  patron.  I  don't  say  anything  about  the  mat- 
ter :  but,  my  poor  old  enemy,  in  my  secret  mind  I  have 
movements  of  as  tender  charity  towards  you,  you  old  scoun- 
drel, as  ever  I  had  when  we  were  boys  together  at  school. 
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You  ruffian !  do  you  fancy  I  forget  that  we  were  fond  of 
each  other?  We  are  still.  We  share  our  toffy;  go  halves 
at  the  tuck-shop;  do  each  other's  exercises;  prompt  each 
other  with  the  word  in  construing  or  repetition ;  and  tell 
the  most  frightful  fibs  to  prevent  each  other  from  being 
found  out.  We  meet  each  other  in  public.  Ware  a  fight ! 
Get  them  into  different  parts  of  the  room !  Our  friends 
hustle  round  us.  Capulet  and  Montague  are  not  more  at 
odds  than  the  houses  of  Roundabout  and  Wrightabout,  let 
us  say.  It  is,  "  My  dear  Mrs.  Buffer,  do  kindly  put  your- 
self in  the  c"hair  between  those  two  men !  "  Or,  "  My  dear 
Wrightabout,  will  you  take  that  charming  Lady  Blanc- 
mange down  to  supper?  She  adores  your  poems;  and  gave 
five  shillings  for  your  autograph  at  the  fancy  fair."  In 
like  manner  the  pea.ce-makers  gather  round  Eoundabout 
on  his  part :  he  is  carried  to  a  distant  corner,  and  coaxed 
out  of  the  way  of  the  enemy  with  whom  he  is  at  feud. 

When  we  meet  in  the  Square  at  Verona,  out  flash  rapiers, 
and  we  fall  to.  But  in  his  private  mind  Tybalt  owns  that 
Mercutio  has  a  rare  wit,  and  Mercutio  is  sure  that  his  ad- 
versary is  a  gallant  gentleman.  Look  at  the  amphitheatre 
yonder.  You  do  not  suppose  those  gladiators  who  fought 
and  perished,  as  hundreds  of  spectators  in  that  grim  Circus 
held  thumbs  down,  and  cried  "Kill,  kill!" — you  do  not 
suppose  the  combatants  of  necessity  hated  each  other?  No 
more  than  the  celebrated  trained  bands  of  literary  sword- 
and-buckler  men  hate  the  adversaries  whom  they  meet  in 
the  arena.  They  engage  at  the  given  signal;  feint  and 
parry;  slash,  poke,  rip  each  other  open,  dismember  limbs, 
and  hew  off  noses :  but  in  the  way  of  business,  and,  I 
trust,  with  mutual  private  esteem.  For  instance,  I  salute 
the  warriors  of  the  Superfine  Company  with  the  honours 
due  among  warriors.  Here's  at  you,  Spartacus,  my  lad. 
A  hit  I  acknowledge.  A  palpable  hit !  Ha !  how  do  you 
like  that  poke  in  the  eye  in  return?  When  the  trumpets 
sing  truce,  or  the  spectators  are  tired,  we  bow  to  the  noble 
company;  withdraw;  and  get  a  cool  glass  of  wine  in  our 
rendezvous  des  braves  gladiateurs. 

By  the  way,  I  saw  that  amphitheatre  of  Verona  under 
the  strange  light  of  a  lurid  eclipse  some  years  ago :  and  I 
have  been  there  in  spirit  for  these  twenty  lines  past,  under 
a  vast  gusty  awning,  now  with  twenty  thousand  fellow- 
citizens  looking  on  from  the  benches,  now  in  the  circus  it- 
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self  a  grim  gladiator  with  sword  and  net,  or  a  meek  martyr 
— was  I? — brought  out  to  be  gobbled  up  by  the  lions?  or  a 
huge  shaggy,  tawny  lion  myself,  on  whom  the  dogs  were 
going  to  be  set?  What  a  day  of  excitement  I  have  had  to 
be  sure !  But  I  must  get  away  from  Verona,  or  who  knows 
how  much  farther  the  Roundabout  Pegasus  may  carry  me? 

We  were  saying,  my  Muse,  before  we  dropped  and 
perched  on  earth  for  a  couple  of  sentences,  that  our  unsaid 
words  were  in  some  limbo  or  other,  as  real  as  those  we  have 
uttered;  that  the  thoughts  which  have  passed  through  our 
brains  are  as  actual  as  any  to  which  our  tongues  and  pens 
have  given  currency.  For  instance,  besides  what  is  here 
hinted  at,  I  have  thought  ever  so  much  more  about  Verona : 
about  an  early  Christian  church  I  saw  there :  about  a  great 
dish  of  rice  we  had  at  the  inn :  about  the  bugs  there ;  about 
ever  so  many  more  details  of  that  day's  journey  from  Milan 
to  Venice :  about  lake  Garda,  which  lay  on  the  way  from 
Milan,  and  so  forth.  I  say  what  fine  things  we  have 
thought  of,  haven't  we,  all  of  us?  Ah,  what  a  fine  trag- 
edy that  was  I  thought  of,  and  never  wrote !  On  the  day 
of  the  dinner  of  the  Oystermongers'  Company,  what  a  noble 
speech  I  thought  of  in  the  cab,  and  broke  down — I  don't 
mean  the  cab,  but  the  speech.  Ah,  if  you  could  but  read 
some  of  the  unwritten  Koundabout  Papers — how  you  would 
be  amused !  Aha !  my  friend,  I  catch  you  saying,  "  Well, 
then,  I  wish  this  was  unwritten,  with  all  my  heart."  Very 
good.     I  owe  you  one.     I  do  confess  a  hit,  a  palpable  hit. 

One  day  in  the  past  month,  as  I  was  reclining  on  the 
bench  of  thought,  with  that  ocean  the  Times  newspaper 
spread  before  me,  the  ocean  cast  up  on  the  shore  at  my  feet 
two  famous  subjects  for  Roundabout  Papers,  and  I  picked 
up  those  waifs,  and  treasured  them  away  until  I  could  pol- 
ish them  and  bring  them  to  market.  That  scheme  is  not 
to  be  carried  out.  I  can't  write  about  those  subjects.  And 
though  I  cannot  write  about  them,  I  may  surely  tell  what 
are  the  subjects  I  am  going  not  to  write  about. 

The  first  was  that  Northumberland  Street  encounter, 
which  all  the  papers  have  narrated.  Have  any  novelists 
of  our  days  a  scene  and  catastrophe  more  strange  and  terri- 
ble than  this  which  occurs  at  noonday  within  a  few  yards 
of  the  greatest  thoroughfare  in  Europe?  At  the  theatres 
they  have  a  new  name  for  their  melodramatic  pieces,  and 
call  them  "  Sensation  Dramas."     What  a  sensation  drama 


362  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

this  is!  What  have  people  been  flocking  to  see  at  the 
Adelphi  Theatre  for  the  last  hundred  and  fifty  nights?  A 
woman  pitched  overboard  out  of  a  boat,  and  a  certain  Miles 
taking  a  tremendous  "header,"  and  bringing  her  to  shore? 
Bagatelle !  What  is  this  compared  to  the  real  life  drama, 
of  which  a  midday  representation  takes  place  just' opposite 
the  Adelphi  in  Northumberland  Street?  The  brave  Dumas, 
the  intrepid  Ainsworth,  the  terrible  Eugene  Sue,  the  cold- 
shudder-inspiring  "  Woman  in  White,"  the  astounding 
author  of  the  "  Mysteries  of  the  Court  of  London,"  never 
invented  anything  more  tremendous  than  this.  It  might 
have  happened  to  you  and  me.  We  want  to  borrow  a  little 
money.  We  are  directed  to  an  agent.  We  propose  a 
pecuniary  transaction  at  a  short  date.  He  goes  into  the 
next  room,  as  we  fancy,  to  get  the  bank-notes,  and  returns 
with  "  two  very  pretty,  delicate  little  ivory-handled  pistols," 
and  blows  a  portion  of  our  heads  off.  After  this,  what  is 
the  use  of  being  squeamish  about  the  probabilities  and  pos- 
sibilities in  the  writing  of  fiction?  Years  ago  I  remember 
making  merry  over  a  play  of  Dumas,  called  "Kean,"  in 
which  the  Coal-Hole  Tavern  was  represented  on  the  Thames 
with  a  fleet  of  pirate-ships  moored  alongside.  Pirate  ships? 
Why  not?  What  a  cavern  of  terror  was  this  in  Northum- 
berland Street,  with  its  splendid  furniture  covered  with 
dust,  its  empty  bottles,  in  the  midst  of  which  sits  a  grim 
"agent,"  amusing  himself  by  firing  pistols,  aiming  at  the 
unconscious  mantelpiece,  or  at  the  heads  of  his  customers ! 
After  this,  what  is  not  possible?  It  is  possible  Hunger- 
ford  Market  is  mined,  and  will  explode  some  day.  Mind 
how  you  go  in  for  a  penny  ice  unawares.  "  Pray,  step  this 
way,"  says  a  quiet  person  at  the  door.  You  enter — into  a 
backroom: — a  quiet  room;  rather  a  dark  room.  "Pray, 
take  your  place  in  a  chair."  And  she  goes  to  fetch  the 
penny  ice.  Malheureux  !  The  chair  sinks  down  with  you 
— sinks,  and  sinks,  and  sinks — a  large  wet  flannel  suddenly 
envelopes  your  face  and  throttles  you.  Need  we  say  any 
more?  After  Northumberland  Street,  what  is  improbable? 
Surely  there  is  no  difficulty  in  crediting  Bluebeard.  I 
withdraw  my  last  month's  opinions  about  ogres.  Ogres? 
Why  not?  I  protest  I  have  seldom  contemplated  anything 
more  terribly  ludicrous  than  this  "  agent "  in  the  dingy 
splendour  of  his  den,  surrounded  by  dusty  ormolu  and  piles 
of  empty  bottles,  firing   pistols  for   his   diversion  at  the 
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mantelpiece  until  his  clients  come  in!  Is  pistol  practice  so 
common  in  Northumberland  Street,  that  it  passes  without 
notice  in  the  lodging-houses  there? 

We  spake  anon  of  good  thoughts.  About  bad  thoughts? 
Is  there  some  Northumberland  Street  chamber  in  your 
heart  and  mine,  friend:  close  to  the  every-day  street  of 
life:  visited  by  daily  friends;  visited  by  people  on  busi- 
ness; in  ■which  affairs  are  transacted;  jokes  are  uttered; 
wine  is  drunk ;  through  which  people  come  and  go ;  wives 
and  children  pass ;  and  in  which  murder  sits  unseen  until 
the  terrible  moment  when  he  rises  up  and  kills?  A  farmer, 
say,  has  a  gun  over  the  mantelpiece  in  his  room  where  he 
sits  at  his  daily  meals  and  rest ;  caressing  his  children,  jok- 
ing with  his  friends,  smoking  his  pipe  in  his  calm.  One 
night  the  gun  is  taken  down :  the  farmer  goes  out :  and  it 
is  a  murderer  who  comes  back  and  puts  the  piece  up  and 
drinks  by  that  fireside.  Was  he  a  murderer  yesterday 
when  he  was  tossing  the  baby  on  his  knee,  and  when  his 
hands  were  playing  with  his  little  girl's  yellow  hair?  Yes- 
terday there  was  no  blood  on  them  at  all :  they  were  shaken 
by  honest  men :  have  done  many  a  kind  act  in  their  time 
very  likely.  He  leans  his  head  on  one  of  them,  the  wife 
comes  in  with  her  anxious  looks  of  welcome,  the  children 
are  prattling  as  they  did  yesterday  round  the  father's  knee 
at  the  fire,  and  Cain  is  sitting  by  the  embers  and  Abel  lies 
dead  on  the  moor.  Think  of  the  gulph  between  now  and 
yesterday.  Oh,  yesterday !  Oh,  the  days  when  those  two 
loved  each  other  and  said  their  prayer  side  by  side !  He 
goes  to  sleep,  perhaps,  and  dreams  that  his  brother  is 
alive.  Be  true,  O  dream !  Let  him  live  in  dreams,  and 
wake  no  more.  Be  undone,  0  crime,  0  crime !  But  the  sun 
rises :  and  the  officers  of  conscience  come :  and  yonder  lies 
the  body  on  the  moor.  I  happened  to  pass,  and  looked  at 
the  Northumberland  Street  house  the  other  day.  A  few 
loiterers  were  gazing  up  at  the  dingy  windows.  A  plain, 
ordinary  face  of  a  house  enough — and  in  a  chamber  iri  it 
one  man  suddenly  rose  up,  pistol  in  hand,  to  slaughter 
another. ,  Have  you  ever  killed  any  one  in  your  thoughts? 
Has  your  heart  compassed  any  man's  death?  In  your 
mind,  have  you  ever  taken  a  brand  from  the  altar,  and 
slain  your  brother?  How  many  plain,  ordinary  faces  of 
men  do  we  look  at,  unknowing  of  murder  behind  those  eyes? 
Lucky  for  you  and  me,  brother,  that  we  have  good  thoughts 
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unspoken.  But  the  bad  ones?  I  tell  you  that  the  sight  of 
those  blank  windows  in  Northumberland  Street — through 
which,  as  it  were,  my  mind  could  picture  the  awful  tragedy 
glimmering  behind — set  me  thinking,  "  Mr.  Street- Preacher, 
here  is  a  text  for  one  of  your  pavement  sermons.  But  it 
is  too  glum  and  serious.  You  eschew  dark  thoughts;  and 
desire  to  be  cheerful  and  merry  in  the  main."  And,  such 
being  the  case,  you  see  we  must  have  no  Roundabout  Essay 
on  this  subject. 

Well,  I  had  another  arrow  in  my  quiver.  (So,  you 
know,  had  William  Tell  a  bolt  for  his  son,  the  apple  of  his 
eye :  and  a  shaft  for  Gessler,  in  case  William  came  to  any 
trouble  with  the  first  poor  little  target. )  And  this,  I  must 
tell  you,  was  to  have  been  a  rare  Roundabout  performance 
— one  of  the  very  best  that  has  ever  appeared  in  this  series. 
It  was  to  have  contained  all  the  deep  pathos  of  Addison; 
the  logical  precision  of  Rabelais;  the  childlike  playfulness 
of  Swift;  the  manly  stoicism  of  Sterne;  the  metaphysical 
depth  of  Goldsmith;  the  blushing  modesty  of  Fielding; 
the  epigrammatic  terseness  of  Walter  Scott ;  the  uproarious 
humour  of  Sam  Richardson ;  and  the  gay  simplicity  of  Sam 
Johnson; — -it  was  to  have  combined  all  these  qualities,  with 
some  excellencies  of  modern  writers  whom  I  could  name : — 
but  circumstances  have  occurred  which  have  rendered  this 
Roundabout  Essay  also  impossible. 

1  have  not  the  least  objection  to  tell  you  what  was  to 
have  been  the  subject  of  that  other  admirable  Roundabout 
Paper.  Gracious  powers !  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's  never 
had  a  better  theme.  The  paper  was  to  have  been  on  the 
Gorillas,  to  be  sure.  I  was  going  to  imagine  myself  to  be 
a  young  surgeon-apprentice  from  Charleston,  in  South 
Carolina,  who  ran  away  to  Cuba  on  account  of  unhappy 
family  circumstances,  with  which  nobody  has  the  least  con- 
cern ;  who  sailed  thence  to  Africa  in  a  large,  roomy  schooner 
with  an  extraordinary  vacant  space  between  decks.  I  was 
subject  to  dreadful  ill-treatment  from  the  first  mate  of  the 
ship,  who,  when  I  found  she  was  a  slaver,  altogether  de- 
clined to  put  me  on  shore.  I  was  chased — we  were  chased 
— by  three  British  frigates  and  a  seventy-four,  which  we 
engaged  and  captured;  but  were  obliged  to  scuttle  and 
sink,  as  we  could  sell  them  in  no  African  port :  and  I  never 
shall  forget  the  look  of  manly  resignation,  combined  with 
considerable  disgust,  of  the  British  Admiral  as  he  walked 
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the  plank,  after  cutting  off  his  pigtail,  which  he  handed  to 
me,  and  which  I  still  have  in  charge  for  his  family  at  Bos- 
ton, Lincolnshire,  England. 

We  made  the  port  of  Bpoopoo,  at  the  confluence  of  the 
Bungo  and  Sgglolo  rivers  (which  you  may  see  in  Swailamer- 
dahl's  map)  on  the  31st  April  last  year.  Our  passage  had 
been  so  extraordinarily  rapid,  owing  to  the  continued 
drunkenness  of  the  captain  and  chief  of&cers,  by  which  I 
was  obliged  to  work  the  ship  and  take  her  in  command, 
that  we  reached  Bpoopoo  six  weeks  before  we  were  ex- 
pected, and  five  before  the  coffers  from  the  interior  and 
from  the  great  slave  depot  at  Zbabblo  were  expected. 
Their  delay  caused  us  not  a  little  discomfort,  because, 
though  we  had  taken  the  six  English  ships,  we  knew  that 
Sir  Byam  Martin's  iron-cased  squadron,  with  the  Warrior, 
the  Impregnable,  the  Saneoniathon,  and  the  Berosus,  were 
cruising  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  might  prove  too  much 
for  us. 

It  not  only  became  necessary  to  quit  Bpoopoo  before  the 
arrival  of  the  British  fleet  or  the  rainy  season,  but  to  get 
our  people  on  board  as  soon  as  might  be.  While  the  chief 
mate,  with  a  detachment  of  seamen,  hurried  forward  to  the 
Pgogo  lake,  where  we  expected  a  considerable  part  of  our 
cargo,  the  second  mate,  with  six  men,  four  chiefs,  king 
Ebumbo,  an  Obi  man,  and  myself,  went  N.W.  by  W.,  to- 
wards King  Mtoby's-town,  where  we  knew  many  hundreds 
of  our  between-deck  passengers  were  to  be  got  together. 
We  went  down  the  Pdodo  river,  shooting  snipes,  ostriches, 
and  rhinoceros  in  plenty,  and  I  think  a  few  elephants, 
until,  by  the  advice  of  a.  guide,  who  I  now  believe  was 
treacherous,  we  were  induced  to  leave  the  Pdodo,  and  march 
K.E.  by  N.N.  Here  Lieutenant  Larkins,  who  had  per- 
sisted in  drinking  rum  from  morning  to  night,  and  thrash- 
ing me  in  his  sober  moments  during  the  whole  journey, 
died,  and  I  have  too  good  reason  to  know  was  eaten  with 
much  relish  by  the  natives.  At  Mgoo,  where  there  are 
barracoons  and  a  depot  for  our  cargo,  we  had  no  news  of 
our  expected  freight;  accordingly,  as  time  pressed  exceed- 
ingly, parties  were  despatched  in  advance  towards  the  great 
Washaboo  lake,  by  which  the  caravans  usually  come  to- 
wards the  coast.  Here  we  found  no  caravan,  but  only  four 
negroes  down  with  the  ague,  whom  I  treated,  I  am  bound 
to  say,  unsuccessfully,  whilst  we  waited  for  our  friends. 
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We  used  to  take  ■watch,  and  watch  in  front  of  the  place, 
both  to  guard  ourselves  from  attack,  and  get  early  news  of 
the  approaching  caravan. 

At  last,  on  the  23rd  September,  as  I  was  in  advance  with 
Charles  Rogers,  second  mate,  and  two  natives  with  bows 
and  arrows,  we  were  crossing  a  great  plain  skirted  by  a 
forest,  when  we  saw  emerging  from  a  ravine  what  I  took 
to  be  three  negroes — a  very  tall  one,  one  of  a  moderate 
size,  and  one  quite  little. 

Our  native  guides  shrieked  out  some  words  in  their 
language,  of  which  Charles  Rogers  knew  something.  I 
thought  it  was  the  advance  of  the  negroes  whom  we  ex- 
pected. "  No ! "  said  Rogers  (who  swore  dreadfully  in  con- 
versation), "  it  is  the  Gorillas ! "  And  he  fired  both  bar- 
rels of  his  gun,  bringing  down  the  little  one  first,  and  the 
female  afterwards. 

The  male,  who  was  untouched,  gave  a  howl  that  you 
might  have  heard  a  league  off;  advanced  towards  us  as  if 
he  would  attack  us,  and  turned  and  ran  away  with  incon- 
ceivable celerity  towards  the  wood. 

We  went  up  towards  the  fallen  brutes.  The  little  one 
by  the  female  appeared  to  be  about  two  years  old.  It  lay 
bleating  and  moaning  on  the  ground,  stretching  out  its 
little  hands,  with  movements  and  looks  so  strangely  re- 
sembling human,  that  my  heart  sickened  with  pity.  The 
female,  who  had  been  shot  through  both  legs,  could  not 
move.  She  howled  most  hideously  when  I  approached  the 
little  one. 

"We  must  be  off,"  said  Rogers,  "or  the  whole  Gorilla 
race  may  be  down  upon  us.  The  little  one  is  only  shot  in 
the  leg,  I  said.  I'll  bind  the  limb  up,  and  we  will  carry 
the  beast  with  us  on  board." 

The  poor  little  wretch  held  up  its  leg  to  show  it  was 
wounded,  and  looked  to  me  with  appealing  eyes.  It  lay 
quite  still  whilst  I  looked  for  and  found  the  bullet,  and, 
tearing  off  a  piece  of  my  shirt,  bandaged  up  the  wound. 
I  was  so  occupied  in  this  business,  that  I  hardly  heard 
Rogers  cry,  "  Run !  run !  "  and  when  I  looked  up 

When  I  looked  up,  with  a  roar  the  most  horrible  I  ever 
heard — a  roar?  ten  thousand  roars — a  whirling  army  of 
dark  beings  rushed  by  me.  Rogers,  who  had  bullied  me 
so  frightfully  during  the  voyage,  and  who  had  encouraged 
my  fatal  passion  for  play,  so  that  I  own  I  owed  him  1,500 
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dollars,  was  overtaken,  felled,  brained,  and  torn  into  ten 
thousand  pieces;  and  I  daresay  the  same  fate  would  have 
fallen  on  me,  but  that  the  little  Gorilla,  whose  wound  I 
had  dressed,  flung  its  arms  round  my  neck  (their  arms,  you 
know,  are  much  longer  than  ours).  And  when  an  immense 
grey  Gorilla,  with  hardly  any  teeth,  brandishing  the  trunk 
of  a  goUybosh  tree  about  sixteen  feet  long,  came  up  to  me 
roaring,  the  little  one  squeaked .  out  something  plaintive, 
which,  of  course,  I  could  not  understand ;  on  which  sud- 
denly the  monster  flung  down  his  tree,  squatted  down  on 
his  huge  hams  by  the  side  of  the  little  patient,  and  began 
to  bellow  and  weep. 

And  now,  do  you  see  whom  I  had  rescued?  I  had  res- 
cued the  young  Prince  of  the  Gorillas,  who  was  out  walk- 
ing with  his  nu.rse  and  footman.  The  footman  had  run  off 
to  alarm  his  master,  and  certainly  I  never  saw  a  footman 
run  quicker.  The  whole  army  of  Gorillas  rushed  forward 
to  rescue  their  prince,  and  punish  his  enemies.  If  the 
King  Gorilla's  emotion  was  great,  fancy  what  the  queen's 
must  have  been  when  she  came  up !  She  arrived  on. a  litter, 
neatly  enough  made  with  wattled  branches,  on  which  she 
lay,  with  her  youngest  child,  a  prince  of  three  weeks  old. 

My  little  protege,  with  the  wounded  leg,  still  persisted 
in  hugging  me  with  its  arms  (I  think  I  mentioned  that  they 
are  longer  than  those  of  men  in  general)  and  as  the  poor 
little  brute  was  immensely  heavy,  and  the  Gorillas  go  at  a 
prodigious  pace,  a  litter  was  made  for  us  likewise;  and 
my  thirst  much  refreshed  by  a  footman  (the  same  domes- 
tic who  had  given  the  alarm)  runidng  hand  over  hand  up  a 
cocoanut-tree,  tearing  the  rinds  off,  breaking  the  shell  on 
his  head,  and  handing  me  the  fresh  milk  in  its  cup.  My 
little  patient  partook  of  a  little,  stretching  out  its  dear  lit- 
tle unwounded  foot,  with  which,  or  with  its  hand,  a  Gorilla 
can  help  itself  indiscriminately.  Kelays  of  large  Gorillas 
relieved  each  other  at  the  litters  at  intervals  of  twenty 
minutes,  as  I  calculated  by  my  watch,  one  of  Jones  and 
Bates',  of  Boston,  Mass.,  though  I  have  been  unable  to  this 
day  to  ascertain  how  these  animals  calculate  time  with  such 
surprising  accuracy.     We  slept  for  that  night  under 

And  now  you  see  we  arrive  at  really  the  most  interesting 
part  of  my  travels  in  the  country  which  I  intended  to  visit, 
viz.,  the  manners  and  habits  of  the  Gorillas  chez  eux.  I 
give  the  heads  of  this  narrative  only,  the  full  account  being 
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suppressed  for  a  reason  which  shall  presently  be  given. 
The  heads,  then,  of  the  chapters,  are  briefly  as  follows : — 

The  author's  arrival  in  the  Gorilla  country.  Its  geo- 
graphical position.  Lodgings  assigned  to  him  up  a  gum- 
tree.  Constant  attachment  of  the  little  prince.  His  royal 
highness' s  gratitude.  Anecdotes  of  his  wit,  playfulness,  and 
extraordinary  precocity.  Am  offered  a  portion  of  poor 
Larhins  for  my  supper,  but  decline  with  horror.  Footman 
brings  me  a  young  crocodile,  fishy  but  very  palatable.  Old 
crocodiles  too  tough :  ditto  rhinoceros.  Visit  the  queen 
m,other — an  enormous  old  Gorilla,  quite  white.  Prescribe 
for  her  majesty.  Meeting  of  Gorillas  at  what  appears  a 
parliament  amongst  them :  presided  over  by  old  Gorilla 
in  cocoa-nut-fibre  wig.  Their  sports.  Their  customs.  A 
privileged  class  amongst  them.  Extraordinary  likeness  of 
Gorillas  to  people  at  home,  both  at  Charleston,  S.  C,  my 
native  place  ;  and  London,  England,  which  Z  have  visited. 
Flat-nosed  Gorillas  and  blue-nosed  Gorillas;  their  hatred, 
and  wars  between  them,.  In  a  part  of  the  country  (its  geo- 
graphical position  described)  1  see  several  negroes  under 
Gorilla  domination.  Well  treated  by  their  masters.  Frog- 
eating  Gorillas  across  the  Salt  Lake.  Bull-headed  Goril- 
las— their  m,utual  hostility.  Green  Island  Gorillas.  More 
quarrelsome  than  the  Bullheads,  and  howl  much  louder.  I 
am  called  to  attend  one  of  the  princesses.  Evident  partiality 
ofH.  It.  H.  forme.  Jealousy  and  rage  of  large  red-headed 
Gorilla.     How  shall  I  escape  ! 

Ay,  how  indeed?  Do  you  wish  to  know?  Is  your  curi- 
osity excited?  Well,  I  do  know  how  I  escaped.  I  could 
tell  the  most  extraordinary  adventures  that  happened  to 
me.  I  could  show  you  resemblances  to  people  at  home, 
that  would  make  them  blue  with  rage  and  you  crack  your 
sides  with  laughter.  *  *  *  And  what  is  the  reason  I 
cannot  write  this  paper,  having  all  the  facts  before  me? 
The  reason  is,  that  walking  down  St.  James  Street  yester- 
day, I  met  a  friend  who  says  to  me,  "  Roundabout,  my 
boy,  have  you  seen  your  picture?  Here  it  is!"  And  he 
pulls  out  a  portrait,  executed  in  photography,  of  your  hum- 
ble servant,  as  an  immense  and  most  unpleasant-featured 
baboon,  with  long  hairy  hands,  and  called  by  the  waggish 
artist  "  A  Literary  Gorilla."  0  horror !  And  now  you  see 
why  I  can't  play  off  this  joke  myself,  and  moralize  on  the 
fable,  as  it  has  been  narrated  already  de  me. 
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A  MISSISSIPPI  BUBBLE. 


This  initial  group  of  dusky  children  of  the  captivity  is 
copied  out  of  a  little  sketch-book  which  I  carried  in  many 
a  roundabout  journey,  and  will  point  a  moral  or  adorn  a 
T  as  well  as  any  other  sketch  in  the  volume.  The  draw- 
ing was  made  in  a  country  where  there  was  such  hospi- 


tality, friendship,  kindness  shown  to  the  humble  designer, 
that  his  eyes  do  not  care  to  look  out  for  faults,  or  his  pen 
to  note  them.  How  they  sang;  how  they  laughed  and 
grinned ;  how  they  scraped,  bowed,  and  complimented  you 
and  each  other,  those  negroes  of  the  cities  of  the  southern 
parts  of  the  then  United  States !  My  business  kept  me  in 
the  towns ;  I  was  but  in  one  negro  plantation- village,  and 
there  were  only  women  and  little  children,  the  men  being 
out  a-field.  But  there  was  plenty  of  cheerfulness  in  the 
24 
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huts,  under  the  great  trees — I  speak  of  what  I  saw — and 
amidst  the  dusky  bondsmen  of  the  cities.  I  witnessed  a 
curious  gaiety;  heard  amongst  the  black  folk  endless  sing- 
ing, shouting,  and  laughter;  and  saw  on  holydays  black 
gentlemen  and  ladies  arrayed  in  such  splendour  and  com- 
fort as  freeborn  workmen  in  our  towns  seldom  exhibit. 
What  a  grin  and  bow  that  dark  gentleman  performed,  who 
was  the  porter  at  the  colonel's,  when  he  said,  "  You  write 
your  name,  mas'r,  else  I  will  forgot."  I  am  not  going  into 
the  slavery  question,  I  am  not  an  advocate  for  "  the  insti- 
tution," as  I  know,  madam,  by  that  angry  toss  of  your 
head,  you  are  about  to  declare  me  to  be.  For  domestic 
purposes,  my  dear  lady,  it  seemed  to  me  about  the  dearest 
institution  that  can  be  devised.  In  a  house  in  a  Southern 
city  you  will  find  fifteen  negroes  doing  the  work  which 
John,  the  cook,  the  housemaid,  and  the  help,  do  perfectly 
in  your  own  comfortable  London  house.  And  these  fifteen 
negroes  are  the  pick  of  a  family  of  some  eighty  or  ninetj'. 
Twenty  are  too  sick,  or  too  old  for  work,  let  us  say :  twenty 
too  clumsy :  twenty  are  too  young,  and  have  to  be  nursed 
and  watched  by  ten  more.*  And  master  has  to  maintain 
the  immense  crew  to  do  the  work  of  half-a-dozen  willing 
hands.  No,  no ;  let  Mitchel,  the  exile  from  poor  dear  en- 
slaved Ireland,  wish  for  a  gang  of  "  fat  niggers ; "  I  would 
as  soon  you  should  make  me  a  present  of  a  score  of  Bengal 
elephants,  when  I  need  but  a  single  stout  horse  to  pull  my 
brougham. 

How  hospitable  they  were,  those  Southern  men !  In  the 
North  itself  the  welcome  was  not  kinder,  as  I,  who  have 
eaten  Northern  and  Southern  salt,  can  testify.  As  for 
New  Orleans,  in  spring-time, — just  when  the  orchards 
were  flushing  over  with  peach-blossoms,  and  the  sweet 
herbs  came  to  flavour  the  juleps — it  seemed  to  me  the  city 
of  the  world  where  you  can  eat  and  drink  the  most  and 
suffer  the  least.  At  Bordeaux  itself,  claret  is  not  better  to 
drink  than  at  New  Orleans.  It  was  all  good — believe  an 
expert  Robert — from  the  half-dollar  Medoc  of  the  public 
hotel  table,  to  the  private  gentleman's  choicest  wine. 
Claret  is,  somehow,  good  in  that  gifted  place  at  dinner,  at 

*  This  was  an  account  given  by  a  gentleman  at  Richmond  of  his 
establishment.  Six  European  servants  would  have  kept  his  house 
and  stables  well.  "  His  farm,"  he  said,  "barely  sufficed  to  maintain 
the  negroes  residing  on  it." 
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supper,  and  at  breakfast  in  the  morning.  It  is  good:  it  is 
superabundant — and  there  is  nothing  to  pay.  Find  me 
speaking  ill  of  such  a  country !  When  I  do,  pone  me  pigris 
campis:  smother  me  in  a  desert,  or  let  Mississippi  or  Ga- 
ronne drown  me !  At  that  comfortable  tavern  on  Pontchar- 
train  we  had  a  bouillabaisse  than  which  a  better  was  never 
eaten  at  Marseilles :  and  not  the  least  headache  in  the 
morning,  I  give  you  my  word :  on  the  contrary,  you  only 
wake  with  a  sweet  refreshing  thirst  for  claret  and  water. 
They  say  there  is  fever  there  in  the  autumn :  but  not  in 
the  spring-time,  when  the  peach-blossoms  blush  over 
the  orchards,  and  the  sweet  herbs  come  to  flavour  the 
juleps. 

I  was  bound  from  New  Orleans  to  Saint  Louis ;  and  our 
walk  was  constantly  on  the  Levee,  whence  we  could  see  a 
hundred  of  those  huge  white  Mississippi  steamers  at  their 
moorings  in  the  river :  "  Look,"  said  my  friend  Lochlomond 
to  me,  as  we  stood  one  day  on  the  quay — ■"  look  at  that 
post !  Look  at  that  coffee-house  behind  it !  Sir,  last  year 
a  steamer  blew  up  in  the  river  yonder,  just  where  you  see 
those  men  pulling  off  in  the  boat.  By  that  post  where  you 
are  standing  a  mule  was  cut  in  two  by  a  fragment  of  the 
burst  machinery,  and  a  bit  of  the  chimney  stove  in  that 
first-floor  window  of  the  coffee-house,  killad  a  negro  who 
was  cleaning  knives  in  the  top-room ! "  I  looked  at  the 
post,  at  the  coffee-house  window,  at  the  steamer  in  which 
I  was  going  to  embark,  at  my  friend,  with  a  pleasing  inter- 
est not  divested  of  melancholy.  Yesterday,  it  was  the 
donkey,  thinks  I,  who  was  cut  in  two :  it  may  be  eras  mihi. 
\yhy,  in  the  same  little  sketch-book,  there  is  a  drawing  of 
an  Alabama  river  steamer  which  blew  up  on  the  very  next 
voyage  after  that  in  which  your  humble  servant  was  on 
board!  Had  I  but  waited  another  week,  I  might  have 
*  *  *  These  incidents  give  a  queer  zest  to  the  voyage 
down  the  life  stream  in  America.  When  our  huge,  tall, 
white,  pasteboard  castle  of  a  steamer  began  to  work  up 
stream,  every  limb  in  her  creaked,  and  groaned,  and  quiv- 
ered, so  that  you  might  fancy  she  would  burst  right  off. 
Would  she  hold  together,  or  would  she  split  into  ten  mil- 
lion of  shivers?  0  my  home  and  children!  Would  your 
humble  servant's  body  be  cut  in  two  across  yonder  chain  on 
the  Levee,  or  be  precipitated  into  yonder  first-floor,  so  as 
to  damage  the  chest  of  a  black  man  cleaning  boots  at  the 
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window?  The  black  man  is  safe  for  me,  thank  goodness. 
But  you  see  the  little  accident  might  have  happened.  It 
has  happened ;  and  if  to  a  mule,  why  not  to  a  more  docile 
animal?  On  our  journey  up  the  Mississippi,  I  give  you 
my  honour  we  were  on  fire  three  times,  and  burned  our 
cook-room  down.  The  deck  at  night  was  a  great  fire-work 
— the  chimney  spouted  myriads  of  stars,  which  fell  black- 
ening on  our  garments,  sparkling  on  to  the  deck,  or  gleam- 
ing into  the  mighty  stream  through  which  we  laboured — 
the  mighty  yellow  stream  with  all  its  snags. 

How  I  kept  up  my  courage  through  these  dangers  shall 
now  be  narrated.  The  excellent  landlord  of  the  Saint 
Charles  Hotel,  when  I  was  going  away,  begged  me  to  ac- 
cept two  bottles  of  the  very  finest  Cognac,  with  his  compli- 
ments ;  and  I  found  them  in  my  state-room  with  my  lug- 
gage. Lochlomond  came  to  see  me  off,  and  as  he  squeezed 
my  hand  at  parting,  "Roundabout,"  says  he,  "the  wine 
mayn't  be  very  good  on  board,  so  I  have  brought  a  dozen- 
case  of  the  Medoe  which  you  liked ; "  and  we  grasped  to- 
gether the  hands  of  friendship  and  farewell.  Whose  boat 
is  this  pulling  up  to  the  ship?  It  is  our  friend  Glenlivat, 
who  gave  us  the  dinner  on  Lake  Pontchar train.  "  Round- 
about," says  he,  "we  have  tried  to  do  what  we  could  for 
you,  my  boy;  and  it  has  been  done  de  hon  eceur"  (T  detect 
a  kind  tremulousness  in  the  good  fellow's  voice  as  he 
speaks).  "I  say — hem! — the  a — the  wine  isn't  too  good 
on  board,  so  I've  brought  you  a  dozen  of  Medoc  for  your 
voyage,  you  know.  And  God  bless  you ;  and  when  I  come 
to  London  in  May  I  shall  come  and  see  you.  Hallo !  here's 
Johnson  come  to  see  you  off,  too !  " 

As  I  am  a  miserable  sinner,  when  Johnson  grasped  my 
hand,  he  said,  "Mr.  Roundabout,  you  can't  be  sure  of  the 
wine  on  board  these  steamers,  so  I  thought  I  would  bring 
you  a  little  case  of  that  light  claret  Avhich  you  liked  at  my 
house."  M  de  trois!  No  wonder  1  could  face  the  Missis- 
sippi with  so  much  courage  supplied  to  me !  Where  are 
you,  honest  friends,  who  gave  me  of  your  kindness  and 
your  cheer?  May  I  be  considerably  boiled,  blown  up,  and 
snagged,  if  I  speak  hard  words  of  you.  May  claret  turn 
sour  ere  I  do ! 

Mounting  the  stream  it  chanced  that  we  had  very  few 
passengers.  How  far  is  the  famous  city  of  Memphis  from 
New  Orleans?     I  do  not  mean  the  Egyptian  Memphis,  but 
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the  American  Memphis,  from  which  to  the  American  Cairo 
we  slowly  toiled,  up  the  river — to  the  American  Cairo  at 
the  confluence  of  the  Ohio  and  Mississippi  rivers.  And  at 
Cairo  we  parted  company  from  the  boat,  and  from  some  fa- 
mous and  gifted  fellow-passengers  who  joined  us  at  Mem- 
phis, and  whose  pictures  we  had  seen  in  many  cities  of  the 
South.  I  do  not  give  the  names  of  these  remarkable  peo- 
ple, unless,  by  some  wondrous  chance,  in  inventing  a  name 
I  should  light  upon  that  real  one  which  some  of  them  bore ; 
but  if  you  please  I  will  say  that  our  fellow-passengers 
whom  we  took  in  at  Memphis  were  no  less  personages  than 
the  Vermont  Giant  and  the  famous  Bearded  Lady  of  Ken- 
tucky and  her  son.  Their  pictures  I  had  seen  in  many 
cities  through  which  I  travelled  with  my  own  little  per- 
formance. I  think  the  Vermont  Giant  was  a  trifle  taller 
in  his  pictures  than  he  was  in  life  (being  represented  in  the 
former  as,  at  least,  some  two  stories  high)  :  but  the  lady's 
prodigious  beard  received  no  more  than  justice  at  the  hands 
of  the  painter;  that  portion  of  it  which  I  saw  being  really 
most  black,  rich,  and  curly — I  say  the  portion  of  beard,  for 
this  modest  or  prudent  woman  kept  I  don't  know  how 
much  of  the  beard  covered  up  with  a  red  handkerchief, 
from  which  I  suppose  it  only  emerged  when  she  went  to 
bed,  or  when  she  exhibited  it  professionally. 

The  Giant,  I  must  think,  was  an  overrated  giant.  I  have 
known  gentlemen,  not  in  the  profession,  better  made,  and 
I  should  say  taller,  than  the  Vermont  gentleman.  A 
strange  feeling  I  used  to  have  at  meals;  when,  on  looking 
round  our  little  society,  I  saw  the  Giant,  the  Bearded  Ladj' 
of  Kentucky,  the  little  Bearded  Boy  of  three  years  old,  the 
Captain  (this  I  think  ;  but  at  this  distance  of  time  I  would 
not  like  to  make  the  statement  on  affidavit),  and  the  three 
other  passengers,  all  with  their  knives  in  their  mouths  mak- 
ing play  at  the  dinner — a  strange  feeling  I  say  it  was,  and  as 
though  I  was  in  a  castle  of  ogres.  But,  after  all,  why  so 
squeamish?  A  few  scores  of  years  back,  the  finest  gentle- 
men and  ladies  of  Europe  did  the  like.  Belinda  ate  with 
her  knife;  and  Saccharissa  had  only  that  weapon,  or  a  two- 
pronged  fork,  or  a  spoon,  for  her  pease.  Have  you  ever 
looked  at  Gilray's  print  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  a  languid 
voluptuary,  retiring  after  his  meal,  and  noted  the  toothpick 
which  he  uses?  *  *  *  You  are  right,  madam,  I  own 
that  the  subject  is  revolting  and  terrible.     I  will  not  pur- 
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sue  it.  Only^allow  that  a  gentleman,  in  a  shaky  steam- 
boat, on  a  dangerous  river,  in  a  far-off  country,  which 
caught  fire  three  times  during  the  voyage — (of  course  I 
mean  the  steamboat,  not  the  country),  seeing  a  giant,  a 
voracious  supercargo,  a  bearded  lady,  and  a  little  boy,  not 
three  years  of  age,  with  a  chin  already  quite  black  and 
curly,  all  plying  their  victuals  down  their  throats  with  their 
knives — allow,  madam,  that  in  such  a  company  a  man  had 
a  right  to  feel  a  little  nervous.  I  don't  know  whether 
you  have  ever  remarked  the  Indian  jugglers  swallowing 
their  knives,  or  seen,  as  I  have,  a  whole  table  of  people 
performing  the  same  trick,  but  if  you  look  at  their  eyes 
when  they  do  it,  I  assure  you  there  is  a  .roll  in  them  which 
is  dreadful. 

Apart  from  this  usage  which  they  practise  in  common 
with  many  thousand  most  estimable  citizens,  the  Vermont 
gentleman,  and  the  Kentucky  whiskered  lady — or  did  I 
say  the  reverse? — whichever  you  like,  my  dear  sir — were 
quite  quiet,  modest,  unassuming  people.  She  sate  work- 
ing with  her  needle,  if  I  remember  right.  He,  I  suppose, 
slept  in  the  great  cabin,  which  was  seventy  feet  long  at  the 
least,  nor,  I  am  bound  to  say,  did  I  hear  in  the  night  any 
snores  or  roars,  such  as  you  would  fancy  ought  to  accom- 
pany the  sleep  of  ogres.  Nay,  this  giant  had  quite  a  small 
appetite,  (unless,  to  be  sure,  he  went  forward  and  ate  a  • 
sheep  or  two  in  private  with  his  horrid  knife — oh,  the 
dreadful  thought ! — but  in  public,  I  say,  he  had  quite  a 
delicate  appetite,)  and  was  also  a  teartotaller..  I  don't  re- 
member to  have  heard  the  lady's  voice,  though  I  might, 
not  unnaturally,  have  been  curious  to  hear  it.  Was  her 
voice  a  deep,  rich,  magnificent  bass;  or  was  it  soft,  fluty, 
and  mild?  I  shall  never  know  now.  Even  if  she  comes 
to  this  country,  I  shall  never  go  and  see  her.  I  have  seen 
her,  and  for  nothing. 

You  would  have  fancied  that,  as  after  all  we  were  only 
some  half-dozen  on  board,  she  might  have  dispensed  with 
her  red  handkerchief,  and  talked,  and  eaten  her  dinner  in 
comfort :  but  in  covering  her  chin  there  was  a  kind  of  mod- 
esty. That  beard  was  her  profession :  that  beard  brought 
the  public  to  see  her :  out  of  her  business  she  wished  to  put 
that  beard  aside  as  it  were :  as  a  barrister  would  wish  to 
put  off  his  wig.  I  know  some  who  carry  theirs  into  pri- 
vate life,  and  who  mistake  you  and  me  for  jury-boxes  when 
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they  address  us :  but  these  are  not  your  modest  barristers, 
not  your  true  gentlemen. 

Well,  I  own  I  respected  the  lady  for  the  modesty  with 
which,  her  public  business  over,  she  retired  into  private 
life.  She  respected  her  life,  and  her  beard.  That  beard 
having  done  its  day's  work,  she  puts  it  away  in  a  handker- 
chief ;  and  becomes,  as  far  as  in  her  lies,  a  private  ordinary 
person.  All  public  men  and  women  of  good  sense,  I  should 
think,  have  this  modesty.  When,  for  instance,  in  my 
small  way,  poor  Mrs.  Brown  comes  simpering  up  to  me, 
with  her  album  in  one  hand,  a  pen  in  the  other,  and  says, 
"  Ho,  ho,  dear  Mr.  Roundabout,  write  us  one  of  yoar  amus- 
ing, &e.  &c."  my  beard  drops  behind  my  handkerchief  in- 
stantly. Why  am  I  to  wag  my  chin  and  grin  for  Mrs. 
Brown's  good  pleasure?  My  dear  madam,  I  have  been 
making  faces  all  day.  It  is  my  profession.  I  do  my  comic 
business  with  the  greatest  pains,  seriousness,  and  trouble : 
and  with  it  make,  I  hope,  a  not  dishonest  livelihood.  If 
you  ask  Mons.  Blondin  to  tea,  you  don't  have  a  rope 
stretched  from  your  garret  window  to  the  opposite  side  of 
the  square,  and  request  Monsieur  to  take  his  tea  out  on  the 
centre  of  the  rope?  I  lay  my  hand  on  this  waistcoat,  and 
declare  that  not  once  in  the  course  of  our  voyage  together 
did  I  allow  the  Kentucky  Giant  to  suppose  I  was  speculat- 
ing on  his  stature,  or  the  Bearded  Lady  to  surmise  that  I 
wished  to  peep  under  the  handkerchief  which  muffled  the 
lower  part  of  her  face. 

And  the  more  fool  you,  says  some  cynic.  (Faugh,  those 
cynics,  I  hate  'em !)  Don't  you  know,  sir,  that  a  man  of 
genius  is  pleased  to  have  his  genius  recognized ;  that  a 
beauty  likes  to  be  admired ;  that  an  actor  likes  to  be  ap- 
plauded; that  stout  old  Wellington  himself  was  pleased, 
and  smiled  when  the  people  cheered  him  as  he  passed? 
Suppose  you  had  paid  some  respectful  elegant  compli- 
ment to  that  lady?  Suppose  you  had  asked  that  giant, 
if,  for  once,  he  would  take  anything  at  the  liquor-bar? 
you  might  have  learned  a  great  deal  of  curious  knowledge 
regarding  giants  and  bearded  ladies,  about  whom  you  evi- 
dently now  know  very  little.  There  was  that  little  boy 
of  three  years  old,  with  a  fine  beard  already,  and  his  lit- 
tle legs  and  arms,  as  seen  out  of  his  little  frock,  covered 
with  a  dark  down.  What  a  queer  little  capering  satyr! 
He  was  quite  good-natured,  childish,  rather  solemn.     He 
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had  a  little  Norval  dress,  I  remember :  the  drollest  little 
Nerval. 

I  have  said  the  B.  L.  had  another  child.  Now  this  was 
a  little  girl  of  some  six  years  old,  as  fair  and  as  smooth  of 
skin,  dear  madam,  as  your  own  darling  cherubs.  She  wan- 
dered about  the  great  cabin  quite  melancholy.  No  one 
seemed  to  care  for  her.  All  the  family  affections  were 
centred  on  Master  Esau  yonder.  His  little  beard  was  be- 
ginning to  be  a  little  fortune  already,  whereas  Miss  Rosalba 
was  of  no  good  to  the  family.  No  one  would  pay  a  cent  to 
see  her  little  fair  face.  No  wonder  the  poor  little  maid 
was  melancholy.  As  I  looked  at  her,  I  seemed  to  walk 
more  and  more  in  a  fairy  tale,  and  more  and  more  in  a 
cavern  of  ogres.  Was  this  a  little  fondling  whom  they  had 
picked  up  in  some  forest,  where  lie  the  picked  bones  of  the 
queen,  her  tender  mother,  and  the  tough  old  defunct  mon- 
arch, her  father?  No.  Doubtless  they  were  quite  good- 
natured  people,  these.  I  don't  believe  they  were  unkind 
to  the  little  girl  without  the  mustachios.  It  may  have 
been  only  my  fancy  that  she  repined  because  she  had  a 
cheek  no  more  bearded  than  a  rose's. 

Would  you  wish  your  own  daughter,  madam,  to  have  a 
smooth  cheek,  a  modest  air,  and  a  gentle  feminine  behav- 
iour, or  to  be — I  won't  say  a  whiskered  prodigy,  like  this 
Bearded  Lady  of  Kentucky — but  a  masculine  wonder,  a 
virago,  a  female  personage  of  more  than  female  strength, 
courage,  wisdom?  Some  authors,  who  shall  be  nameless, 
are,  I  know,  accused  of  depicting  the  most  feeble,  brain- 
less, namby-pamby  heroines,  forever  whimpering  tears 
and  prattling  commonplaces.  You  would  have  the  heroine 
of  your  novel  so  beautiful  that  she  should  charm  the  cap- 
tain (or  hero,  whoever  he  may  be)  with  her  appearance ; 
surprise  and  confound  the  bishop  with  her  learning;  out- 
ride the  squire,  and  get  the  brush,  and,  when  he  fell  from 
his  horse,  whip  out  a  lancet  and  bleed  him;  rescue  from 
fever  and  death  the  poor  cottager's  family  whom  the  doc- 
tor had  given  up ;  make  21  at  the  butts  with  the  rifle,  when 
the  poor  captain  only  scored  18 ;  give  him  twenty  in  fifty 
at  billiards  and  beat  him;  and  draw  tears  from  the  profes- 
sional Italian  people  by  her  exquisite  performance  (of  voice 
and  violoncello)  in  the  evening; — I  say,  if  a  novelist  would 
be  popular  with  ladies — the  great  novel  readers  of  the 
world — this  is  the  sort  of  heroine  who  would  carry  him 
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through  half-a-dozen  editions.  Suppose  I  had  asked  that 
Bearded  Lady  to  sing?  Confess,  now,  miss,  you  would 
not  have  been  displeased  if  I  had  told  you  that  she  had  a 
voice  like  Lablache,  only  ever  so  much  lower. 

My  dear,  you  would  like  to  be  a  heroine?  You  would 
like  to  travel  in  triumphal  caravans;  to  see  your  effigy  pla- 
carded on  city  walls ;  to  have  your  levees  attended  by  ad- 
miring crowds,  all  crying  out,  "  Was  there  ever  such  a 
wonder  of  a  woman?  "  You  would  like  admiration?  Con- 
sider the  tax  you  pay  for  it.  You  would  be  alone  were  you 
eminent.  Were  you  so  distinguished  from  your  neighbours — 
I  will  not  say  by  a  beard  and  whiskers,  that  were  odious — but 
by  a  great  and  remarkable  intellectual  superiority — would 
you,  do  you  think,  be  any  the  happier?  Consider  envy. 
Consider  solitude.  Consider  the  jealousy  and  torture  of 
mind  which  this  Kentucky  lady  must  feel,  suppose  she  is 
to  hear  that  there  is,  let  us  say,  a  Missouri  prodigy,  with 
a  beard  larger  than  hers?  Consider  how  she  is  separated 
from  her  kind  by  the  possession  of  that  wonder  of  a  beard? 
When  that  beard  grows  grey,  how  lonely  she  will  be,  the 
poor  old  thing !  If  it  falls  off,  the  public  admiration  falls 
off  too ;  and  how  she  will  miss  it — the  compliments  of  the 
trumpeters,  the  admiration  of  the  crowd,  the  gilded  prog- 
ress of  the  car.  I  see  an  old  woman  alone  in  a  decrepit 
old  caravan,  with  cobwebs  on  the  knocker,  with  a  blistered 
ensign  flapping  idly  over  the  door.  Would  you  like  to  be 
that  deserted  person?  Ah,  Chloe !  To  be  good,  to  be  sim- 
ple, to  be  modest,  to  be  loved,  be  thy  lot.  Be  thankful 
thou  art  not  taller,  nor  stronger,  nor  richer,  nor  wiser  than 
the  rest  of  the  world ! 
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ON  LETTS'S  DIARY. 

Mine  is  one  of  your  No.  12  diaries,  three  shillings  cloth 
boards;  silk  limp,  gilt  edges,  three-and-six ;  French  mo- 
rocco, tuck  ditto,  four-and-six.  It  has  two  pages,  ruled 
with  faint  lines  for  memoranda,  for  every  week,  and  a  ruled 
account  at  the  end,  for  the  twelve  months  from  January  to 
December,  where  you  may  set  down  your  incomings  and 
your  expenses.  I  hope  yours,  my  respected  reader,  are 
large;  that  there  are  many  fine  round  sums  of  figures  on 
each  side  of  the  page :  liberal  on  the  expenditure  side, 
greater  still  on  the  receipt.  I  hope,  sir,  you  will  be  "  a 
better  man,"  as  they  say,  in  '62  than  in  this  moribund 
'61,  whose  career  of  life  is  just  coming  to  its  terminus.  A 
better  man  in  purse?  in  body?  in  soul's  health?  Amen, 
good  sir,  in  all.  Who  is  there  so  good  in  mind,  body  or 
estate,  but  bettering  won't  still  be  good  for  him?  O  un- 
known fate,  presiding  over  next  year,  if  you  will  give  me 
better  health,  a  better  appetite,  a  better  digestion,  a  better 
income,  a  better  temper  in  '62  than  you  have  bestowed  in 
'61,  I  think  your  servant  will  be  the  better  for  the  changes. 
For  instance,  I  should  be  the  better  for  a  new  coat.  This 
one,  I  acknowledge,  is  very  old.  The  family  says  so.  My 
good  friend,  who  amongst  us  would  not  be  the  better  if 
he  would  give  up  some  old  habits?  Yes,  yes.  You  agree 
with  me.  You  take  the  allegory?  Alas !  at  our  time  of 
life  we  don't  like  to  give  up  those  old  habits,  do  we?  It 
is  ill  to  change.  There  is  the  good  old  loose,  easy,  slov- 
enly bedgown,  laziness,  for  example.  What  man  of  sense 
likes  to  fling  it  off  and  put  on  a  tight  gu'mde  prim  dress  coat 
that  pinches  him?  There  is  the  cozy  wrap-rascal  self-in- 
dulgence— how  easy  it  is !  How  warm !  How  it  always 
seems  to  fit!  You  can  walk  out  in  it;  you  can  go  down  to 
dinner  in  it.  You  can  say  of  such  what  Tully  says  of  his 
books  :  Pernoctat  nobiscum,  peregrinatur,  rusticatur.  It  is 
a  little  slatternly. — it  is  a  good  deal  stained — it  isn't  be- 
coming— it  smells  of  cigar  smoke;  but,  allons  done!  let 
the  world  call  me  idle  and  sloven.  I  love  my  ease  better 
than  my  neighbour's  opinion.  I  live  to  please  myself;  not 
you,  Mr.   Dandy,  with  your   supercilious  airs.     I  am  a 
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philosopher.  Perhaps  I  live  in  my  tub,  and  don't  make 
any  other  use  of  it We  won't  pursue  further  this  un- 
savoury metaphor;  but,  with  regard  to  some  of  your  old 
habits,  let  us  say — 

1.  The  habit  of  being  censorious,  and  speaking  ill  of 
your  neighbours. 

2.  The  habit  of  getting  into  a  passion  with  your  man- 
servant, your  maid-servant,  your  daughter,  wife,  &c. 

3.  The  habit  of  indulging  too  much  at  table. 

4.  The  habit  of  smoking  in  the  dining-room  after  dinner. 

5.  The  habit  of  spending  insane  sums  of  money  in  hric  a 
brao,  tall  copies,  binding,  Elzevirs,  &c. ;  '20  Port,  outra- 
geou.sly  fine  horses,  ostentatious  entertainments,  and  what 
not;  or, 

6.  The  habit  of  screwing  meanly,  when  rich,  and  chuck- 
ling over  the  saving  of  half-a-crown,  whilst  you  are  poi- 
soning your  friends  and  family  with  bad  wine. 

7.  The  habit  of  going  to  sleep  immediately  after  din- 
ner, instead  of  cheerfully  entertaining  Mrs.  Jones  and  the 
family;  or, 

8.  Ladies  !  The  habit  of  running  up  bills  with  the  mil- 
liners, and  swindling  paterfamilias  on  the  house  bills. 

9.  The  habit  of  keeping  him  waiting  for  breakfast. 

10.  The  habit  of  sneering  at  Mrs.  Brown  and  the  Miss 
Browns,  because  they  are  not  quite  du  monde,  or  quite  so 
genteel  as  Lady  Smith. 

11.  The  habit  of  keeping  your  wretched  father  up  at  balls 
till  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  he  has  to  be  at  his 
office  at  eleven. 

12.  The  habit  of  fighting  with  each  other,  dear  Louisa, 
Jane,  Arabella,  Amelia. 

13.  The  habit  of  always  ordering  John  Coachman  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  before  you  want  him. 

Such  habits,  I  say,  sir  or  madam,  if  you  have  had  to 
note  in  your  diary  of  '61,  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt 
you  will  enter  in  your  pocket-book  of  '62.  There  are  hab- 
its, Nos.  4  and  7,  for  example.  I  am  morally  sure  that 
some  of  us  will  not  give  up  those  bad  customs,  though  the 
women  cry  out  and  grumble,  and  scold  ever  so  justly. 
There  are  habits,  Nos.  9  and  13.  I  feel  perfectly  certain, 
my  dear  young  ladies,  that  you  will  continue  to  keep  John 
Coachman  waiting ;  that  you  will  continue  to  give  the  most 
satisfactory  reasons  for  keeping  him  waiting:  and  as  for 
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(9),  you  will  show  that  you  once  (on  the  1st  of  April  last, 
let  us  say)  came  to  breakfast  first,  and  that  you  are  always 
first  in  consequence. 

Yes;  in  our  '62  diaries,  I  fear  we  may  all  of  us  make 
some  of  the  '61  entries.  There  is  my  friend  Freehand,  for 
instance.  (Aha!  Master  Freehand,  how  you  will  laugh 
to  find  yourself  here !)  F.  is  in  the  habit  of  spending  a 
little,  ever  so  little,  more  than  his  income.  He  shows  you 
how  Mrs.  Freehand  works,  and  works  (and  indeed,  Jack 
Freehand,  if  you  say  she  is  an  angel,  you  don't  say  too 
much  of  her);  how  they  toil,  and  how  they  mend,  and 
patch,  and  pinch;  and  how  they  can't  live  on  their  means. 
And  I  very  much  fear,  nay,  I  will  bet  him  half  a  bottle  of 
Gladstone  14s.  per  dozen  claret,  that  the  account  which  is 
a  little  on  the  wrong  side  this  year,  will  be  a  little  on  the 
wrong  side  in  the  next  ensuing  year  of  grace. 

A  diarj'.  Dies  To  die.  How  queer  to  read  are  some  of 
the  entries  in  the  journal !  Here  are  the  records  of  dinners 
eaten,  and  gone  the  way  of  flesh.  The  lights  burn  blue 
somehow,  and  we  sit  before  the  ghosts  of  victuals.  Hark 
at  the  dead  jokes  resurging!  Memory  greets  them  with  a 
ghost  of  a  smile.  Here  are  the  lists  of  the  individuals  who 
have  dined  at  your  own  humble  table.  The  agonies  en- 
dured before  and  during  those  entertainments  are  renewed 
and  smart  again.  What  a  failure  that  special  grand  dinner 
was !  How  those  dreadful  occasional  waiters  did  break  the 
old  china!  What  a  dismal  hash  poor  Mary,  the  cook, 
made  of  the  French  dish  which  she  would  try  out  of  Fran- 
catelli  !  How  angry  Mrs.  Pope  was  at  not  going  down  to 
dinner  before  Mrs.  Bishop!  How  Trimalchio  sneered  at 
your  absurd  attempt  to  give  a  feast;  and  Harpagon  cried 
out  at  your  extravagance  and  ostentation !  How  Lady  Al- 
mack  bullied  the  qther  ladies  in  the  drawing-room  (when 
no  gentlemen  were  present) :  never  asked  you  back  to  din- 
ner again :  left  her  card  by  her  footman :  and  took  not  the 
slightest  notice  of  your  wife  and  daughters  at  Lady  Hus- 
tleby's  assembly!  On  the  other  hand  how  easy,  cozy, 
merry,  comfortable,  those  little  dinners  were ;  got  up  at 
one  or  two  days'  notice;  when  everybody  was  contented; 
the  soup  as  clear  as  amber;  the  wine  as  good  as  Trimal- 
chio's  own;  and  the  people  kept  their  carriages  waiting, 
and  would  not  go  away  till  midnight ! 

Along  with  the  catalogue  of  bygbne  pleasures,  balls, 
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banquets,  and  the  like  which  the  pages  record,  comes  a  list 
of  much  more  important  occurrences  and  remembrances  of 
graver  import.  On  two  days  of  Dives'  diary  are  printed 
notices  that  "Dividends  .are  due  at  the  Bank."  Let  us 
hope,  dear  sir,  that  this  announcement  considerably  inter- 
ests you;  in  which  case,  probably,  you  have  no  need  of  the 
almanac-maker's  printed  reminder.  If  you  look  over  poor 
Jack  Reckless' s  note-book,  amongst  his  memoranda  of  rac- 
ing odds  given  and  taken,  perhaps  you  may  read: — "Nab- 
bam's  bill,  due  29th  September,  142L  15s.  6d."  Let  us 
trust,  as  the  day  has  passed,  that  the  little  transaction  here 
noted  has  been  satisfactorily  terminated.  If  you  are  pater- 
familias, and  a  worthy  kind  gentleman,  no  doubt  you  have 
marked  down  on  your  register,  17th  December  (say),  "  Boys 
come  home. "  Ah,  how  carefully  that  blessed  day  is  marked 
in  thei?'  little  calendars !  In  my  time  it  used  to  be,  Wednes- 
day, 13th  November,  "  5  weeks  from  the  holidays  j " 
Wednesday,  20th  November,  "4  weeks  from  the  holidays  ;  " 
until  sluggish  time  sped  on,  and  we  came  to  Wednesday, 
18th  December.  O  rapture !  Do  you  remember  pea- 
shooters? I  think  we  only  had  them  on  going  home  for 
holidays  from  private  schools, — at  public  schools,  men  are 
too  dignified.  And  then  came  that  glorious  announcement, 
Wednesday,  27th,  "Papa  took  us  to  the  Pantomime;  "  or 
if  not  papa,  perhaps  you  condescended  to  go  to  the  pit, 
under  charge  of  the  footman. 

That  was  near  the  end  of  the  year — and  mamma  gave 
you  a  new  pocket-book,  perhaps,  with  a  little  coin,  God 
bless  her,  in  the  pocket.  And  that  pocket-book  was  for 
next  year,  you  know;  and,  in  that  pocket-book,  you  had  to 
write  down  that  sad  day,  Wednesday,  January  24th,  eigh- 
teen hundred  and  never  mind  what, — when  Dr.  Birch's 
young  friends  were  expected  to  re-assemble. 

Ah  me !  Every  person  who  turns  this  page  over  has  his 
own  little  diary  in  paper  or  ruled  in  his  memory  tablets, 
and  in  which  are  set  down  the  transactions  of  the  now  dy- 
ing year.  Boys  and  men,  we  have  our  calendar,  mothers 
and  maidens.  Por  example,  in  your  calendar  pocket-book, 
my  good  Eliza,  what  a  sad,  sad  day  that  is;  how  fondly 
and  bitterly  remembered;  when  your  boy  went  off  to  his 
regiment,  to  India,  to  danger,  to  battle,  perhaps.  What  a 
day  was  that  last  day  at  home,  when  the  tall  brother  sat 
yet  amongst  the  family,  the  little  ones  round  about  him 
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wondering  at  saddle- boxes,  uniforms,  sword-cases,  gun- 
cases,  and  other  wondrous  apparatus  of  war  and  travel 
which  poured  in  and  filled  the  hall;  the  new  dressing-ease 
for  the  beard  not  yet  grown;  the  great  sword-case  at  which 
little  brother  Tom  looks  so  admiringly !  What  a  dinner 
that  was,  that  last  dinner,  when  little  and  grown  children 
assembled  together,  and  all  tried  to  be  cheerful !  What  a 
night  was  that  last  night,  when  the  young  ones  were  at 
roost  for  the  last  time  together  under  the  same  roof,  and 
the  mother  lay  alone  in  her  chamber  counting  the  fatal 
hours  as  they  tolled  one  after  another,  amidst  her  tears, 
her  watching,  her  fond  prayers.  What  z-.  night  that  was, 
and  yet  how  quickly  the  melancholy  dawn  came !  Only 
too  soon  the  sun  rose  over  the  houses.  And  now  in  a  mo- 
ment more  the  city  seemed  to  wake.  The  house  began  to 
stir.  The  family  gathers  together  for  the  last  meal.  For 
the  last  time  in  the  midst  of  them  the  widow  kneels 
amongst  her  kneeling  children,  and  falters  a  prayer  in 
which  she  commits  her  dearest,  her  eldest  born,  to  the  care 
of  the  Father  of  all.  0  night,  what  tears  you  hide — what 
prayers  you  hear !  And  so  the  nights  pass  and  the  days 
succeed,  until  that  one  comes  when  tears  and  parting  shall 
be  no  more. 

In  your  diary,  as  in  mine,  there  are  days  marked  with 
sadness,  not  for  this  year  only,  but  for  all.  On  a  certain 
day,  and  the  sun,  perhaps,  shining  ever  so  brightly,  the 
house-mother  comes  down  to  her  family  with  a  sad  face, 
which  scares  the  children  round  about  in  the  midst  of  their 
laughter  and  prattle.  They  may  have  forgotten — but  she 
has  not — a  day  which  came,  twenty  years  ago  it  may  be, 
and  which  she  remembers  only  too  well;  the  long  night 
watch;  the  dreadful  dawning  and  the  rain  beating  at  the 
pane;  the  infant  speechless,  but  moaning  in  its  little  crib; 
and  then  the  awful  calm,  the  awful  smile  on  the  sweet 
cherub  face,  when  the  cries  have  ceased,  and  the  little  suf- 
fering breast  heaves  no  more.  Then  the  children,  as  they 
see  their  mother's  face,  remember  this  was  the  day  on 
which  their  little  brother  died.  It  was  before  they  were 
born;  but  she  remembers  it.  And  as  they  pray  together, 
it  seems  almost  as  if  the  spirit  of  the  little  lost  one  was 
hovering  round  the  group.  So  they  pass  away :  friends, 
kindred,  the  dearest-loved,  grown  people,  aged,  infants. 
As  we  go  on  the  down-hill  journey,  the  mile-stones  are 
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grave-stones,  and  on  each  more  and  more  names  are  writ- 
ten; unless  haply  you  live  beyond  man's  common  age, 
virhen  friends  have  dropped  off,  and,  tottering,  and  feeble, 
and  unpitied,  you  reach  the  terminus  alone. 

In  this  past  year's  diary  is  there  any  precious  day  noted 
on  which  you  have  made  a  new  friend?  This  is  a  piece  of 
good  fortune  bestowed  but  grudgingly  on  the  old.  After  a 
certain  age  a  new  friend  is  a  wonder,  like  Sarah's  child. 
Aged  persons  are  seldom  capable  of  bearing  friendships. 
Do  you  remember  how  warmly  you  loved  Jack  and  Tom 
when  you  were  at  school;  what  a  passionate  regard  you 
had  for  Ned  when  you  were  at  college,  and  the  immense 
letters  you  wrote  to  each  other?  How  often  do  you  write, 
now  that  postage  costs  nothing?  There  is  the  age  of  blos- 
soms and  sweet  budding  green :  the  age  of  generous  sum- 
mer; the  autumn  when  the  leaves  drop;  and  then  winter, 
shivering  and  bare.  Quick,  children,  and  sit  at  my  feet: 
for  they  are  cold,  very  cold:  and  it  seems  as  if  neither 
wine  nor  worsted  will  warm  'em. 

In  this  past  year's  diary  is  there  any  dismal  day  noted 
in  which  you  have  lost  a  friend?  In  mine  there  is.  I  do 
not  mean  by  death.  Those  who  are  gone,  you  have.  Those 
who  departed  loving  you,  love  you  still;  and  you  love  them 
always.  They  are  not  really  gone,  those  dear  hearts  and 
true;  they  are  only  gone  into  the  next  room :  and  you  will 
presently  get  up  and  follow  them,  and  yonder  door  will 
close  upon  you,  and  you  will  be  no  more  seen.  As  I  am  in 
this  cheerful  mood,  I  will  tell  you  a  fine  and  touching  story 
of  a  doctor  which  I  heard  lately.  About  two  years  since 
there  was,  in  our  or  some  other  city,  a  famous  doctor,  into 
whose  consulting  room  crowds  come  daily,  so  that  they 
might  be  healed.  Now  this  doctor  had  a  suspicion  that 
there  was  something  vitally  wrong  with  himself,  and  he 
went  to  consult  another  famous  physician  at  Dublin,  or  it 
may  be  at  Edinburgh.  And  he  of  Edinburgh  punched  his 
comrade's  sides;  and  listened  at  his  heart  and  lungs;  and 
felt  his  pulse,  I  suppose;  and  looked  at  his  tongue;  and 
when  he  had  done.  Doctor  London  said  to  Doctor  Edin- 
burgh, "Doctor,  how  long  have  I  to  live?"  And  Doctor 
Edinburgh  said  to  Doctor  London,  "  Doctor,  you  may  last 
a  year." 

Then  Doctor  London  came  home,  knowing  that  what 
Doctor  Edinburgh  said  was  true.     And  he  made  up  his  ac- 
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counts,  with  man  and  heaven,  I  trust.  And  he  visited  his 
patients  as  usual.  And  he  went  about  healing,  and  cheer- 
ing, and  soothing  and  doctoring;  and  thousands  of  sick 
people  were  benefited  by  him.  And  he  said  not  a  word  to 
his  family  at  home;  but  lived  amongst  them  cheerful  and 
tender,  and  calm,  and  loving  ;  though  he  knew  the  night 
was  at  hand  when  he  should  see  them  and  work  no  more. 

And  it  was  winter  time,  and  they  came  and  told  him 
that  some  man  at  a  distance — very  sick,  but  very  rich — • 
wanted  him;  and,  though  Doctor  London  knew  that  he  was 
himself  at  death's  door,  he  went  to  the  sick  man;  for  he 
knew  the  large  fee  would  be  good  for  his  children  after 
him.  And  he  died;  and  his  family  never  knew  until  he 
was  gone,  that  he  had  been  long  aware  of  the  inevitable 
doom. 

This  is  a  cheerful  carol  for  Christmas,  is  it  not?  You 
see,  in  regard  to  these  Eoundabout  discourses,  I  never  know 
whether  they  are  to  be  merry  or  dismal.  My  hobby  has 
the  bit  in  his  mouth;  goes  his  own  way;  and  sometimes 
trots  through  a  park,  and  sometimes  paces  by  a  cemetery. 
Two  days  since  came  the  printer's  little  emissary,  with  a 
note  saying,  "  We  are  waiting  for  the  Eoundabout  Paper !  " 
A  Eoundabout  Paper  about  what  or  whom?  How  stale  it 
has  become,  that  printed  jollity  about  Christmas !  Carols, 
and  wassail  bowls,  and  holly,  and  mistletoe,  and  yule  logs 
de  coynmande — -what  heaps  of  these  have  we  not  had  for 
years  past !  Well,  year  after  year  the  season  comes.  Come 
frost,  come  thaw,  come  snow,  come  rain,  year  after  year 
my  neighbour  the  parson  has  to  make  his  sermon.  They 
are  getting  together  the  bonbons,  iced  cakes,  Christmas 
trees  at  Fortnum's  and  Mason's  now.  The  genii  of  the 
theatres  are  composing  the  Christmas  pantomime,  which  our 
young  folks  will  see  and  note  anon  in  their  little  diaries. 

And  now,  brethren,  may  I  conclude  this  discourse  with 
an  extract  out  of  that  great  diary,  the  newspaper?  I  read 
it  but  yesterday,  and  it  has  mingled  with  all  my  thoughts 
since  then.  Here  are  the  two  paragraphs,  which  appeared 
following  each  other : — 

"Mr.  R.,  the  Advocate-General  of  Calcutta,  has  been 
appointed  to  the  post  of  Legislative  Member  of  the  Council 
of  the  Governor-General." 

"  Sir  E.  S. ,  agent  to  the  Governor-General  for  Central 
India,  died  on  the  29th  of  October,  of  bronchitis. " 
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These  two  men,  whose  different  fates  are  recorded  in  two 
paragraphs  and  half-a-dozen  lines  of  the  same  newspaper, 
were  sisters'  sons.  In  one  of  the  stories  by  the  present 
writer,  a  man  is  described  tottering  "  up  the  steps  of  the 
ghaut,"  having  just  parted  with  his  child,  whom  he  is  de- 
spatching to  England  from  India.  I  wrote  this,  remember- 
ing in  long,  long  distant  days,  such  a  ghaut,  or  river-stair, 
at  Calcutta;  and  a  day  when,  down  those  steps,  to  a  boat 
which  was  in  waiting,  came  two  children,  whose  mothers 
remained  on  the  shore.  One  of  those  ladies  was  never  to 
see  her  boy  more ;  and  he,  too,  is  just  dead  in  India,  "  of 
bronchitis,  on  the  29th  October."  We  were  first  cousins; 
had  been  little  playmates  and  friends  from  the  time  of  our 
birth;  and  the  first  house  in  London  to  which  I  was  taken, 
was  that  of  our  aunt,  the  mother  of  his  Honour  the  Mem- 
ber of  Council.  His  Honour  was  even  then  a  gentleman  of 
the  long  robe,  being,  in  truth,  a  baby  in  arms.  We  Indian 
children  were  consigned  to  a  school  of  which  our  deluded 
parents  had  heard  a  favourable  report,  but  which  was  gov- 
erned by  a  horrible  little  tyrant,  who  made  our  young  lives 
so  miserable  that  I  remember  kneeling  by  my  little  bed  of 
a  night,  and  saying,  "Pray  God,  I  may  dream  of  my 
mother!"  Thence  we  went  to  a  public  school;  and  my 
cousin  to  Addiseombe  and  to  India. 

"  For  thirty- two  years,"  the  paper  says,  "  Sir  Kichmond 
Shakespear  faithfully  and  devotedly  served  the  Govern- 
ment of  India,  and  during  that  period  but  once  visited 
England,  for  a  few  months  and  on  public  duty.  In  his 
military  capacity  he  saw  much  service,  was  present  in  eight 
general  engagements,  and  was  badly  woifnded  in  the  last. 
In  1840,  when  a  young  lieutenant,  he  had  the  rare  good 
fortune  to  be  the  means  of  rescuing  from  almost  hopeless 
slavery  in  JJ^hiva  416  subjects  of  the  Emperor  of  Russia; 
and,  but  two  years  later,  greatly  contributed  to  the  happy 
recovery  of  our  own  prisoners  from  a  similar  fate  in  Cabul. 
Throughout  his  career  this  officer  was  ever  ready  and  zeal- 
ous for  the  public  service,  and  freely  risked  life  and  liberty 
in  the  discharge  of  his  duties.  Lord  Canning,  to  mark  his 
high  sense  of  Sir  Richmond  Shakespear' s  public  services, 
had  lately  offered  him  the  Chief  Commissionership  of  the 
Mysore,  which  he  had  accepted,  and  was  about  to  under- 
take, when  death  terminated  his  career." 

When  he  came  to  London  the  cousins  and  playfellows  of 
25 
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early  Indian  days  met  once  again,  and  shook  hands.  "  Can 
I  do  anything  for  you?  "  I  remember  the  kind  fellow  ask- 
ing. He  was  always  asking  that  question :  of  all  kinsmen; 
^of  all  widows  and  orphans ;  of  all  the  poor ;  of  young  men 
who  might  need  his  purse  or  his  service.  I  saw  a  young 
■officer  yesterday  to  whom  the  first  words  Sir  Richmond 
Shakespear  wrote  on  his  arrival  in  India  were,  "  Can  I  do 
anything  for  you?  "  His  purse  was  at  the  command  of  all. 
His  kind  hand  was  always  open.  It  was  a  gracious  fate 
which  sent  him  to  rescue  widows  and  captives.  Where 
could  they  have  a  champion  more  chivalrous,  or  protector 
more  loving  and  tender? 

I  write  down  his  name  in  my  little  book,  among  those  of 
others  dearly  loved,  who,  too,  have  been  summoned  hence. 
And  so  we  meet  and  part ;  we  struggle  and  succeed ;  or  we 
fail  and  drop  unknown  on  the  way.  As  we  leave  the  fond 
mother's  knee,  the  rough  trials  of  childhood  and  boyhood 
begin ;  and  then  manhood  is  upon  us,  and  the  battle  of  life, 
with  its  chances,  perils,  wounds,  defeats,  distinctions. 
And  Fort  William  guns  are  saluting  in  one  man's  honour,* 
while  the  troops  are  firing  the  last  volleys  over  the  other's 
grave — over  the  grave  of  the  brave,  the  gentle,  the  faithful 
Christian  soldier. 

*  W.  R.  obiit  March  33,  1863. 
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NOTES  OF  A  WEEK'S  HOLIDAY. 

Most  of  us  tell  old  stories  in  our  families.  The  wife 
and  children  laugh  for  the  hundredth  time  at  the  joke. 
The  old  servants  (though  old  servants  are  fewer  every  day) 
nod  and  Smile  a  recognition  at  the  well-known  anecdote. 
"Don't  tell  that  story  of  Grouse  in  the  gun-room,"  says 
Diggory  to  Mr.  Hardcastle  in  the  play,  "or  I  must  laugh." 
As  we  twaddle,  and  grow  old  and  forgetful,  we  may  tell 
an  old  story ;  or,  out  of  mere  benevolence,  and  a  wish  to 
amuse  a  friend  when  conversation  is  flagging,  disinter  a 
Joe  Miller  now  and  then ;  but  the  practice  is  not  quite 
honest,  and  entails  a  certain  necessity  of  hypocrisy  on  story 
hearers  and  tellers.  It  is  a  sad  thing,  to  think  that  a  man 
with  what  you.  call  a  fund  of  anecdote  is  a  humbug,  more 
or  less  amiable  and  pleasant.  What  right  have  I  to  tell 
my  "  Grouse  and  the  gun-room  "  over  and  over  in  the  pres- 
ence of  my  wife,  mother,  mother-in-law,  sons,  daughters, 
old  footman  or  parlour-maid,  confidential  clerk,  curate,  or 
what  not?  I  smirk  and  go  through  the  history,  giving  my 
admirable  imitations  of  the  characters  introduced :  I  mimic 
Jones's  grin,  Hobbs's  squint.  Brown's  stammer,  Grady's 
brogue,  Sandy's  Scotch  accent,  to  the  best  of  my  power: 
and  the  family  part  of  my  audience  laughs  good-huraouredly. 
Perhaps  the  stranger,  for  whose  amusement  the  perform- 
ance is  given,  is  amused  by  it,  and  laughs  too.  But  this 
practice  continued  is  not  moral.  Self-indulgence  on  your 
part,  my  dear  Paterfamilias,  is  weak,  vain — not  to  say  cul- 
pable. I  can  imagine  many  a  worthy  man,  who  begins  un- 
guardedly to  read  this  page,  and  comes  to  the  present  sen- 
tence, lying  back  in  his  chair,  thinking  of  that  story  which 
he  has  told  innocently  for  fifty  years,  and  rather  piteously 
owning  to  himself,  "Well,  well,  it  is  wrong;  I  have  no 
right  to  call  on  my  poor  wife  to  laugh,  my  daughters  to 
affect  to  be  amused,  by  that  old,  old  jest  of  mine.  And 
they  would  have  gone  on  laughing,  and  they  would  have 
pretended  to  be  amused,  to  their  dying  day,  if  this  man 
had  not  flung  his  damper  over  our  hilarity."  *  *  *  I 
lay  down  the  pen,  and  think,  "  Are  there  any  old  stories 
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which  I  still  tell  myself  in  the  bosom  of  my  family?  Have 
I  any  '  Grouse  in  my  gun-room?  '  "  If  there  are  such,  it  is 
because  my  memory  fails ;  not  because  I  want  applause, 
and  wantonly  repeat  myself.  You  see,  men  with  the  so- 
called  fund  of  anecdote  will  not  repeat  the  same  story  to 
the  same  individual;  but  they  do  think  that,  on  a  new 
party,  the  repetition  of  a  joke  ever  so  old  may  be  honoura- 
bly tried.  I  meet  men  walking  the  London  street,  bearing 
the  best  reputation,  men  of  anecdotical  powers : — I  know 
such,  who  very  likely  will  read  this,  and  say,  "  Hang  the 
fellow,  he  means  me  /  "  And  so  I  do.  No — no  man  ought 
to  tell  an  anecdote  more  than  thrice,  let  us  say,  unless  he 
is  sure  he  is  speaking  only  to  give  pleasure  to  his  hearers — 
unless  he  feels  that  it  is  not  a  mere  desire  for  praise  which 
makes  him  open  his  jaws. 

And  is  it  not  with  writers  as  with  raconteurs  ?  Ought 
they  not  to  have  their  ingenuous  modesty?  May  authors 
tell  old  stories,  and  how  many  times  over?  When  I  come 
to  look  at  a  place  which  I  have  visited  any  time  these 
twenty  or  thirty  years,  I  recall  not  the  place  merely,  but 
the  sensations  I  had  at  first  seeing  it,  and  which  are  quite 
different  to  my  feelings  to-day.  That  first  day  at  Calais; 
the  voices  of  the  women  crying  out  at  night,  as  the  vessel 
came  alongside  the  pier;  the  supper  at  Quillacq's  and  the 
flavour  of  the. cutlets  and  wine;  the  red-calico  canopy  under 
which  I  slept;  the  tiled  floor,  and  the  fresh  smell  of  the 
sheets;  the  wonderful  postilion  in  his  jackboots  and  pig- 
tail;—all  return  with  perfect  clearness  to  my  mind,  and  I 
am  seeing  them,  and  not  the  objects  which  are  actually 
under  my  eyes.  Here  is  Calais.  Yonder  is  that  commis- 
sioner I  have  known  this  score  of  years.  Here  are  the 
women  screaming  and  bustling  over  the  baggage;  the  peo- 
ple at  the  passport-barrier  who  take  your  papers.  My 
good  people,  I  hardly  see  you.  You  no  more  interest  me 
than  a  dozen  orange  women  in  Covent  Garden,  or  a  shop 
book-keeper  in  Oxford  Street.  But  you  make  me  think  of 
a  time  when  you  were  indeed  wonderful  to  behold — when 
the  little  French  soldiers  wore  white  cockades  in  their 
shakos — when  the  diligence  was  forty  hours  going  to  Paris; 
and  the  great-booted  postilion,  as  surveyed  by  youthful 
eyes  from  the  coup^,  with  his  jurons,  his  ends  of  rope  for 
the  harness,  and  his  clubbed  pigtail,  was  a  wonderful  being, 
and  productive  of  endless  amusement.     You  young  folks 
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don't  remember  the  apple-girls  who  used  to  follow  the  dili- 
gence up  the  hill  beyond  Boulogne,  and  the  delights  of  the 
jolly  road?  In  making  continental  journeys  with  young 
folks,  an  oldster  may  be  very  quiet,  and,  to  outward  ap- 
pearance melancholy;  but  really  he  has  gone  back  to  the 
days  of  his  youth,  and  he  is  seventeen  or  eighteen  years  of 
age  (as  the  case  may  be),  and  is  amusing  himself  with  all 
his  might.  He  is  noting  the  horses  as  they  come  squeal- 
ing out  of  the  post-house  yard  at  midnight;  he  is  enjoying 
the  delicious  meals  at  Beauvais  and  Amiens,  and  quaffing 
ad  lihitum  the  rich  table-d'hSte  wine;  he  is  hail-fellow 
with  the  conductor,  and  alive  to  all  the  incidents  of  the 
road.  A  man  can  be  alive  in  1860  and  1830  at  the  same 
time,  don't  you  see?  Bodily,  I  may  be  in  1860,  inert,  si- 
lent, torpid;  but  in  the  spirit  I  am  walking  about  in  1828, 
let  us  say; — in  a  blue  dress  coat  and  brass  buttons,  a  sweet 
figured  silk  waistcoat  (which  I  button  round  a  slim  waist 
with  perfect  ease),  looking  at  beautiful  beings  with  gigot 
sleeves  and  tea-tray  hats  under  the  golden  chestnuts  of  the 
Tuileries,  or  round  the  Place  Vendome,  where  the  drapeau 
blanc  is  floating  from  the  statueless  column.  Shall  we  go 
and  dine  at  Bombarda's,  near  the  Hotel  Breteuil,  or  at  the 
Cafe  Virginie? — ^Away!  Bombarda's  and  the  H6tel  Bre- 
teuil have  been  pulled  down  ever  so  long.  They  knocked 
down  the  poor  old  Virginia  Coffee-house  last  year.  My 
spirit  goes  and  dines  there.  My  body,  perhaps,  is  seated 
with  ever  so  jnany  people  in  a  railway  carriage,  and  no  won- 
der my  companions  find  me  dull  and  silent.  Have  you 
read  Mr.  Dale  Owen's  "Footsteps  on  the  Confines  of 
Another  World?  " — (My  dear  sir,  it  will  make  your  hair 
stand  quite  refreshingly  on  end.)  In  that  work  you  will 
read  that  when  gentlemen's  or  ladies'  spirits  travel  off  a 
few  score  or  thousand  miles  to  visit  a  friend,  their  bodies 
lie  quiet  and  in  a  torpid  state  in  their  beds  or  in  their  arm- 
chairs at  home.  So  in  this  way,  I  am  absent.  My  soul 
whisks  away  thirty  years  back  into  the  past.  I  am  look- 
ing out  anxiously  for  a  beard.  I  am  getting  past  the  age 
of  loving  Byron's  poems,  and  pretend  that  I  like  Words- 
worth and  Shelley  much  better.  Nothing  I  eat  or  drink 
(in  reason)  disagrees  with  me;  and  I  know  whom  I  think 
to  be  the  most  lovely  creature  in  the  world.  Ah,  dear 
maid  (of  that  remote  but  well-remembered  period),  are  you 
a  wife  or  widow  now? — are  you  dead? — are  you  thin  and 
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•withered  and  old? — or  are  you  grown  much  stouter,  with  a 
false  front?  and  so  forth. 

0  Eliza,  Eliza!— Stay,  was  she  Eliza?  Well,  I  protest 
I  have  forgotten  what  your  Christian  name  was.  You 
know  I  only  met  you  for  two  days,  but  your  sweet  face  is 
before  me  now,  and  the  roses  blooming  on  it  are  as  fresh  as 

in  that  time  of  May.     Ah,  dear  Miss  X ,  my  timid 

youth  and  ingenuous  modesty  would  never  have  allowed 
me,  even  in  my  private  thoughts,  to  address  you  otherwise 
than  by  your  paternal  name,  but  that  (though  I  conceal  it) 
I  remember  perfectly  well,  and  that  your  dear  and  respected 
father  was  a  brewer. 

Cakillon. — I  was  awakened  this  morning  with  the  chime 
which  Antwerp  cathedral  clock  plays  at  half-hours.  The 
tune  has  been  haunting  me  ever  since,  as  tunes  will.  You 
dress,  eat,  drink,  walk,  and  talk  to  yourself  to  their  tune : 
their  inaudible  jingle  accompanies  you  all  day :  you  read 
the  sentences  of  the  paper  to  their  rhythm.  I  tried  un- 
couthly  to  imitate  the  tune  to  the  ladies  of  the  family  at 
breakfast,  and  they  say  it  is  "  the  shadow  dance  of  '  Dino- 
rah.'"  It  maybe  so.  I  dimly  remember  that  my  body 
was  once  present  during  the  performance  of  that  opera, 
whilst  my  eyes  were  closed,  and  my  intellectual  faculties 
dormant  at  the  back  of  the  box;  howbeit,  I  have  learned 
that  shadow  dance  from  hearing  it  pealing  up  ever  so  high 
in  the  air,  at  night,  morn,  noon. 

How  pleasant  to  lie  awake  and  listen  to  the  cheery  peal ! 
whilst  the  old  city  is  asleep  at  midnight,  or  waking  up  rosy 
at  sunrise,  or  basking  in  noon,  or  swept  by  the  scudding 
rain  which  drives  in  gusts  over  the  broad  places,  and  the 
great  shining  river;  or  sparkling  in  snow  which  dresses  up 
a  hundred  thousand  masts,  peaks,  and  towers;  or  wrapt 
round  with  thunder-cloud  canopies,  before  which  the  white 
gables  shine  whiter;  day  and  night  the  kind  little  carillon 
plays  its  fantastic  melodies  overhead.  The  bells  go  on 
ringing.  Qiiot  vivos  vacant,  mortuos  plangtint,  fulgura 
frangunt ;  so  on  to  the  past  and  future  tenses,  and  for 
how  many  nights,  days,  and  years !  Whilst  the  French 
were  pitching  \}a.ii\i  fulgura  into  Chass^'s  citadel,  the  bells 
went  on  ringing  quite  cheerfully.  Whilst  the  scaffolds 
were  up  and  guarded  by  Alva's  soldiery,  and  regiments  of 
penitents,  blue,  black,  and  grey,  poured  out  of  churches  and 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  391 

convents,  droning  their  dirges,  and  marching  to  the  place 
of  the  H6tel  de  Ville,  where  heretics  and  rebels  were  to 
meet  their  doom,  the  bells  up  yonder  were  chanting  at  their 
appointed  half-hours  and  quarters,  and  rang  the  mauvais 
quart  d'heure  for  many  a  poor  soul.  This  bell  can  see  as 
far  away  as  the  towers  and  dykes  of  Rotterdam.  That  one 
can  call  a  greeting  to  St.  Ursula's  at  Brussels,  and  toss  a 
recognition  to  that  one  at  the  town-hall  of  Oudenarde,  and 
remember  how  after  a  great  struggle  there  a  hundred  and 
fifty  years  ago  the  whole  plain  was  covered  with  the  flying 
French  chivalry — Burgundy,  and  Berri,  and  the  Chevalier 
of  St.  George  flying  like  the  rest.  "  What  is  your  clamour 
about  Oudenarde?"  says  another  bell  (Bob  Major  this  one 
must  be).  "Be  still,  thou  querulous  old  clapper!  Jean 
see  over  to  Hougoumont  and  St.  John.  And  about  forty- 
five  years  since,  I  rang  all  through  one  Sunday  in  June, 
when  there  was  such  a  battle  going  on  in  the  corn-fields 
there,  as  none  of  you  others  ever  heard  tolled  of.  Yes, 
from  morning  service  until  after  vespers,  the  French  and 
English  were  all  at  it,  ding-dong. "  And  then  calls  of  busi- 
ness intervening,  the  bells  have  to  give  up  their  private 
jangle,  resume  their  professional  duty,  and  sing  their  hourly 
chorus  out  of  "Dinorah." 

What  a  prodigious  distance  those  bells  can  be  heard !  I 
was  awakened  this  morning  to  their  tune,  I  say.  I  have 
been  hearing  it  constantly  ever  since.  And  this  house 
whence  I  write,  Murray  says,  is  two  hundred  and  ten  miles 
from  Antwerp.  And  it  is  a  week  off ;  and  there  is  the  bell 
still  jangling  its  shadow  dance  out  of  "  Dinorah."  An  audi- 
ble shadow  you  understand,  and  an  invisible  sound,  but 
quite  distinct;  and  a  plague  take  the  tune! 

Undee  the  Bells. — Who  has  not  seen  the  church  under 
the  bell?  Those  lofty  aisles,  those  twilight  chapels,  that 
cumbersome  pulpit  with  its  huge  carvings,  that  wide  grey 
pavement  flecked  with  various  light  from  the  jewelled  win- 
dows, those  famous  pictures  between  the  voluminous  col- 
umns over  the  altars  which  twinkle  with  their  ornaments, 
their  votive  little  silver  hearts,  legs,  limbs,  their  little  gut- 
tering tapers,  cups  of  sham  roses,  and  what  not?  I  saw 
two  regiments  of  little  scholars  creeping  in  and  forming 
square,  each  in  its  appointed  place,  under  the  vast  roof; 
and  teachers  presently  coming  to  them.     A  stream  of  light 
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from  the  jewelled  windows  beams  slanting  down  upon  each 
little  squad  of  children,  and  the  tall  background  of  the 
church  retires  into  a  greyer  gloom.  Pattering  little  feet  of 
laggards  arriving  echo  through  the  great  nave.  They  trot 
in  and  join  their  regiments,  gathered  under  the  slanting 
sunbeams.  What  are  they  learning?  Is  it  truth?  Those 
two  grey  ladies  with  their  books  in  their  hands  in  the  midst 
of  these  little  people  have  no  doubt  of  the  truth  of  every 
word  they  have  printed  under  their  eyes.  Look,  through 
the  windows  jewelled  all  over  with  saints,  the  light  comes 
streaming  down  from  the  sky,  and  heaven's  own  illumina- 
tions paint  the  book !  A  sweet,  touching  picture  indeed  it 
is,  that  of  the  little  children  assembled  in  this  immense 
temple,  which  has  endured  for  ages,  and  grave  teachers 
bending  over  them.  Yes,  the  picture  is  very  pretty  of  the 
children  and  their  teachers,  and  their  book — but  the  text? 
Is  it  the  truth,  the  only  truth,  nothing  but  the  truth?  If 
I  thought  so,  I  would  go  and  sit  down  on  the  form 
cum  panmlis,  and  learn  the  precious  lesson  with  all  my 
heart. 

Beadle. — But  I  submit,  an  obstacle  to  conversions  is 
the  intrusion  and  impertinence  of  that  Swiss  fellow  with 
the  baldric — the  ofl&cer  who  answers  to  the  beadle  of  the 
British  Islands — and  is  pacing  about  the  church  with  an 
eye  on  the  congregation.  Now  the  boast  of  (ilatholics  is 
that  their  churches  are  open  to  all;  but  in  certain  places 
and  churches  there  are  exceptions.  At  Rome  I  have  been 
into  St.  Peter's  at  all  hours:  the  doors  are  always  open, 
the  lamps  are  always  burning,  the  faithful  are  forever 
kneeling  at  one  shrine  or  the  other.  But  at  Antwerp  not 
so.  In  the  afternoon  you  can  go  to  the  church,  and  be 
civilly  treated;  but  you  must  pay  a  franc  at  the  side  gate. 
In  the  forenoon  the  doors  are  open,  to  be  sure,  and  there  is 
no  one  to  levy  an  entrance  fee.  I  was  standing  ever  so 
still,  looking  through  the  great  gates  of  the  choir  at  the 
twinkling  lights,  and  listening  to  the  distant  chants  of  the 
priests  performing  the  service,  when  a  sweet  chorus  from 
the  organ  loft  broke  out  behind  me  overhead,  and  I  turned 
round.  My  friend  the  drum-major  ecclesiastic  was  down 
upon  me  in  a  moment.  "  Do  not  turn  your  back  to  the 
altar  during  divine  service,"  says  he,  in  very  intelligible 
English.     I  take  the  rebuke,  and  turn  a  soft  right-about 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  393 

face,  and  listen  awhile  as  the  service  continues.  See  it  I 
cannot,  nor  the  altar  and  its  ministrants.  We  are  sepa- 
rated from  these  by  a  great  screen  and  closed  gates  of  iron, 
through  which  the  lamps  glitter  and  the  chant  comes  by- 
gusts  only.  Seeing  a  score  of  children  trotting  down  a  side 
aisle,  I  think  I  may  follow  them.  I  am  tired  of  looking  at 
that  hideous  old  pulpit  with  its  grotesque  monsters  and 
decorations.  1  slip  off  to  the  side  aisle;  but  my  friend  the 
drum-major  is  instantly  after  me — almost  I  thought  he  was 
going  to  lay  hands  on  me.  "You  mustn't  go  there,"  says 
he;  "you  mustn't  disturb  the  service."  I  was  moving  as 
quietly  as  might  be,  and  ten  paces  off  there  were  twenty 
children  kicking  and  clattering  at  their  ease.  I  point  them 
out  to  the  Swiss.     "They  come  to  pray,"  says  he.     "  You 

don't  come  to  pray,  you "     "When  I  come  to  pay," 

says  I,  "I  am  welcome,"  and  with  this  withering  sarcasm, 
I  walk  out  of  church  in  a  huff.  I  don't  envy  the  feelings 
of  that  beadle  after  receiving  point  blank  such  a  stroke 
of  wit. 

Leo  Bblgious. — Perhaps  you  will  say  after  this  I  am  a 
prejudiced  critic.  I  see  the  pictures  in  the  cathedral  fum- 
ing under  the  rudeness  of  that  beadle,  or,  at  the  lawful 
hours  and  prices,  pestered  by  a  swarm  of  shabby  touters, 
who  come .  behind  me  chattering  in  bad  English,  and  who 
would  have  me  see  the  sights  through  their  mean,  greedy 
eyes.  Better  see  Rubens  anywhere  than  in  a  church.  At  the 
Academy,  for  example,  where  you  may  study  him  at  your 
leisure.  But  at  church? — I  would  as  soon  ask  Alexandre 
Dumas  for  a  sermon.  Either  would  paint  you  a  martyr- 
dom very  fiercely  and  picturesquely — writhing  muscles, 
flaming  coals,  scowling  captains  and  executioners,  swarm- 
ing groups,  and  light,  shade,  colour,  most  dexterously  brill- 
iant or  dark;  but  in  Eubens  I  am  admiring  the  performer 
rather  than  the  piece.  With  what  astonishing  rapidity  he 
travels  over  his  canvas ;  how  tellingly  the  cool  lights  and 
warm  shadows  are  made  to  contrast  and  relieve  each  other ; 
how  that  blazing,  blowsy  penitent  in  yellow  satin  and  glit- 
tering hair  carries  down  the  stream  of  light  across  the  pic- 
ture !  This  is  the  way  to  work,  my  boys,  and  earn  a  hun- 
dred florins  a  day.  See !  I  am  sure  of  my  line  as  a  skater 
of  making  his  figure  of  eight !  and  down  with  a  sweep  goes 
a  brawny  arm  or  a  flowing  curl  of  drapery.     The  figures 
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arrange  themselves  as  if  by  magic.  The  paint-pots  are  ex- 
hausted in  furnishing  brown  shadows.  The  pupils  look 
wondering  on,  as  the  master  careers  over  the  canvas.  Isa- 
bel or  Helena,  wife  No.  1  or  No.  2,  are  sitting  by,  buxom, 
exuberant,  ready  to  be  painted;  and  the  children  are  boxing 
in  the  corner,  waiting  till  they  are  wanted  to  figure  as 
cherubs  in  the  picture.  Grave  burghers  and  gentlefolks 
come  in  on  a  visit.  There  are  oysters  and  Ehenish  always 
ready  on  yonder  table.  Was  there  ever  such  a  painter? 
He  has  been  an  ambassador,  an  actual  Excellency,  and 
what  better  man  could  be  chosen?  He  speaks  all  the  lan- 
guages. He  earns  a  hundred  florins  a  day.  Prodigious! 
Thirty-six  thousand  five  hundred  florins  a  year.  Enor- 
mous !  He  rides  out  to  his  castle  with  a  score  of  gentle- 
men after  him,  like  the  Governor.  That  is  his  own  por- 
trait as  St.  George.  You  know  he  is  an  English  knight? 
Those  are.  his  two  wives  as  the  two  Maries.  He  chooses 
the  handsomest  wives.  He  rides  the  handsomest  horses. 
He  paints  the  handsomest  pictures.  He  gets  the  hand- 
somest prices  for  them.  That  slim  young  Van  Dyck,  who 
was  his  pupil,  has  genius  too,  and  is  painting  all  the  noble 
ladies  in  England,  and  turning  the  heads  of  some  of  them. 
And  Jordaens — what  a  droll  dog  and  clever  fellow !  Have 
you  seen  his  fat  Silenus?  The  master  himself  could  not 
paint  better.  And  his  altar-piece  at  St.  Bavon's?  He  can 
paint  you  anything,  that  Jordaens  can — a  drunken  jollifi- 
cation of  boors  and  doxies,  or  a  martyr  howling  with  half 
his  skin  off.  What  a  knowledge  of  anatomy !  But  there 
is  nothing  like  the  master — nothing.  He  can  paint  you 
his  thirty-six  thousand  five  hundred  florins'  worth  a  year. 
Have  you  heard  of  what  he  has  done  for  the  French  Court? 
Prodigious !  I  can't  look  at  Rubens'  pictures  without  fan- 
cying I  see  that  handsome  figure  swaggering  before  the 
canvas.  And  Hans  Hemmelinck  at  Bruges?  Have  you 
never  seen  that  dear  old  hospital  of  St.  John,  on  passing 
the  gate  of  which  you  enter  into  the  fifteenth  century?  I 
see  the  wounded  soldier  still  lingering  in  the  house,  and 
tended  by  the  kind  grey  sisters.  His  little  panel  on  its 
easel  is  placed  at  the  light.  He  covers  his  board  with  the 
most  wondrous,  beautiful  little  figures,  in  robes  as  bright 
as  rubies  and  amethysts.  I  think  he  must  have  a  magic 
glass,  in  which  he  catches  the  reflection  of  little  cherubs 
with  many-coloured  wings,  very  little  and  bright.     Angels, 
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ill  long  crisp  robes  of  white,  surrounded  witli  haloes  of 
gold,  come  and  flutter  across  the  mirror,  and  he  draws 
them.  He  hears  mass  every  day.  He  fasts  through  Lent. 
No  monk  is  more  austere  and  holy  than  Hans.  Which  do 
you  love  best  to  behold,  the  lamb  or  the  lion?  the  eagle 
rushing  through  the  storm,  and  pouncing  mayhap  on  car- 
rion; or  the  linnet  warbling  on  the  spray? 

By  much  the  most  delightful  of  the  Christo2)her  set  of 
Eubens  to  my  mind  (and  ego  is  introduced  on  these  occa- 
sions, so  that  the  opinion  may  pass  only  for  my  own,  at 
the  reader's  humble  service  to  be  received  or  declined)  is 
the  "  Presentation  in  the  Temple :  "  splendid  in  colour,  in 
sentiment  sweet  and  tender,  finely  conveying  the  story. 
To  be  sure,  all  the  others  tell  their  tale  unmistakably — 
witness  that  coarse  "  Salutation,"  that  magnificent  "Adora- 
tion of  the  Kings"  (at  the  Museum),  by  the  same  strong 
downright  hands;  that  wonderful  "Communion  of  St. 
Francis,"  which,  I  think,  gives  the  key  to  the  artist's /aire 
better  than  any  of  his  performances.  I  have  passed  hours 
before  that  picture  in  my  time,  trying  and  sometimes  fan- 
cying I  could  understand  by  what  masses  and  contrasts  the 
artist  arrived  at  his  effect.  In  many  others  of  the  pictures 
parts  of  this  method  are  painfully  obvious,  and  you  see 
how  grief  and  agony  are  produced  by  blue  lips,  and  eyes 
rolling  blood-shot  with  dabs  of  vermilion.  There  is  some- 
thing simple  in  the  practice.  Contort  the  eyebrow  suifi- 
ciently,  and  place  the  eyeball  near  it, — by  a  few  lines  you 
have  anger  or  fierceness  depicted.  Give  me  a  mouth  with 
no  special  expression,  and  pop  a  dab  of  carmine  at  each  ex- 
tremity— and  there  are  the  lips  smiling.  This  is  art  if  you 
will,  but  a  very  naive  kind  of  art :  and  now  you  know  the 
trick,  don't  you  see  how  easy  it  is? 

Tu  QuoQUE. — Now  you  know  the  trick,  suppose  you  take 
a  canvas  and  see  whether  you  can  do  it?  There  are  brushes, 
palettes,  and  gallipots  full  of  paint  and  varnish.  Have 
you  tried,  my  dear  sir — you,  who  set  up  to  be  a  connois- 
seur? Have  you  tried?  I  have — and  many  a  day.  And 
the  end  of  the  day's  labour?  O  dismal  conclusion!  Is 
this  puerile  niggling,  this  feeble  scrawl,  this  impotent  rub- 
bish, all  you  can  produce — you,  who  but  now  found  Eu- 
bens commonplace  and  vulgar,  and  were  pointing  out  the 
tricks  of  his  mystery?     Pardon,  O  great  chief,  magnificent 
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master  and  poet !  You  can  do.  We  critics,  who  sneer  and 
are  wise,  can  but  pry,  and  measure,  and  doubt,  and  carp. 
Look  at  the  lion.  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  gross,  shaggy, 
mangy,  roaring  brute?  Look  at  him  eating  lumps  of  raw 
meat — positively  bleeding,  and  raw,  and  tough — till,  faugh ! 
it  turns  one's  stomach  to  see  him — 0  the  coarse  wretch ! 
Yes,  but  he  is  a  lion.  Kubens  has  lifted  his  great  hand, 
and  the  mark  he  has  made  has  endured  for  two  centuries, 
and  we  still  continue  wondering  at  him,  and  admiring  him. 
What  a  strength  in  that  arm!  What  splendour  of  will 
hidden  behind  that  tawny  beard,  and  those  honest  eyes! 
Sharpen  your  pen,  my  good  critic.  Shoot  a  feather  into 
him;  hit  him,  and  make  him  wince.  Yes,  you  may  hit 
him  fair,  and  make  him  bleed,  too;  but,  for  all  that,  he  is 
a  lion — ^a  mighty,  conquering,  generous,  rampagious  Leo 
Belgicus — monarch  of  his  wood.  And  he  is  not  dead  yet, 
and  I  will  not  kick  at  him. 

Sir  Antony. — In  that  "Pieta"  of  Van  Dyck,  in  the 
Museum,  have  you  ever  looked  at  the  yellow-robed  angel, 
with  the  black  scarf  thrown  over  her  wings  and  robe? 
What  a  charming  figure  of  grief  and  beauty!  What  a 
pretty  compassion  it  inspires !  It  soothes  and  pleases  me 
like  a  sweet  rhythmic  chant.  See  how  delicately  the  yel- 
low robe  contrasts  with  the  blue  sky  behind,  and  the  scarf 
binds  the  two !  If  Eubens  lacked  grace,  Van  Dyck  abounded 
in  it.  What  a  consummate  elegance!  What  a  perfect 
cavalier!  No  wonder  the  fine  ladies  in  England  admired 
Sir  Antony.     Look  at 

Here  the  clock  strikes  three,  and  the  three  gendarmes 
who  keep  the  Musee  cry  out,  "  Allans  !  Sortons  !  H  est  trois 
heures  !  Allesf  Sortez!"  and  they  skip  out  of  the  gallery 
as  happy  as  boys  running  from  school.  And  we  must  go 
too,  for  though  many  stay  behind — many  Britons  with 
Murray's  handbooks  in  their  handsome  hands;  they  have 
paid  a  franc  for  entrance-fee,  you  see — and  we  knew 
nothing  about  the  franc  for  entrance  until  those  gen- 
darmes with  sheathed  sabres  had  driven  us  out  of  this 
Paradise. 

But  it  was  good  to  go  and  drive  on  the  great  quays,  and 
see  the  ships  unlading,  and  by  the  citadel,  and  wonder 
howabouts  and  whereabouts  it  was  so  strong.  We  expect 
a  citadel  to  look  like  Gibraltar  or  Ehrenbreitstein  at  least. 
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But  in  this  one  there  is  nothing  to  see  but  a  flat  plain  and 
some  ditches,  and  some  trees,  and  mounds  of  uninteresting 
green.  And  then  I  remember  how  there  was  a  boy  at 
school,  a  little  dumpy  fellow  of  no  personal  appearance 
whatever,  who  couldn't  be  overcome  except  by  a  much 
bigger  champion,  and  the  immensest  quantity  of  thrashing. 
A  perfect  citadel  of  a  boy,  with  a  General  Chasse  sitting 
in  that  bomb-proof  casemate,  his  heart,  letting  blow  after 
blow  come  thumping  about  his  head,  and  never  thinking 
of  giving  in. 

And  we  go  home,  and  we  dine  in  the  company  of  Brit- 
ons, at  the  comfortable  Hotel  du  Pare,  and  we  have 
bought  a  novel  apiece  for  a  shilling,  and  every  half-hour 
the  sweet  carillon  plays  the  waltz  from  "  Dinorah "  in  the 
air.  And  we  have  been  happy;  and  it  seems  about  a  month 
since  we  left  London  yesterday;  and  nobody  knows  where 
we  are,  and  we  defy  care  and  the  postman. 

Spookweg. — Vast  green  flats,  speckled  by  spotted  cows, 
and  bound  by  a  grey  frontier  of  windmills;  shining  canals 
stretching  through  the  green;  odours  like  those  exhaled 
from  the  Thames  in  the  dog-days,  and  a  fine  pervading 
smell  of  cheese;  little  trim  houses,  with  tall  roofs,  and 
great  windows  of  many  panes;  gazebos,  or  summer-houses, 
hanging  over  pea-green  canals;  kind- looking,  dumpliug-- 
faced  farmers'  women,  with  laced  caps  and  golden  frontlets 
and  earrings;  about  the  houses  and  towns  which  we  pass  a 
great  air  of  comfort  and  neatness;  a  queer  feeling  of  won- 
der that  you  can't  understand  what  your  fellow-passengers 
are  saying,  the  tone  of  whose  voices,  and  a  certain  com- 
fortable dowdiness  of  dress,  are  so  like  our  own; — whilst 
we  are  remarking  on  these  sights,  sounds,  smells,  the  little 
•railway  journey  from  Rotterdam  to  the  Hague  comes  to  an 
end.  I  speak  to  the  railway  porters  and  hackney  coach- 
men in  English,  and  they  reply  in  their  own  language,  and 
it  seems  somehow  as  if  we  understood  each  other  perfectly. 
The  carriage  drives  to  the  handsome,  comfortable,  cheer- 
ful hotel.  We  sit  down  a  score  at  the  table;  and  there  is 
one  foreigner  and  his  wife, — I  mean  every  other  man  and 
woman  at  dinner  are  English.  As  we  are  close  to  the  sea, 
and  in  the  midst  of  endless  canals,  we  have  no  fish.  We 
are  reminded  of  dear  England  by  the  noble  prices  which 
we  pay  for  wines.     I  confess  I  lost  my  temper  yesterday 
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at  Rotterdam,  where  I  had  to  pay  a  florin  for  a  bottle  of 
ale  (the  water  not  being  drinkable,  and  country  or  Bavarian 
beer  not  being  genteel  enough  for  the  hotel); — I  confess,  I 
say,  that  my  fine  temper  was  ruffled,  when  the  bottle  of 
pale  ale  turned  out  to  be  a  pint  bottle;  and  I  meekly  told 
the  waiter  that  I  had  bought  beer  at  Jerusalem  at  a  less 
price.  But  then  Rotterdam  is  eighteen  hours  from  Lon- 
don, and  the  steamer  with  the  passengers  and  beer  comes 
up  to  the  hotel  window;  whilst  to  Jerusalem  they  have  to 
carry  the  ale  on  camels'  backs  from  Beyrout  or  Jaffa,  and 
through  hordes  of  marauding  Arabs,  who  evidently  don't 
care  for  pale  ale,  though  I  am  told  it  is  not  forbidden  in 
the  Koran.  Mine  would  have  been  very  good,  but  I  choked 
with  rage  whilst  drinking  it.  A  florin  for  a  bottle,  and 
that  bottle  having  the  words  "imperial  pint,"  in  bold  relief, 
on  the  surface !  It  was  too  much.  I  intended  not  to  say 
anything  about  it;  but  I  must  speak.  A  florin  a  bottle, 
and  that  bottle  a  pint!  Oh,  for  shame!  for  shame!  I 
can't  cork  down  my  indignation ;  I  froth  up  with  fury;  I 
am  pale  with  wrath,  and  bitter  with  scorn. 

As  we  drove  through  the  old  city  at  night,  how  it 
swarmed  and  hummed  with  life !  What  a  special  clatter, 
crowd,  and  outcry  there  was  in  the  Jewish  quarter,  where 
myriads  of  youiig  ones  were  trotting  about  the  fishy  street ! 
Why  don't  they  have  lamps?  We  passed  by  canals  seem- 
ing so  full  that  a  pailful  of  water  more  would  overflow 
the  place.  The  laquais  de  place  calls  out  the  names  of  the 
buildings :  the  town-hall,  the  cathedral,  the  arsenal,  the 
synagogue,  the  statue  of  Erasmus.  Get  along!  We  know 
the  statue  of  Erasmus  well  enough.  We  pass  over  draw- 
bridges by  canals  where  thousand  of  barges  are  at  roost. 
At  roost — at  rest!  Shall  we  have  rest  in  those  bedrooms, 
those  ancient  lofty  bedrooms,  in  that  inn  where  we  have 
to  pay  a  florin  for  a  pint  of  pa — psha !  at  the  New  Bath 
Hotel  on  the  Boompjes?  If  this  dreary  edifice  is  the  New 
Bath,  what  must  the  Old  Bath  be  like?  As  I  feared  to  go 
to  bed,  I  sat  in  the  coffee-room  as  long  as  I  might;  but 
three  young  men  were  imparting  their  private  adventures 
to  each  other  with  such  freedom  and  liveliness  that  I  felt  I 
ought  not  to  listen  to  their  artless  prattle.  As  I  put  the 
light  out,  and  felt  the  bed-clothes  and  darkness  overwhelm 
me,  it  was  with  an  awful  sense  of  terror — that  sort  of  sen- 
sation which  I  should  think  going  down  in  a  diving-bell 
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would  give.  Suppose  the  apparatus  goes  wrong,  and  they 
don't  understand  your  signal  to  mount?  Suppose  your 
matches  miss  fire  when  you  wake;  when  you  waw^  them, 
when  you  will  have  to  rise  in  half-an-hour,  and  do  battle 
with  the  horrid  enemy  who  crawls  on  you  in  the  darkness? 
I  protest  I  never  was  more  surprised  than  when  I  woke  and 
beheld  the  light  of  dawn.  Indian  birds  and  strange  trees 
were  visible  on  the  ancient  gilt  hangings  of  the  lofty  cham- 
ber, and  through  the  windows  the  Boompjes  and  the  ships 
along  the  quay.  We  have  all  read  of  deserters  being 
brought  out,  and  made  to  kneel,  with  their  eyes  bandaged, 
and  hearing  the  word  to  "Fire  "  given  !  I  declare  I  under- 
went all  the  terrors  of  execution  that  night,  and  wonder 
how  I  ever  escaped  unwounded. 

But  if  ever  I  go  to  the  Bath  Hotel,  Rotterdam,  again,  I 
am  a  Dutchman.  A  guilder  for  a  bottle  of  pale  ale,  and 
that  bottle  a  pint !     Ah !  for  shame — for  shame ! 

Mine  Ease  in  Mine  Inn. — Do  you  object  to  talk  about 
inns?  It  always  seems  to  me  to  be  very  good  talk.  Walter 
Scott  is  full  of  inns.  In  "  Don  Quixote  "  and  "  Gil  Bias  " 
there  is  plenty  of  inn-talk.  Sterne,  Fielding,  and  Smollett 
constantly  speak  about  them;  and,  in  their  travels,  the  last 
two  tot  up  the  bill,  and  describe  the  dinner  quite  honestly ; 
whilst  Mr.  Sterne  becomes  sentimental  over  a  cab,  and 
weeps  generous  tears  over  a  donkey. 

How  I  admire  and  wonder  at  the  information  in  Mur- 
ray's Handbooks — wonder  how  it  is  got,  and  admire  the 
travellers  who  get  it.  For  instance,  you  read :  Amiens 
(please  select  your  towns),  60,000  inhabitants.  Hotels, 
&c. — Lion  d'Or,  good  and  clean.  Le  Lion  d'Argent,  so  so. 
Le  Lion  Noir,  bad,  dirty,  and  dear.  Now  say,  there  are 
three  travellers — three  inn-inspectors,  who  are  sent  forth 
by  Mr.  Murray  on  a  great  commission,  and  who  stop  at 
every  inn  in  the  world.  The  eldest  goes  to  the  Lion  d'Or 
— capital  house,  good  table  d'hSte,  excellent  wine,  moder- 
ate charges.  The  second  commissioner  tries  the  Silver 
Lion — tolerable  house,  bed,  dinner,  bill,  and  so  forth.  But 
fancy  Commissioner  No.  3 — the  poor  fag,  doubtless,  and 
boots  of  the  party.  He  has  to  go  to  the  Lion  Noir.  He 
knows  he  is  to  have  a  bad  dinner — he  eats  it  uncomplain- 
ingly. He  is  to  have  bad  wine.  He  swallows  it,  grinding 
his  wretched  teeth,  and  aware  that  he  will  be  unwell  in 
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consequence.  He  knows  he  is  to  have  a  dirty  bed,  and 
what  he  is  to  expect  there.  He  pops  out  the  candle.  He 
sinks  into  those  dingy  sheets.  He  delivers  over  his  body  to 
the  nightly  tormentors,  he  pays  an  exorbitant  bill,  and  he 
writes  down,  "Lion  Noir,  bad,  dirty,  dear."  Next  day  the 
commission  sets  out  for  Arras,  we  will  say,  and  they  begin 
again :  Le  Coehon  d'Or,  Le  Cochon  d'Argent,  Le  Cochon 
Noir — and  that  is  poor  Boots's  inn,  of  course.  What  a  life 
that  poor  man  must  lead !  What  horrors  of  dinners  he  has 
to  go  through !  What  a  hide  he  must  have !  And  yet  not 
impervious;  for  unless  he  is  bitten,  how  is  he  to  be  able  to 
warn  others?  No;  on  second  thoughts,  you  will  perceive 
that  he  ought  to  have  a  very  delicate  skin.  The  monsters 
ought  to  troop  to  him  eagerly,  and  bite  him  instantaneously 
and  freely,  so  that  he  may  be  able  to  warn  all  future  hand- 
book buyers  of  their  danger.  I  fancy  this  man  devoting 
himself  to  danger,  to  dirt,  to  bad  dinners,  to  sour  wine,  to 
damp  beds,  to  midnight  agonies,  to  extortionate  bills.  I 
admire  him,  I  thank  him;  Think  of  this  champion,  who 
devotes  his  body  for  us — this  dauntless  gladiator  going  to 
do  battle  alone  in  the  darkness,  with  no  other  armour  than 
a  light  helmet  of  cotton,  and  a  lorioa  of  calico.  I  pity  and 
honour  him.  Go,  Spartacus !  Go,  devoted  man — to  bleed, 
to  groan,  to  suffer — and  smile  in  silence  as  the  wild  beasts 
assail  thee ! 

How  did  I  come  into  this  talk?  I  protest  it  was  the 
word  inn  set  me  off — -and  here  is  one,  the  Hotel  de  Belle 
Vue,  at  the  Hagu.e,  as  comfortable,  as  handsome,  as  cheer- 
ful, as  any  I  ever  took  mine  ease  in.  And  the  Bavarian 
beer,  my  dear  friend,  how  good  and  brisk  and  light  it  is ! 
Take  another  glass — it  refreshes  and  does  not  stupefy — 
and  then  we  will  sally  out,  and  see  the  town  and  the  park 
and  the  pictures. 

The  prettiest  little  brick  city,  the  pleasantest  little  park 
to  ride  in,  the  neatest  comfortable  people  walking  about, 
the  canals  not  unsweet,  and  busy  and  picturesque  with  old- 
world  life.  Rows  upon  rows  of  houses,  built  with  the 
neatest  little  bricks,  with  windows  fresh  painted,  and  tall 
doors  polished  and  carved  to  a  nicety.  What  a  pleasant 
spacious  garden  our  inn  has,  all  sparkling  with  autumn 
flowers,  and  bedizened  with  statues !  At  the  end  is  a  row 
of  trees,  and  a  summer-house,  over  the  canal,  where  you 
might  go  and  smoke  a  pipe  with  Mynheer  Van  Dunck,  and 
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quite  cheerfully  catch,  the  ague.  Yesterday,  as  we  passed, 
they  were  making  hay,  and  stacking  it  in  a  barge  which 
was  lying  by  the  meadow,  handy.  Bound  about  Kensing- 
ton Palace  there  are  houses,  roofs,  chimneys,  and  bricks 
like  these.  I  feel  that  a  Dutchman  is  a  man  and  a 
brother.  It  is  very  funny  to  read  the  newspaper,  one  can 
understand  it  somehow.  Sure  it  is  the  neatest,  gayest 
little  city — scores  and  hundreds  of  mansions  looking  like 
Cheyne  Walk,  or  the  ladies'  schools  about  Chiswick  and 
Hackney. 

Le  G-eos  Lot. — To  a  few  lucky  men  the  chance  befals 
of  reaching  fame  at  once,  and  (if  it  is  of  any  profit  niori- 
turo)  retaining  the  admiration  of  the  world.  Did  poor 
Oliver,  when  he  was  at  Leyden  yonder,  ever  think  that 
he  should  paint  a  little  picture  which  should  secure  him 
the  applause  and  pity  of  all  Europe  for  a  century  after? 
He  and  Sterne  drew  the  twenty  thousand  prize  of  fame. 
The  latter  had  splendid  instalments  during  his  lifetime. 
The  ladies  pressed  round  him;  the  wits  admired  him,  the 
fashion  hailed  the  successor  of  Rabelais.  Goldsmith's  lit- 
tle gem  was  hardly  so  valued  until  later  days.  Their  works 
still  form  the  wonder  and  delight  of  the  lovers  of  English 
art;  and  the  pictures  of  the  Vicar  and  Uncle  Toby  are 
among  the  masterpieces  of  our  English  school.  Here  in 
the  Hague  Gallery  is  Paul  Potter's  pale,  eager  face,  and 
yonder  is  the  magnificent  work  by  which  the  young  fellow 
achieved  his  fame.  How  did  you,  so  young,  come  to  paint 
so  well?  What  hidden  power  lay  in  that  weakly  lad  that 
enabled  him  to  achieve  such  a  wonderful  victory?  Could 
little  Mozart,  when  he  was  five  years  old,  tell  you  how  he 
came  to  play  those  wonderful  sonatas?  Potter  was  gone 
out  of  the  world  before  he  was  thirty,  but  left  this  prodigy 
(and  I  know  not  how  many  more  specimens  of  his  genius 
and  skill)  behind  him.  The  details  of  this  admirable  pic- 
ture are  as  curious  as  the  effect  is  admirable  and  complete. 
The  weather  being  unsettled,  and  clouds  and  sunshine  in 
the  gusty  sky,  we  saw  in  our  little  tour  numberless  Paul 
Potters — the  meadows  streaked  with  sunshine  and  spotted 
with  the  cattle,  the  city  twinkling  in ,  the  distance,  the 
thunderclouds  glooming  overhead.  Napoleon  carried  off 
the  picture  (vide  Murray)  amongst  the  spoils  of  his  bow 
and  spear  to  decorate  his  triumph  of  the  Louvr^.  If  I 
26 
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were  a  conquering  prince,  I  would  have  this  picture  cer- 
tainly, and  the  Raphael  "Madonna"  from  Dresden,  and 
the  Titian  "  Assumption  "  from  Venice,  and  that  matchless 
Rembrandt  of  the  "Dissection."  The  prostrate  nations 
would  howl  with  rage  as  my  gendarmes  took  off  the  pic- 
tures, nicely  packed  and  addressed,  to  "  Mr.  the  Director 
of  my  Imperial  Palace  of  the  Louvre,  at  Paris.  This  side 
uppermost."  The  Austrians,  Prussians,  Saxons,  Italians, 
&c.,  should  be  free  to  come  and  visit  my  capital,  and  bleat 
with  tears  before  the  pictures  torn  from  their  native  cities. 
Their  ambassadors  would  meekly  remonstrate,  and  with 
faded  grins  make  allusions  to  the  feeling  of  despair  occa- 
sioned by  the  absence  of  the  beloved  works  of  art.  Bah ! 
I  would  offer  them  a  pinch  of  snuff  out  of  my  box  as  I 
walked  along  my  gallery,  with  their  Excellencies  cringing 
after  me.  Zenobia  was  a  iine  woman  and  a  queen,  but  she 
had  to  walk  in  Aurelian's  triumph.  The  precede  was  peu 
delicat  ?  En  usez  vous,  mon  cher  Tnonsieur  ?  (The  marquis 
says  the  Macaba  is  delicious. )  What  a  splendour  of  colour 
there  is  in  that  cloud !  What  a  richness,  what  a  freedom 
of  handling,  and  what  a  marvellous  precision !  I  trod  upon 
your  Excellency's  corn? — a  thousand  pardons.  His  Ex- 
cellency grins  and  declares  that  he  rather  likes  to  have  his 
corns  trodden  on.  Were  you  ever  very  angry  with  Soult 
— about  that  Murillo  which  we  have  bought?  The  veteran 
loved  that  picture  because  it  saved  the  life  of  a  fellow- 
creature — the  fellow-creature  who  hid  it,  and  whom  the 
Duke  intended  to  hang  unless  the  picture  was  forthcoming. 
We  gave  several  thousand  pounds  for  it — how  many 
thousand?  About  its  merit  is  a  question  of  taste  which 
we  will  not  here  argue.  If  you  choose  to  place  Murillo  in 
the  first  class  of  painters,  founding  his  claim  upon  these 
Virgin  altar-pieces,  I  am  your  humble  servant.  Tom  Moore 
painted  altar-pieces  as  well  as  Milton,  and  warbled  Sacred 
Songs  and  Loves  of  the  Angels  after  his  fashion.  I  won- 
der did  Watteau  ever  try  historical  subjects?  And  as  for 
Greuze,  you  know  that  his  heads  will  fetch  1,000^.,  1,500Z., 
2,000Z. ,  — as  much  as  a  S§vres  cabaret  of  Rose  du  Barri.  If 
cost  price  is  to  be  your  criterion  of  worth,  what  shall  we 
say  to  that  little  receipt  for  lOZ.  for  the  copyright  of  "  Para- 
dise Lost,"  which  used  to  hang  in  old  Mr.  Rogers'  room? 
When  living  painters,  as  frequently  happens  in  our  days, 
see  thpir  pictures  sold  at  auctions  for  four  or  five  times  the 
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sums  which,  they  originally  received,  are  they  enraged  or 
elated?  A  hundred  years  ago  the  state  of  the  picture- 
market  was  different :  that  dreary  old  Italian  stock  was 
much  higher  than  at  present;  Eembrandt  himself,  a  close 
man,  was  known  to  be  in  difficulties.  If  ghosts  are  fond 
of  money  still,  what  a  wrath  his  must  be  at  the  present 
value  of  his  works ! 

The  Hague  fiembrandt  is  the  greatest  and  grandest  of 
all  his  pieces  to  my  mind.  Some  of  the  heads  are  as 
sweetly  and  lightly  painted  as  Gainsborough;  the  faces  not 
ugly,  but  delicate  and  high-bred;  the  exquisite  grey  tones 
are  charming  to  mark  and  study;  the  heads  not  plastered, 
but  painted  with  a  free,  liquid  brush:  the  result,  one  of 
the  great  victories  won  by  this  consummate  chief,  and  left 
for  the  wonder  and  delight  of  succeeding  ages. 

The  humblest  volunteer  in  the  ranks  of  art,  who  has 
served  a  campaign  or  two  ever  so  ingloriously,  has  at  least 
this  good  fortune  of  understanding,  or  fancying  he  is  able 
to  understand,  how  the  battle  has  been  fought,  and  how 
the  engaged  general  won  it.  This  is  the  Rhinelander's 
most  brilliant  achievement — victory  along  the  whole  line. 
The  "Night-watch"  at  Amsterdam  is  magnificent  in  parts, 
but  on  the  side  to  the  spectator's  right,  smoky  and  dim. 
The  "  Five  Masters  of  the  Drapers  "  is  wonderful  for  depth, 
strength,  brightness,  massive  power  What  words  are 
these  to  express  a  picture!  to  describe  a  description!  I 
once  saw  a  moon  riding  in  the  sky  serenely,  attended  by 
her  sparkling  maids  of  honour,  and  a  little  lady  said,  with 
an  air  of  great  satisfaction,  ^^  I  must  sketch  it."  Ah,  my 
dear  lady,  if  with  an  H.B.,  a  Bristol  board,  and  a  bit  of 
india-rubber,  you  can  sketch  the  starry  firmament  on  high, 
and  the  moon  in  her  glory,  I  make  you  my  compliment !  I 
can't  sketch  "The  Five  Drapers"  with  any  ink  or  pen  at 
present  at  command — but  can  look  with  all  my  eyes,  and 
be  thankful  to  have  seen  such  a  masterpiece. 

They  say  he  was  a  moody,  ill-conditioned  man,  the  old 
tenant  of  the  mill.  What  does  he  think  of  the  Vander 
Heist  which  hangs  opposite  his  "  Mght- watch, "  and  which 
is  one  of  the  great  pictures  of  the  world?  It  is  not  painted 
by  so  great  a  man  as  Rembrandt;  but  there  it  is — to  see  it 
is  an  event  of  your  life.  Having  beheld  it  you  have  lived 
in  the  year  1648,  and  celebrated  the  treaty  of  Munster. 
You  have  shaken  the  hands  of  the  Dutch  Guardsmen,  eaten 
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from  their  platters,  drunk  their  Ehenish,  heard  their  jokes 
as  they  wagged  their  jolly  beards.  The  Amsterdam  Cata- 
logue discourses  thus  about  it : — a.  model  catalogue :  it  gives 
you  the  prices  paid,  the  signatures  of  the  painters,  a  suc- 
cinct description  of  the  work. 

"This  masterpiece  represents  a  banquet  of  the  civic 
guard,  which  took  place  on  the  18th  June,  1648,  in  the 
great  hall  of  the  St.  Joris  Doele,  on  the  Singel  at  Amster- 
dam, to  celebrate  the  conclusion  of  the  Peace  at  Munster. 
The  thirty-five  figures  composing  the  picture  are  all  por- 
traits. 

"  The  Captain  Witse  is  placed  at  the  head  of  the  table, 
and  attracts  our  attention  first.  He  is  dressed  in  black 
velvet,  his  breast  covered  with  a  cuirass,  on  his  head  a 
broad-brimmed  black  hat  with  white  plumes.  He  is  com- 
fortably seated  on  a  chair  of  black  oak,  with  a  velvet  cush- 
ion, and  holds  in  his  left  hand,  supported  on  his  knee,  a 
magnificent  drinking-horn,  surrounded  by  a  St.  George  de- 
stroying the  dragon,  and  ornamented  with  olive-leaves. 
The  captain's  features  express  cordiality  and  good-humour; 
he  is  grasping  the  hand  of  Lieutenant  Van  Waveren  seated 
near  him,  in  a  habit  of  dark  grey,  with  lace  and  buttons 
of  gold,  lace-collar  and  wrist-bands,  his  feet  crossed,  with 
boots  of  yellow  leather,  with  large  tops,  and  gold  spurs,  on 
his  head  a  black  hat  and  dark- brown  plumes.  Behind  him, 
at  the  centre  of  the  picture,  is  the  standard-bearer,  Jacob 
Banning,  in  an  easy  martial  attitude,  hat  in  hand,  his  right 
hand  on  his  chair,  his  right  leg  on  his  left  knee.  He  holds 
the  flag  of  blue  silk,  in  which  the  Virgin  is  embroidered, 
(such  a  silk !  such  a  flag !  such  a  piece  of  painting !)  emblem- 
atic of  the  town  of  Amsterdam.  The  banner  covers  his 
shoulder,  and  he  looks  towards  the  spectator  frankly  and 
complacently. 

"The  man  behind  him  is  probably  one  of  the  sergeants. 
His  head  is  bare.  He  wears  a  cuirass,  and  yellow  gloves, 
grey  stockings,  and  boots  with  large  tops,  and  kneecaps  of 
cloth.  He  has  a  napkin  on  his  knees,  and  in  his  hand  a 
piece  of  ham,  a  slice  of  bread,  and  a  knife.  The  old  man 
behind  is  probably  William  the  Drummer.  He  has  his  hat 
in  his  right  hand,  and  in  his  left  a  gold-footed  wineglass, 
filled  with  white  wine.  He  wears  a  red  scarf,  and  a  black 
satin  doublet,  with  little  slashes  of  yellow  silk.  Behind 
the  drummer,  two  matchlock  men  are  seated  at  the  end  of 
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the  table.  One  in  a  large  black  habit,  a  napkin  on  his 
knee,  a  hausse-ool  of  iron,  and  a  linen  scarf  and  collar.  He 
is  eating  with  his  knife.  The  other  holds  a  long  glass  of 
white  wine.  Four  musketeers,  with  different  shaped  hats, 
are  behind  these,  one  holding  a  glass,  the  three  others  with 
their  guns  on  their  shoulders.  Other  guests  are  placed  be- 
tween the  personage  who  is  giving  the  toast  and  the  stand- 
ard-bearer. One  with  his  hat  off,  and  his  hand  uplifted, 
is  talking  to  another.  The  second  is  carving  a  fowl.  A 
third  holds  a  silver  plate;  and  another,  in  the  background, 
a  silver  flagon,  from  which  he  fills  a  cup.  The  corner  be- 
hind the  captain  is  filled  by  two  seated  personages,  one  of 
whom  is  peeling  an  orange.  Two  others  are  standing, 
armed  with  halberts,  of  whom  oue  holds  a  plumed  hat. 
Behind  him  are  other  three  individuals,  one  of  them  hold- 
ing a  pewter  pot,  on  which  the  name  Poock,  the  landlord 
of  the  Hotel  Doele,  is  engraved.  At  the  back,  a  maid- 
servant is  coming  in  with  a  pasty,  crowned  with  a  turkey. 
Most  of  the  guests  are  listening  to  the  captain.  From  an 
open  window  in  the  distance,  the  facades  of  two  houses  are 
seen,  surmounted  by  stone  figures  of  sheep." 

There,  now  you  know  all  about  it :  now  you  can  go  home 
and  paint  Just  such  another.  If  you  do,  do  pray  remember 
to  paint  the  hands  of  the  figures  as  they  are  here  depicted; 
they  are  as  wonderful  portraits  as  the  faces.  None  of  your 
slim  Vandyck  elegancies,  which  have  done  duty  at  the 
cuffs  of  so  many  doublets;  but  each  man  with  a  hand  for 
himself,  as  with  a  face  for  himself.  I  blushed  for  the 
coarseness  of  one  of  the  chiefs  in  this  great  company,  that 
fellow  behind  William  the  -Drummer,  splendidly  attired, 
sitting  full  in  the  face  of  the  public;  and  holding  a  pork- 
bone  in  his  hand.  Suppose  the  Saturday  Review  critic 
were  to  come  suddenly  on  this  picture?  Ah!  what  a  shock 
it  would  give  that  noble  nature !  Why  is  that  knuckle  of 
pork  not  painted  out?  at  any  rate,  why  is  not  a  little  fringe 
of  lace  painted  round  it?  or  a  cut  pink  paper?  or  couldn't 
a  smelling-bottle  be  painted  in  instead,  with  a  crest  and  a 
gold  top,  or  a  cambric  pocket-handkerchief,  in  lieu  of  the 
horrid  pig,  with  a  pink  coronet  in  the  corner?  or  suppose 
you  covered  the  man's  hand  (which  is  very  coarse  and 
strong)  and  gave  him  the  decency  of  a  kid  glove?  But  a 
piece  of  pork  in  a  naked  hand?  O  nerves  and  eau  de  Co- 
logne, hide  it,  hide  it ! 
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In  spite  of  this  lamentable  coarseness,  my  noble  sergeant, 
give  me  thy  hand  as  nature  made  it !  A  great,  and  famous, 
and  noble  handiwork  I  have  seen  here.  Not  the  greatest 
picture  in  the  world — not  a  work  of  the  highest  genius — 
but  a  performance  so  great,  various,  and  admirable,  so 
shrewd  of  humour,  so  wise  of  observation,  so  honest  and 
complete  of  expression,  that  to  have  seen  it  has  been  a  de- 
light, and  to  remember  it  will  be  a  pleasure  for  days  to 
come.  Well  done,  Bartholomeus  Vander  Heist!  Brave, 
meritorious,  victorious,  happy  Bartholomew,  to  whom  it 
has  been  given  to  produce  a  master- piece ! 

May  I  take  ofE  my  hat  and  pay  a  respectful  compliment 
to  Jan  Steen,  Esq.?  He  is  a  glorious  composer.  His  hu- 
mour is  as  frank  as  Fielding's.  Look  at  his  own  figure  sit- 
ting in  the  window-sill  yonder,  and  roaring  with  laughter. 
What  a  twinkle  in  the  eyes !  what  a  mouth  it  is  for  a  song, 
or  a  joke,  or  a  noggin !  I  think  the  composition  in  some  of 
Jan's  pictures  amounts  to  the  sublime,  and  look  at  them 
with  the  same  delight  and  admiration  which  I  have  felt 
before  works  of  the  very  highest  style.  This  gallery  is  ad- 
mirable— and  the  city  in  which  the  gallery  is,  is  per- 
haps even  more  wonderful  and  curious  to  behold  than  the 
gallery. 

The  first  landing  at  Calais  (or,  I  suppose,  on  any  foreign 
shore) — the  first  sight  of  an  Eastern  city — the  first  view  of 
Venice — and  this  of  Amsterdam,  are  among  the  delightful 
shocks  which  I  have  had  as  a  traveller.  Amsterdam  is  as 
good  as  Venice,  with  a  superadded  humour  and  grotesque- 
ness,  which  gives  the  sight-seer  the  most  singular  zest  and 
pleasure.  A  run  through  Pekin  I  could  hardly  fancy  to  be 
more  odd,  strange,  and  yet  familiar.  This  rush,  and 
crowd,  and  prodigious  vitality;  this  immense  swarm  of 
life;  these  busy  waters,  crowding  barges,  swinging  draw- 
bridges, piled  ancient  gables,  spacious  markets  teeming 
with  people;  that  ever- wonderful  Jews' quarter;  that  dear 
old  world  of  painting  and  the  past,  yet  alive,  and  throb- 
bing, and  palpable — actual,  and  yet  passing  before  you 
swiftly  and  strangely  as  a  dream !  Of  the  many  journeys 
of  this  Koundabout  life,  that  drive  through  Amsterdam  is 
to  be  specially  and  gratefully  remembered.  You  have 
never  seen  the  palace  of  Amsterdam,  my  dear  sir?  Why, 
there's  a  marble  hall  in  that  palace  that  will  frighten  you 
as  much  as  any  hall  in  "  Vathek,"  or  a  nightmare.     At  one 
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end  of  that  old,  cold,  glassy,  glittering,  ghostly  marble 
hall  there  stands  a  throne,  on  which  a  white  marble  king 
ought  to  sit  with  his  white  legs  gleaming  down  into  the 
white  marble  below,  and  his  white  eyes  looking  at  a  great 
white  marble  Atlas,  who  bears  on  his  icy  shoulders  a  blue 
globe  as  big  as  the  full  moon.  If  he  were  not  a  genie,  and 
enchanted,  and  with  a  strength  altogether  hyperatlantean, 
he  would  drop  the  moon  with  a  shriek  on  to  the  white  mar- 
ble floor,  and  it  would  splitter  into  perdition.  And  the 
palace  would  rock,  and  heave,  and  tumble;  and  the  waters 
would  rise,  rise,  rise;  and  the  gables  sink,  sink,  sink;  and 
the  barges  would  rise  up  to  the  chimneys;  and  the  water- 
souchee  fishes  would  flap  over  the  Boompjes,  where  the 
pigeons  and  storks  used  to  perch;  and  the  Amster,  and  the 
Eotter,  and  the  Saar,  and  the  Op,  and  all  the  dams  of  Hol- 
land would  burst,  and  the  Zuyder  Zee  roll  over  the  dykes; 
and  you  would  wake  out  of  your  dream,  and  find  yourself 
sitting  in  your  arm-chair. 

Was  it  a  dream?  it  seems  like  one.  Have  we  been  to 
Holland?  have  we  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight  at  Ant- 
werp? Were  we  really  away  for  a  week,  or  have  I  been 
sitting  up  in  the  room  dozing,  before  this  stale  old  desk? 
Here's  the  desk;  yes.  But,  if  it  has  been  a  dream,  how 
could  I  have  learned  to  hum  that  tune  out  of  "Dinorah?  " 
Ah,  is  it  that  tune,  or  myself  that  I  am  humming?  If  it 
was  a  dream,  how  comes  this  yellow  Notice  des  Ta- 
bleaux Du  MusiB  d'Amstekdam  avec  facsimile  des 
Monogkammes  before  me,  and  this  signature  of  the  gallant 

Yes,  indeed,  it  was  a  delightful  little  holiday;  it  lasted 
a  whole  week.  With  the  exception  of  that  little  pint  of 
amari  aliquid  at  Rotterdam,  we  were  all  very  happy.  We 
might  have  gone  on  being  happy  for  whoever  knows  how 
many  days  more?  a  week  more,  ten  days  more :  who  knows 
how  long  that  dear  tetotum  happiness  can  be  made  to  spin 
without  toppling  over? 

But  one  of  the  party  had  desii'cd  letters  to  be  sent^os^e 
restante,  Amsterdam.  The  post-office  is  hard  by  that  aw- 
ful palace  where  the  Atlas  is,  and  which  we  really  saw. 
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There  was  only  one  letter,  you  see.  Only  one  chance  of 
finding  us.  There  it  was.  "  The  post  has  only  this  mo- 
ment come  in,"  says  the  smirking  commissioner.  And  he 
hands  over  the  paper,  thinking  he  has  done  something  clever. 

Before  the  letter  had  been  opened,  I  could  read.  Come 
BACK  as  clearly  as  if  it  had  been  painted  on  the  wall.  It 
was  all  over.  The  spell  was  broken.  The  sprightly  little 
holiday  fairy  that  had  frisked  and  gambolled  so  kindly  be- 
side us  for  eight  days  of  sunshine — or  rain  which  was  as 
cheerful  as  sunshine — gave  a  parting  piteous  look,  and 
whisked  away  and  vanished.  And  yonder  scuds  the  post- 
man, and  here  is  the  old  desk. 
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Almost  the  last  words  which  Sir  Walter  spoke  to  Lock- 
hart,  his  biographer,  were,  "Be  a  good  man,  my  dear!" 
and  with  the  last  flicker  of  breath  on  his  dying  lips,  he 
sighed  a  farewell  to  his  family,  and  passed  away  blessing 
them. 

Two  men,  famous,  admired,  beloved,  have  just  left  us, 
the  Goldsmith  and  the  Gibbon  of  our  time.*  Ere  a  few 
weeks  are  over,  many  a  critic's  pen  will  be  at  work,  review- 
ing their  lives,  and  passing  judgment  on  their  works.  This 
is  no  review,  or  history,  or  criticism :  only  a  word  in  testi- 
mony of  respect  and  regard  from  a  man  of  letters,  who  owes 
to  his  own  professional  labour  the  honour  of  becoming  ac- 
quainted with  these  two  eminent  literary  men.  One  was 
the  first  ambassador  whom  the  New  World  of  Letters  sent 
to  the  Old.  He  was  born  almost  with  the  republic;  the 
pater  patrim  had  laid  his  hand  on  the  child's  head.  He 
bore  Washington's  name :  he  came  amongst  us  bringing  the 
kindest  sympathy,  the  most  artless,  smiling  goodwill.  His 
new  country  (which  some  people  here  might  be  disposed  to 
regard  rather  superciliously)  could  send  us,  as  he  showed 
in  his  own  person,  a  gentleman,  who,  though  himself  born 
in  no  very  high  sphere,  was  most  finished,  polished,  easy, 
witty,  quiet;  and,  socially,  the  equal  of  the  most  refined 
Europeans.  If  Irving's  welcome  in  England  was  a  kind 
one,  was  it  not  also  gratefully  remembered?  If  he  ate  our 
salt,  did  he  not  pay  us  with  a  thankful  heart?  Who  can 
calculate  the  amount  of  friendliness  and  good  feeling  for 
our  country  which  this  writer's  generous  and  untiring  re- 
gard for  us  disseminated  in  his  own?  His  books  are  read 
by  millions  f  of  his  countrymen,  whom  he  has  taught  to 
love  England,  and  why  to  love  her.  It  would  have  been 
easy  to  speak  otherwise  than  he  did :  to  inflame  national 
rancours,  which,  at  the  time  when  he  first  became  known 
as  a  public  writer,  war  had  just  renewed :  to  cry  down  the 

*  Washington  Irving  died,  November  38,  1859;  Lord  Macaulay 
died,  December  28,  1859. 

t  See  his  "Life"  in  the  most  remarkable  "Dictionary  of  Authors," 
published  lately  at  Philadelphia,  by  Mr.  Alibone. 
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old  civilization  at  the  expense  of  the  new :  to  point  out  our 
faults,  arrogance,  short-comings,  and  give  the  republic  to 
infer  how  much  she  was  the  parent  state's  superior.  There 
are  writers  enough  in  the  United  States,  honest  and  other- 
wise, who  preach  that  kind  of  doctrine.  But  the  good 
Irving,  the  peaceful,  the  friendly,  had  no  place  for  bitter- 
ness in  his  heart,  and  no  scheme  but  kindness,  deceived 
in  England  with  extraordinary  tenderness  and  friendship 
(Scott,  Southey,  Byron,  a  hundred  others  have  borne  wit- 
ness to  their  liking  for  him),  he  was  a  messenger  of  good- 
will and  peace  between  his  country  and  ours.  "  See, 
friends !  "  he  seems  to  say,  "  these  English  are  not  so  wick- 
ed, rapacious,  callous,  proud,  as  you  have  been  taught  to 
believe  them.  I  went  amongst  them  a  humble  man;  won 
my  way  by  my  pen;  and,  when  known,  found  every  hand 
held  out  to  me  with  kindliness  and  welcome.  Scott  is  a 
great  man,  you  acknowledge.  Did  not  Scott's  king  of  Eng- 
land give  a  gold  medal  to  him,  and  another  to  me,  your 
countryman,  and  a  stranger?  " 

Tradition  in  the  United  States  still  fondly  retains  the 
history  of  the  feasts  and  rejoicings  which  awaited  Irving  on 
his  return  to  his  native  country  from  Europe.  He  had  a 
national  welcome;  he  stammered  in  his  speeches,  hid  him- 
self in  confusion,  and  the  people  loved  him  all  the  better. 
He  had  worthily  represented  America  in  Europe.  In  that 
young  community  a  man  who  brings  home  with  him  abun- 
dant European  testimonials  is  still  treated  with  respect  (I 
have  found  American  writers,  of  wide- world  reputation, 
strangely  solicitous  about  the  opinions  of  quite  obscure 
British  critics,  and  elated  or  depressed  by  their  judgments); 
and  Irving  went  home  medalled  by  the  king,  diplomatized 
by  the  university,  crowned  and  honoured  and  admired.  He 
had  not  in  any  way  intrigued  for  his  honours,  he  had  fairly 
won  them;  and,  in  Irving' s  instance,  as  in  others,  the  old 
country  was  glad  and  eager  to  pay  them. 

In  America  the  love  and  regard  for  Irving  was  a  national 
sentiment.  Party  wars  are  perpetually  raging  there,  and 
are  carried  on  by  the  press  with  a  rancour  and  fierceness 
against  individuals  which  exceed  British,  almost  Irish, 
virulence.  IC  seemed  to  me,  during  a  year's  travel  in  the 
country,  as  if  no  one  ever  aimed  a  blow  at  Irving.  All 
men  held  their  hand  from  that  harmless,  friendly  peace- 
maker.    I  had  the  good  fortune  to  see  him  at  New  York, 
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Philadelphia,  Baltimore  and  Washington,*  and  remarked 
how  in  every  place  he  was  honoured  and  welcome.  Everj' 
large  city  has  its  "Irving  House."  The  country  takes 
pride  in  the  fame  of  its  men  of  letters.  The  gate  of  his 
own  charming  little  domain  on  the  beautiful  Hudson  Eiver 
was  forever  swinging  before  visitors  who  came  to  him. 
He  shut  out  no  one.f  I  had  seen  many  pictures  of  his 
house,  and  read  descriptions  of  it,  in  both  of  which  it  was 
treated  with  a  not  unusual  American  exaggeration.  It  was 
but  a  pretty  little  cabin  of  a  place ;  the  gentleman  of  the 
press  who  took  notes  of  the  place,  whilst  his  kind  old  host 
was  sleeping,  might  have  visited  the  whole  house  in  a 
couple  of  minutes. 

And  how  came  it  that  this  house  was  so  small,  when  Mr. 
Irviug's  books  were  sold  by  hundreds  of  thousands,  nay, 
millions,  when  his  profits  were  known  to  be  large,  and  the 
habits  of  life  of  the  good  old  bachelor  were  notoriously 
modest  and  simple?  He  had  loved  once  in  his  life.  The 
lady  he  loved  died;  and  he,  whom  all  the  world  loved, 
never  sought  to  replace  her.  I  can't  say  how  much  the 
thought  of  that  fidelity  has  touched  me.  Does  not  the  very 
cheerfulness  of  his  after  life  add  to  the  pathos  of  that  un- 
told story?  To  grieve  always  was  not  in  his  nature;  or, 
when  he  had  his  sorrow,  to  bring  all  the  world  in  to  con- 
dole with  him  and  bemoan  it.  Deep  and  quiet  he  lays  the 
love  of  his  heart,  and  buries  it;  and  grass  and  flowers  grow 
over  the  scarred  ground  in  due  time. 

Irving  had  such  a  small  house  and  such  narrow  rooms, 
because  there  was  a  great  number  of  people  to  occupy 
them .     He  could  only  afford  to  keep  one  old  horse  (which, 

*  At  "Washington,  Mr.  Irving  came  to  a  lecture  given  by  the 
writer,  which  Mr.  Filmore  and  General  Pierce,  the  president  and 
president  elect,  were  also  kind  enough  to  attend  together.  "  Two 
kings  of  Brentford  smelling  at  one  rose,"  says  Irving,  looking  up 
with  his  good-humoured  smile. 

t  Mr.  Irving  described  to  me,  with  that  humour  and  good  humour 
which  he  always  kept,  how,  amongst  other  visitors,  a  member  of 
the  British  press  who  had  carried  his  distinguished  pen  to  America 
(where  he  employed  it  in  vilifying  his  own  country)  came  to  Sunny- 
side,  introduced  himself  to  Irving,  partook  of  his  wine  and  luncheon, 
and  in  two  days  described  Mr.  Irving,  his  house,  his  nieces,  his 
meal,  and  his  manner  of  dozing  afterwards,  in  a  New  York  paper. 
On  another  occasion,  Irving  said,  laughing,  "Two  persons  came  to 
me,  and  one  held  me  in  conversation  whilst  the  other  miscreant  took 
my  portrait !  " 
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lazy  and  aged  as  it  was,  managed  once  or  twice  to  run  away 
with  that  careless  old  horseman).  He  could  only  afford  to 
gi  ve  plain  sherry  to  that  amiable  British  paragraph-monger 
from  New  York,  who  saw  the  patriarch  asleep  over  his 
modest,  blameless  cup,  and  fetched  the  public  into  his  pri- 
vate chamber  to  look  at  him.  Irving  could  only  live  very 
modestly,  because  the  wifeless,  childless  man  had  a  num- 
ber of  children  to  whom  he  was  as  a  father.  He  had  as. 
many  as  nine  nieces,  I  am  told — I  saw  two  of  these  ladies 
at  his  house — with  all  of  whom  the  dear  old  man  had  shared 
the  produce  of  his  labour  and  genius. 

"Be  a  good  man,  my  dear."  One  can't  but  think  of 
these  last  words  of  the  veteran  Chief  of  Letters,  who  had 
tasted  and  tested  the  value  of  worldly  success,  admiration, 
prosperity.  Was  Irving  not  good,  and,  of  his  works,  was 
not  his  life  the  best  part?  In  his  family,  gentle,  generous, 
good-humoured,  affectionate,  self-denying:  in  society,  a 
delightful  example  of  complete  gentlemanhood;  quite  un- 
spoiled by  prosperity;  never  obsequious  to  the  great  (or, 
worse  still,  to  the  base  and  mean,  as  some  public  men  are 
forced  to  be  in  his  and  other  countries);  eager  to  acknowl- 
edge every  contemporary's  merit;  always  kind  and  affable 
with  the  young  members  of  his  calling;  in  his  professional 
bargains  and  mercantile  dealings  delicately  honest  and 
grateful;  one  of  the  most  charming  masters  of  our  lighter 
language;  the  constant  friend  to  us  and  our  nation;  to  men 
of  letters  doubly  dear,  not  for  his  wit  and  genius  merely, 
but  as  an  examplar  of  goodness,  probity,  and  pure  life : — I 
don't  know  what  sort  of  testimonial  will  be  raised  to  him 
in  his  own  country,  where  generous  and  enthusiastic  ac- 
knowledgment of  American  merit  is  never  wanting :  but 
Irving  was  in  our  service  as  well  as  theirs;  and  as  they 
have  placed  a  stone  at  Greenwich  yonder  in  memory  of  that 
gallant  young  Bellot,  who  shared  the  perils  and  fate  of 
some  of  our  Arctic  seamen,  I  would  like  to  hear  of  some 
memorial  raised  by  English  writers  and  friends  of  letters 
in  affectionate  remembrance  of  the  dear  and  good  Washing- 
ton Irving. 

As  for  the  other  writer,  whose  departure  many  friends, 
some  few  most  dearly-loved  relatives,  and  multitudes  of 
admiring  readers  deplore,  our  republic  has  already  decreed 
his  statue,  and  he  must  have  known  that  he  had  earned 
this  posthumous  honour.     He  is  not  a  poet  and  man  of  let- 
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ters  merely,  but  citizen,  statesman,  a  great  British  worthy. 
Almost  from  the  first  moment  when  he  appears,  amongst 
boys,  amongst  college  students,  amongst  men,  he  is  marked, 
and  takes  rank  as  a  great  Englishman.  All  sorts  of  suc- 
cesses are  easy  to  him :  as  a  lad  he  goes  down  into  the  arena 
with  others,  and  wins  all  the  prizes  to  which  he  has  a 
mind.'  A  place  in  the  senate  is  straightway  offered  to  the 
young  man.  He  takes  his  seat  there;  he  speaks,  when  so 
minded,  without  party  anger  or  intrigue,  but  not  without 
party  faith  and  a  sort  of  heroic  enthusiasm  for  his  cause. 
Still  he  is  poet  and  philosopher  even  more  than  orator. 
That  he  may  have  leisure  and  means  to  pursue  his  darling 
studies,  he  absents  himself  for  a  while,  and  accepts  a  richly- 
remunerative  post  in  the  East.  As  learned  a  man  may  live 
in  a  cottage  or  a  college  common-room;  but  it  always 
seemed  to  me  that  ample  means  and  recognized  rank  were 
Macaulay's  as  of  right.  Years  ago  there  was  a  wretched 
outcry  raised  because  Mr.  Macaulay  dated  a  letter  from 
Windsor  Castle,  where  he  was  staying.  Immortal  gods! 
Was  this  man  not  a  fit  guest  for  any  palace  in  the  world? 
or  a  fit  companion  for  any  man  or  woman  in  it?  I  dare- 
say, after  Austerlitz,  the  old  K.  K.  court  officials  and  foot- 
men sneered  at  Napoleon  for  dating  from  SchOnbrunn. 
But  that  miserable  "  Windsor  Castle "  outcry  is  an  echo 
out  of  fast-retreating  old-world  remembrances.  The  place 
of  such  a  natural  chief  was  amongst  the  first  of  the  land ; 
and  that  country  is  best,  according  to  our  British  notion,  at 
least,  where  the  man  of  eminence  has  the  best  chance  of 
investing  his  genius  and  intellect. 

If  a  company  of  giants  were  got  together,  very  likely 
one  or  two  of  the  mere  six-feet- six  people  might  be  angry 
at  the  incontestable  superiority  of  the  very  tallest  of  the 
party :  and  so  I  have  heard  some  London  wits,  rather  peev- 
ish at  Macaulay's  superiority,  complain  that  he  occupied 
too  much  of  the  talk,  and  so  forth.  Now  that  wonderful 
tongue  is  to  speak  no  more,  will  not  many  a  man  grieve 
that  he  no  longer  has  the  chance  to  listen?  To  remember 
the  talk  is  to  wonder :  to  think  not  only  of  the  treasures  he 
had  in  his  memory,  but  of  the  trifles  he  had  stored  there, 
and  could  produce  with  equal  readiness.  Almost  on  the 
last  day  I  had  the  fortune  to  see  him,  a  conversation  hap- 
pened suddenly  to  spring  up  about  senior  wranglers,  and 
what  they  had  done  in  after  life.     To  the  almost  terror  of 


414  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

the  persons  present,  Macaulay  began  with  the  senior  wran- 
gler of  1801-2-3-4,  and  so  on,  giving  the  name  of  each,  and 
relating  his  subsequent  career  and  rise.  Every  man  who 
has  known  him  has  his  story  regarding  that  astonishing 
memory.  It  may  be  that  he  was  not  ill-pleased  that  you 
should  recognize  it;  but  to  those  prodigious  intellectual 
feats,  which  were  so  easy  to  him,  who  would  grudge  his 
tribute  of  homage?  His  talk  was,  in  a  word,  admirable, 
and  we  admired  it. 

Of  the  notices  which  have  appeared  regarding  Lord 
Macaulay,  up  to  the  day  when  the  present  lines  are  written 
(the  9th  of  January),  the  reader  should  not  deny  himself 
the  pleasure  of  looking  especially  at  two.  It  is  a  good  sign, 
of  the  times  when  such  articles  as  these  (I  mean  the  arti- 
cles in  the  Times  and  Saturday  Review)  appear  in  our 
public  prints  about  our  public  men.  They  educate  us,  as 
it  were,  to  admire  rightly.  An  uninstructed  person  in  a 
museum  or  at  a  concert  may  pass  by  without  recognizing  a 
picture  or  a  passage  of  music,  which  the  connoisseur  by  his 
side  may  show  him  is  a  masterpiece  of  harmony,  or  a  won- 
der of  artistic  skill.  After  reading  these  papers  you  like 
and  respect  more  the  person  you  have  admired  so  much 
already.  And  so  with  regard  to  Macaulay 's  style  there 
may  be  faults  of  course — what  critic  can't  point  them  out? 
But  for  the  nonce  we  are  not  talking  about  faults :  we  want 
to  say  nil  nisi  honum.  Well — take  at  hazard  any  three 
pages  of  the  "  Essays  "  or  "  History  " — and,  glimmering  be- 
low the  stream  of  the  narrative,  as  it  were,  you,  an  average 
reader,  see  one,  two,  three,  a  half-score  of  allusions  to  other 
historic  facts,  characters,  literature,  poetry,  with  which 
you  are  acquainted.  Why  is  this  epithet  used?  Whence  is 
that  simile  drawn?  How  does  he  manage,  in  two  or  three 
words,  to  paint  an  individual,  or  to  indicate  a  landscape? 
Your  neighbour,  who  has  his  reading,  and  his  little  stock 
of  literature  stowed  away  in  his  mind,  shall  detect  more 
points,  allusions,  happy  touches,  indicating  not  only  the 
prodigious  memory  and  vast  learning  of  this  master,  but 
the  wonderful  industry,  the  honest,  humble  previous  toil 
of  this  great  scholar.  He  reads  twenty  books  to  write  a 
sentence ;  he  travels  a  hundred  miles  to  make  a  line  of  de- 
scription. 

Many  Londoners — not  all — have  seen  the  British  Mu- 
seum Library.     I  speak  a  coeur  ouvert,  and  pray  the  kindly 
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reader  to  bear  with  me.  I  have  seen  all  sorts  of  domes  of 
Peters  and  Pauls,  Sophia,  Pantheon, — what  not? — and 
have  been  struck  by  none  of  them  so  much  as  by  that  catho- 
lic dome  in  Bloomsbury,  under  which  our  million  volumes 
are  housed.  What  peace,  what  love,  what  truth,  what 
beauty,  what  happiness  for  all,  what  generous  kindness  for 
you  and  me,  are  here  spread  out !  It  seems  to  me  one  can- 
not sit  down  in  that  place  without  a  heart  full  of  grateful 
reverence.  I  own  to  have  said  my  grace  at  the  table,  and 
to  have  thanked  heaven  for  this  my  English  birthright, 
freely  to  partake  of  these  bountiful  books,  and  to  speak  the 
truth  1  find  there.  Under  the  dome  which  held  Macaulay's 
brain,  and  from  which  his  solemn  eyes  looked  out  on  the 
world  but  a  fortnight  since,  what  a  vast,  brilliant,  and 
wonderful  store  of  learning  was  ranged !  what  strange  lore 
would  he  not  fetch  for  you  at  your  bidding !  A  volume  of 
law,  or  history,  or  book  of  poetry  familiar  or  forgotten  (ex- 
cept by  himself  who  forgot  nothing),  a  novel  ever  so  old, 
and  he  had  it  at  hand.  I  spoke  to  him  once  about  "  Cla- 
rissa. "  "  Not  read  '  Clarissa ! '  "  he  cried  out.  "  If  you 
have  once  thoroughly  entered  on  'Clarissa,'  and  are  in- 
fected by  it,  you  can't  leave  it.  When  I  was  in  India  I 
passed  one  hot  season  at  the  hills,  and  there  were  the  gov- 
ernor-general, and  the  secretary  of  government,  and  the 
commander-in-chief,  and  their  wives.  I  had  '  Clarissa ' 
with  me :  and,  as  soon  as  they  began  to  read,  the  whole 
station  was  in  a  passion  of  excitement  about  Miss  Harlowe 
and  her  misfortunes,  and  her  scoundrelly  Lovelace !  The 
governor's  wife  seized  the  book,  and  the  secretary  waited 
for  it,  and  the  chief  justice  could  not  read  it  for  tears ! " 
He  acted  the  whole  scene :  he  paced  up  and  down  the  Athe- 
naeum library :  I  daresay  he  could  have  spoken  pages  of  the 
book — of  that  book,  and  of  what  countless  piles  of  others ! 
In  this  little  paper  let  us  keep  to  the  text  of  nil  nisi 
bonum.  One  paper  I  have  read  regarding  Lord  Macaulay 
says  '*he  had  no  heart."  Why,  a  man's  books  may  not 
always  speak  the  truth,  but  they  speak  his  mind  in  spite 
of  himself:  and  it  seems  to  me  this  man's  heart  is  beating 
through  every  page  he  penned.  He  is  always  in  a  storm 
of  revolt  and  indignation  against  wrong,  craft,  tyranny. 
How  he  cheers  heroic  resistance;  how  he  backs  and  ap- 
plauds freedom  struggling  for  its  own;  how  he  hates  scoun- 
drels, ever  so  victorious  and  successful ;  how  he  recognizes 
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genius,  though  selfish  villains  possess  it !  The  critic  who 
says  Macaulay  had  no  heart,  might  say  that  Johnson  had 
none :  and  two  men  more  generous,  and  more  loving,  and 
more  hating,  and  more  partial,  and  more  noble,  do  not  live 
in  our  history.  Those  who  knew  Lord  Macaulay  knew 
how  admirably  tender,  and  generous,*  and  affectionate  he 
was.  It  was  not  his  business  to  bring  his  family  before 
the  theatre  footlights,  and  call  for  bouquets  from  the  gal- 
lery as  he  wept  over  them. 

If  any  young  man  of  letters  reads  this  little  sermon — 
and  to  him,  indeed,  it  is  addressed — I  would  say  to  him, 
"  Bear  Scott's  words  in  your  mind,  and  '  he  good,  my  dear.'  " 
Here  are  two  literary  men  gone  to  their  account,  and,  laus 
Deo,  as  far  as  we  know,  it  is  fair,  and  open,  and  clean. 
Here  is  no  need  of  apologies  for  shortcomings,  or  explana- 
tions of  vices  which  would  have  been  virtues  but  for  una- 
voidable, &c.  Here  are  two  examples  of  men  most  differ- 
ently gifted :  each  pursuing  his  calling ;  each  speaking  his 
truth  as  God  bade  him ;  each  honest  in  his  life ;  just  and 
irreproachable  in  his  dealings ;  dear  to  his  friends ;  hon- 
oured by  his  country ;  beloved  at  his  fireside.  It  has  been 
the  fortunate  lot  of  both  to  give  incalculable  happiness  and 
delight  to  the  world,  which  thanks  them  in  return  with  an 
immense  kindliness,  respect,  affection.  It  may  not  be  our 
chance,  brother  scribe,  to  be  endowed  with  such  merit,  or 
rewarded  with  such  fame.  But  the  rewards  of  these  men 
are  rewards  paid  to  our  service.  We  may  not  win  the  ba- 
ton or  epaulettes ;  but  God  give  us  strength  to  guard  the 
honour  of  the  flag ! 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  I  have  been  informed  that  it  has 
been  found,  on  examining  Lord  Macaulay's  papers,  that  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  giving  away  more  than  a  fourth  part  of  his  annual  in- 
come. 
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ON  HALF  A  LOAF. 

A  LETTER    TO    MESSRS.    BROADWAY,    BATTERY    AND 
CO.,    OF  NEW  YORK,   BANKERS. 

Is  it  all  over?  May  we  lock  up  the  case  of  instruments? 
Have  we  signed  our  wills ;  settled  up  our  affairs ;  pretended 
to  talk  and  rattle  quite  cheerfully  to  the  women  at  dinner, 
so  that  they  should  not  be  alarmed ;  sneaked  away  under 
some  pretext,  and  looked  at  the  children  sleeping  in  their 
beds  with  their  little  unconscious  thumbs  in  their  mouths, 
and  a  flush  on  the  soft-pillowed  cheek;  made  every  arrange- 
ment with  Colonel  MacTurk,  who  acts  as  our  second,  and 
knows  the  other  principal  a  great  deal  too  well  to  think  he 
will  ever  give  in ;  invented  a  monstrous  figment  about  go- 
ing to  shoot  pheasants  with  Mac  in  the  morning,  so  as  to 
soothe  the  anxious  fears  of  the  dear  mistress  of  the  house ; 
early  as  the  hour  appointed  for  the — the  little  affair — was, 
have  we  been  awake  hours  and  hours  sooner ;  risen  before 
daylight,  with  a  faint  hope,  perhaps,  that  MacTurk  might 
have  come  to  some  arrangement  with  the  other  side ;  at 
seven  o'clock  (confound  his  punctuality!)  heard  his  cab- 
wheel  at  the  door,  and  let  him  in  looking  perfectly  trim, 
fresh,  jolly,  and  well  shaved ;  driven  off  with  him  in  the 
cold  morning,  after  a  very  unsatisfactory  breakfast  of  coffee 
and  stale  bread-and-butter  (which  choke,  somehow,  in  the 
swallowing) ;  driven  off  to  Wormwood  Scrubs  in  the  cold, 
muddy,  misty,  moonshiny  morning ;  stepped  out  of  the  cab, 
where  Mac  has  bid  the  man  to  halt  on  a  retired  spot  in  the 
common;  in  one  minute  more,  seen  another  cab  arrive, 
from  which  descend  two  gentlemen,  one  of  whom  has  a 
case  like  MacTurk' s  under  his  arm; — looked  round  and 
round  the  solitude,  and  seen  not  one  single  sign  of  a  police- 
man— no,  no  more  than  in  a  row  in  London ; — deprecated 
the  horrible  necessity  which  drives  civilized  men  to  the  use 
of  powder  and  bullet; — taken  ground  as  firmly  as  may  be, 
and  looked  on  whilst  Mac  is  neatly  loading  his  weapons ; 
and  when  all  ready,  and  one  looked  for  the  decisive  One, 
Two,  Three — have  we  even  heard  Captain  O'Toole  (the 
second  of  the  other  principal)  walk  up,  and  say :  "  Colonel 
27 
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MacTurk,  I  am  desired  by  my  principal  to  declare  at  this 
eleventh — this  twelfth  hour,  that  he  is  willing  to  own  that 
he  sees  he  has  been  weong  in  the  dispute  which  has 
arisen  between  him  and  your  friend;  that  he  apologizes 
for  offensive  expressions  which  he  has  used  in  the  heat  of 
the  quarrel;  and  regrets  the  course  he  has  taken? "  If 
something  like  this  has  happened  to  you,  however  great 
your  courage,  you  have  been  glad  not  to  light; — however 
accurate  your  aim,  you  have  been  pleased  not  to  fire. 

On  the  sixth  day  of  January  in  this  year  sixty- two,  what 
hundreds  of  thousands — I  may  say,  what  millions  of  Eng- 
lishmen, were  in  the  position  of  the  personage  here  sketched 
— Christian  men,  I  hope,  shocked  at  the  dreadful  necessity 
of  battle ;  aware  of  the  horrors  which  the  conflict  must  pro- 
duce, and  yet  feeling  that  the  moment  was  come,  and  that 
there  was  no  arbitrament  left  but  that  of  steel  and  cannon ! 
My  reader,  perhaps,  has  been  in  America.  If  he  has,  he 
knows  what  good  people  are  to  be  found  there ;  how  pol- 
ished, how  generous,  how  gentle,  how  courteous.  But  it 
is  not  the  voices  of  these  you  hear  in  the  roar  of  hate,  defi- 
ance, folly,  falsehood,  which  comes  to  us  across  the  Atlan- 
tic. You  can't  hear  gentle  voices ;  very  many  who  could 
speak  are  afraid.  Men  must  go  forward,  or  be  crushed  by 
the  maddened  crowd  behind  them.  I  suppose  after  the 
perpetration  of  that  act  of — what  shall  we  call  it? — of  sud- 
den war,  which  Wilkes  did,  and  Everett  approved,  most  of 
us  believed  that  battle  was  inevitable.  Who  has  not  read 
the  American  papers  for  six  weeks  past?  Did  you  ever 
think  the  United  States  Government  would  give  up  those 
Commissioners?  I  never  did,  for  my  part.  It  seems  to 
me  the  United  States  Government  have  done  the  most 
courageous  act  of  the  war.  Before  that  act  was  done,  what 
an  excitement  prevailed  in  London !  In  every  Club  there 
was  a  parliament  sitting  in  permanence :  in  every  domestic 
gathering  this  subject  was  sure  to  form  a  main  part  of  the 
talk.  Of  course  I  have  seen  many  people  who  have  trav- 
elled in  America,  and  heard  them  on  this  matter — friends 
of  the  South,  friends  of  the  North,  friends  of  peace,  and 
American  stockholders  in  plenty. — "They  will  never  give 
up  the  men,  sir,"  that  was  the  opinion  on  all  sides;  and, 
if  they  would  not,  we  knew  what  was  to  happen. 

For  weeks  past  this  nightmare  of  war  has  been  riding  us. 
The  City  was  already  gloomy  enough.     When  a  great  do- 
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jnestic  grief  and  misfortune  visits  the  chief  person  of  the 
State,  the  heart  of  the  people,  too,  is  sad  and  awe-stricken. 
It  might  be  this  sorrow,  and  trial  were  but  presages  of 
greater  trials  and  sorrow  to  come.  What  if  the  sorrow  of 
war  is  to  be  added  to  the  other  calamity?  Such  forebod- 
ings have  formed  the  theme  of  many  a  man's  talk,  and 
darkened  many  a  fireside.  Then  came  the  rapid  orders  for 
ships  to  arm  and  troops  to  depart.  How  many  of  us  have 
had  to  say  farewell  to  friends  whom  duty  called  away  with 
their  regiments;  on  whom  we  strove  to  look  cheerfully,  as 
we  shook  their  hands,  it  might  be  for  the  last  time ;  and 
whom  our  thoughts  depicted,  treading  the  snows  of  the 
immense  Canadian  frontier,  where  their  intrepid  little  band 
might  have  to  face  the  assaults  of  other  enemies  than  win- 
ter and  rough  weather !  I  went  to  a  play  one  night,  and 
protest  I  hardly  know  what  was  the  entertainment  which 
passed  before  my  eyes.  In  the  next  stall  was  an  Ameri- 
can gentleman,  who  knew  me.  "Good  heavens,  sir,"  I 
thought,  "  is  it  decreed  that  you  and  I  are  to  be  authorized 
to  murder  each  other  next  week ;  that  my  people  shall  be 
bombarding  your  cities,  destroying  your  navies,  making  a 
hideous  desolation  of  your  coast ;  that  our  peaceful  fron- 
tiers shall  be  subject  to  iire,  rapine,  and  murder?  "  "They 
will  never  give  up  the  men,"  said  the  Englishmen.  "They 
will  never  give  up  the  men,"  said  the  American.  And  the 
Christmas  piece  which  the  actors  were  playing  proceeded 
like  a  piece  in  a  dream.  To  make  the  grand  comic  per- 
formance doubly  comic,  my  neighbour  presently  informed 
m.e  how  one  of  the  best  friends  I  had  in  America — the 
m.ost  hospitable,  kindly,  amiable  of  men,  from  whom  I  had 
twice  received  the  warmest  welcome  and  the  most  delight- 
ful hospitality — was  a  prisoner  in  Fort  Warren,  on  charges 
by  which  his  life  perhaps  might  be  risked.  I  think  that 
was  the  most  dismal  Christmas  fun  which  these  eyes  ever 
looked  on. 

Carry  out  that  notion  a  little  farther,  and  depict  ten 
thousand,  a  hundred  thousand  homes  in  England  saddened 
by  the  thought  of  the  coming  calamity,  and  oppressed  by 
the  pervading  gloom.  My  next-door  neighbour  perhaps 
has  parted  with  her  son.  Now  the  ship  in  which  he  is, 
with  a  thousand  brave  comrades,  is  ploughing  through  the 
stormy  midnight  ocean.  Presently  (under  the  flag  we 
know  of)  the  thin  red  line  in  which  her  boy  forms  a  speck, 
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is  winding  its  way  through  the  vast  Canadian  snows. 
Another  neighbour's  boy  is  not  gone,  but  is  expecting  or- 
ders to  sail ;  and  some  one  else,  besides  the  circle  at  home 
maybe,  is  in  prayer  and  terror,  thinking  of  the  summons 
which  calls  the  young  sailor  away.  By  firesides  modest 
and  splendid,  all  over  the  three  kingdoms,  that  sorrow  is 
keeping  watch,  and  myriads  of  hearts  beating  with  that 
thought,  "  Will  they  give  up  the  men?  " 

I  don't  know  how,  on  the  iirst  day  after  the  capture  of 
the  Southern  Commissioners  was  announced,  a  rumour  got 
abroad  in  London  that  the  taking  of  the  men  was  an  act 
according  to  law,  of  which  our  nation  could  take  no  notice. 
It  was  said  that  the  law  authorities  had  so  declared,  and  a 
very  noble  testimony  to  the  loyalty  of  Englishmen,  I  think, 
was  shown  by  the  instant  submission  of  high-spirited  gen- 
tlemen, most  keenly  feeling  that  the  nation  had  been  sub- 
ject to  a  coarse  outrage,  who  were  silent  when  told  that  the 
law  was  with  the  aggressor.  The  relief  which  presently 
came,  when,  after  a  pause  of  a  day,  we  found  that  law  was 
on  our  side,  was  indescribable.  The  nation  Tnight  then 
take  notice  of  this  insult  to  its  honour.  Never  were  peo- 
ple more  eager  than  ours  when  they  found  they  had  a  right 
to  reparation. 

I  have  talked  during  the  last  week  with  many  English 
holders  of  American  securities,  who,  of  course,  have  been 
aware  of  the  threat  held  over  them.  "England,"  says  the 
New  York  Herald,  "  cannot  afford  to  go  to  war  with  us,  for 
six  hundred  millions'  worth  of  American  stock  is  owned  by 
British  subjects,  which,  in  event  of  hostilities,  would  be 
confiscated ;  and  we  now  call  upon  the  Companies  not  to 
take  it  ofE  their  hands  on  any  terms.  Let  its  forfeiture  be 
held  over  England  as  a  weapon  in  terrorem.  British  sub- 
jects have  two  or  three  hundred  millions  of  dollars  invested 
in  shipping  and  other  property  in  the  United  States.  All 
this  property,  together  with  the  stocks,  would  be  seized, 
amounting  to  nine  hundred  millions  of  dollars.  Will  Eng- 
land incur  this  tremendous  loss  for  a  mere  abstraction?  " 

Whether  "  a  mere  abstraction  "  here  means  the  abstrac- 
tion of  the  two  Southern  Commissioners  from  under  our 
flag,  or  the  abstract  idea  of  injured  honour,  which  seems 
ridiculous  to  the  Herald,  it  is  needless  to  ask.  I  have 
spoken  with  many  men  who  have  money  invested  in  the 
States,  but  I  declare  I  have  not  met  one  English  gentleman 
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whom  the  publication  of  this  threat  has  influenced  for  a 
moment.  Our  people  have  nine  hundred  millions  of  dol- 
lars invested  in  the  United  States,  have  they?  And  the 
Herald  "  calls  upon  the  Companies  "  not  to  take  any  of  this 
debt  off  our  hands.  Let  us,  on  our  side,  entreat  the  Eng- 
lish press  to  give  this  announcement  every  publicity.  Let 
us  do  everything  in  our  power  to  make  this  "call  upon  the 
Americaris  "  well  known  in  England.  I  hope  English  news- 
paper editors  will  print  it,  and  print  it  again  and  again. 
It  is  not  we  who  say  this  of  American  citizens,  but  Ameri- 
can citizens  who  say  this  of  themselves.  "Bull  is  odious. 
We  can't  bear  Bull.  He  is  haughty,  arrogant,  a  braggart, 
and  a  blusterer;  and  we  can't  bear  brag  and  bluster  in  our 
modest  and  decorous  country.  We  hate  Bull,  and  if  he 
quarrels  with  us  on  a  point  in  which  we  are  in  the  wrong, 
we  have  goods  of  his  in  our  custody,  and  we  will  rob  him !  " 
Suppose  your  London  banker  saying  to  you,  "  Sir,  I  have 
always  thought  your  manners  disgusting,  and  your  arro- 
gance insupportable.  You  dare  to  complain  of  my  conduct 
because  I  have  wrongfully  imprisoned  Jones?  My  answer 
to  your  vulgar  interference  is,  that  I  confiscate  your  bal- 
ance ! " 

What  would  be  an  English  merchant's  character  after  a 
few  such  transactions?  It  is  not  improbable  that  the  mor- 
alists of  the  Herald  would  call  him  a  rascal.  Why  have 
the  United  States  been  paying  seven,  eight,  ten  per  cent, 
for  money  for  years  past,  when  the  same  commodity  can  be 
got  elsewhere  at  half  that  rate  of  interest?  Why,  because 
though  among  the  richest  proprietors  in  the  world,  credit- 
ors were  not  sure  of  them.  So  the  States  have  had  to  pay 
eighty  millions  yearly  for  the  use  of  money  which  would 
cost  other  borrowers  but  thirty.  Add  up  this  item  of  extra 
interest  alone  for  a  dozen  years,  and  see  what  a  prodigious 
penalty  the  States  have  been  paying  for  repudiation  here 
and  there,  for  sharp  practice,  for  doubtful  credit.  Sup- 
pose the  peace  is  kept  between  us,  the  remembrance  of  this 
last  threat  alone  will  cost  the  States  millions  and  millions 
more.  If  they  must  have  money,  we  must  have  a  greater 
interest  to  insure  our  jeopardized  capital.  Do  American 
Companies  want  to  borrow  money — as  want  to  borrow  they 
will?  Mr.  Brown,  show  the  gentlemen  that  extract  from 
the  New  York  Herald,  which  declares  that  the  United 
States  will  confiscate  private  property  in  event  of  a  war 
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As  the  country  newspapers  say,  "  Please,  country  papers, 
copy  this  paragraph."  And,  gentlemen  in  America,  whea 
the  honour  of  your  nation  is  called  in  question,  please  to 
remember  that  it  is  the  American  press  which  glories  in 
announcing  that  you  are  prepared  to  be  rogues. 

And  when  this  war  has  drained  uncounted  hundreds  of 
millions  more  out  of  the  United  States  exchequer,  will  they 
be  richer  or  more  inclined  to  pay  debts,  or  less  willing  to 
evade  them,  or  more  popular  with  their  creditors',  or  more 
likely  to  get  money  from  men  whom  they  deliberately  an- 
nounce that  they  will  cheat?  I  have  not  followed  the 
Herald  on  the  "  stone-ship "  question — that  great  naval 
victory  appears  to  me  not  less  horrible  and  wicked  than 
suicidal.  Block  the  harbours  forever ;  destroy  the  inlets  of 
the  commerce  of  the  world;  perish  cities, — so  that  we  may 
wreak  an  injury  on  them.  It  is  the  talk  of  madmen,  but 
not  the  less  wicked.  The  act  injures  the  whole  Eepublic : 
but  it  is  perpetrated.  It  is  to  deal  harm  to  ages  hence; 
but  it  is  done.  The  Indians  of  old  used  to  burn  women 
and  their  unborn  children.  This  stone-ship  business  is  In- 
dian warfare.  And  it  is  performed  by  men  who  tell  us 
every  week  that  they  are  at  the  head  of  civilization,  and 
that  the  Old  World  is  decrepit,  and  cruel,  and  barbarous  as 
compared  to  theirs. 

The  same  politicians  who  throttle  commerce  at  its  neck, 
and  threaten  to  confiscate  trust-money,  say  that  when  the 
war  is  over  and  the  South  is  subdued,  then  the  turn  of  the 
old  country  will  come,  and  a  direful  retribution  shall  be 
taken  for  our  conduct.  This  has  been  the  cry  all  through 
the  war.  "We  should  have  conquered  the  South,"  says 
an  American  paper  which  I  read  this  very  day,  "  but  for 
England."  Was  there  ever  such  puling  heard  from  men 
who  have  an  army  of  a  million,  and  who  turn  and  revile  a 
people  who  have  stood  as  aloof  from  their  contest  as  we 
have  from  the  war  of  Troy?  Or  is  it  an  outcry  made  with 
malice  prepense?  And  is  the  song  of  the  New  York  Times 
a  variation  of  the  Herald  tune? — "  The  conduct  of  the  Brit- 
ish, in  folding  their  arms  and  taking  no  part  in  the  fight, 
has  been  so  base  that  it  has  caused  the  prolongation  of  the 
war,  and  occasioned  a  prodigious  expense  on  our  part. 
Therefore,  as  we  have  British  property  in  our  hands,  we 
&c.  &c."  The  lamb  troubled  the  water  dreadfully,  and 
the  wolf  in  a  righteous  indignation  "  confiscated  "  him.     Of 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  423 

course  we  have  heard  that  at  an  undisturbed  time  Great 
Britain  would  never  have  dared  to  press  its  claim  for  re- 
dress. Did  the  United  States  wait  until  we  were  at  peace 
with  France  before  they  went  to  war  with  us  last?  Did 
Mr.  Seward  yield  the  claim  which  he  confesses  to  be  just, 
until  he  himself  was  menaced  with  war?  How  long  were 
the  Southern  gentlemen  kept  in  prison?  What  caused 
them  to  be  set  free?  and  did  the  Cabinet  of  Washington 
see  its  error  before  or  after  the  demand  for  redress?  *  The 
captor  was  feasted  at  Boston,  and  the  captives  in  prison 
hard  by.  If  the  wrong-doer  was  to  be  punished,  it  was 
Captain  Wilkes  who  ought  to  have  gone  into  Jimbo.  At 
any  rate,  as  "  the  Cabinet  of  Washington  could  not  give  its 
approbation  to  the  commander  of  the  San  Jacinto,"  why 
were  the  men  not  sooner  set  free?  To  sit  at  the  Tremont 
House,  and  hear  the  captain  after  dinner  give  his  opinion 
on  international  law,  would  have  been  better  sport  for  the 
prisoners  than  the  grim  salle  a  manger  at  Fort  Warren. 

I  read  in  the  commercial  news  brought  by  the  Teutonia, 
and  published  in  London  on  the  present  13th  January,  that 
the  pork  market  was  generally  quiet  on  the  29th  December 
last;  that  lard,  though  with  more  activity,  was  heavy  and 
decidedly  lower;  and  at  Philadelphia,  whisky  is  steady 
and  stocks  firm.  Stocks  are  firm :  that  is  a  comfort  for  the 
English  holders,  and  the  confiscating  process  recommended 
by  the  Herald  is  at  least  deferred.  But  presently  comes 
an  announcement  which  is  not  quite  so  cheering : — "  The 
Saginaw  Central  Eailway  Company  (let  us  call  it)  has  post- 

*  "  At  the  beginning  of  December  the  British  fleet  on  the  West 
Indian  station  mounted  850  guns,  and  comprised  five  liners,  ten  flrst- 
class  frigates,  and  seventeen  powerful  corvettes.  *  *  *  In  little 
more  than  a  month  the  fleet  available  for  operations  on  the  Ameri- 
can shore  had  been  more  than  doubled.  The  reinforcements  pre- 
pared at  the  various  dockyards  included  two  line-of-battle  ships, 
twenty-nine  magnificent  frigates — such  as  the  Shannon,  the  Butlej, 
the  Bhiryalus,  the  Orlando,  the  Galatea  ;  eight  corvettes,  armed  like 
the  frigates  in  part,  with  100-  and  40-pounder  Armstrong  guns ;  and 
the  two  tremendous  iron-cased  ships,  the  Warrior  and  the  Black 
Prince ;  and  their  smaller  sisters,  the  Resistance  and  the  Defence. 
There  was  work  to  be  done  which  might  have  delayed  the  commis- 
sion of  a  few  of  these  ships  for  some  weeks  longer ;  but  if  the  United 
States  had  chosen  war  instead  of  peace,  the  blockade  of  their  coasts 
would  have  been  supported  by  a  steam  fleet  of  more  than  sixty 
splendid  ships,  armed  with  1,800  guns,  many  of  them  of  the  heaviest 
and  most  effective  kind." — Saturday  Beview:  Jan.  11. 
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poned  its  January  dividend  on  account  of  the  disturbed 
condition  of  public  affairs." 

A  la  bonne  heure.  The  bond  and  share  holders  of  the 
Saginaw  must  look  for  loss  and  depression  in  times  of 
war.  This  is  one  of  war's  dreadful  taxes  and  necessities; 
and  all  sorts  of  innocent  people  must  suffer  by  the  misfort- 
une. The  corn  was  high  at  Waterloo  when  a  hundred  and 
fifty  thousand  men  came  and  trampled  it  down  on  a  Sab- 
bath morning.  There  was  no  help  for  that  calamity,  and 
the  Belgian  farmers  lost  their  crops  for  the  year.  Perhaps 
I  am  a  farmer  myself — an  innocent  colonus,  and  instead  of 
being  able  to  get  to  church  with  my  family,  have  to  see 
squadrons  of  French  dragoons  thundering  upon  my  barley, 
and  squares  of  English  infantry  forming  and  trampling  all 
over  my  oats.  (By  the  way,  in  writing  of  "Panics,"  an 
ingenious  writer  in  the  Atlantic  Magazine  says  that  the 
British  panics  at  Waterloo  were  frequent  and  notorious.) 
Well,  I  am  a  Belgian  peasant,  and  I  see  the  British  running 
away  and  the  French  cutting  the  fugitives  down.  What 
have  I  done  that  these  men  should  be  kicking  down  my 
peaceful  harvest  for  me,  on  which  I  counted,  to  pay  my  rent, 
to  feed  my  horses,  my  household,  my  children?  It  is  hard. 
But  it  is  the  fortune  of  war.  But  suppose  the  battle  over; 
the  Frenchman  says,  "  You  scoundrel !  why  did  you  not 
take  a  part  with  me?  and  why  did  you  stand  like  a  double- 
faced  traitor  looking  on?  I  should  have  won  the  battle  but 
for  you.  And  I  hereby  confiscate  the  farm  you  stand  on, 
and  you  and  your  family  may  go  to  the  workhouse." 

The  jSTew  York  press  holds  this  argument  over  English 
people  in  terrorem.  "  We  Americans  may  be  e\'er  so  wrong 
in  the  matter  in  dispute,  but  -if  you  push  us  to  a  war,  we 
will  confiscate  your  English  property."  Very  good.  It  is 
peace  now.  Confidence  of  course  is  restored  between  us. 
Our  eighteen  hundred  peace  commissioners  have  no  occa- 
sion to  open  their  mouths;  and  the  little  question  of  confis- 
cation is  postponed.  Messrs.  Battery,  Broadway  and  Co., 
of  New  York,  have  the  kindness  to  sell  my  Saginaws  for 
what  they  will  fetch.  I  shall  lose  half  my  loaf  very  likely; 
but  for  the  sake  of  a  quiet  life,  let  us  give  up  a  certain 
quantity  of  farinaceous  food;  and  half  a  loaf,  you  know,  is 
better  than  no  bread  at  all. 
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THE  NOTCH  ON  THE  AXE. 

A  STOEY  k  LA  MODE. 

PART  I. 

EvEEY  one  remembers  in  the  Fourth  Book  of  the  immor- 
tal poem  of  your  Blind  Bard,  (to  whose  sightless  orbs  no 
doubt  Glorious  Shapes  were  apparent,  and  Visions  Celes- 
tial,) how  Adam  discourses  to  Eve  of  the  Bright  Visitors 
who  hovered  round  their  Eden — 

"  Millions  of  spiritual  creatures  walk  the  earth, 
Unseen  both  when  we  wake  and  when  we  sleep.'' 

"'How  often,'  says  Father  Adam,  'from  the  steep  of 
echoing  hill  or  thicket,  have  we  heard  celestial  voices  to 
the  midnight  air,  sole,  or  responsive  to  each  other's  notes, 
singing ! '  After  the  Act  of  Disobedience,  when  the  erring 
pair  from  Eden  took  their  solitary  way,  and  went  forth  to 
toil  and  trouble  on  common  earth — though  the  Glorious 
Ones  no  longer  were  visible,  you  cannot  say  they  were 
gone?  It  was  not  that  the  Bright  Ones  were  absent,  but 
that  the  dim  eyes  of  rebel  man  no  longer  could  see  them. 
In  your  chamber  hangs  a  picture  of  one  whom  you  never 
knew,  but  whom  you  have  long  held  in  tenderest  regard, 
and  who  was  painted  for  you  by  a  friend  of  mine,  the 
Knight  of  Plympton.  She  communes  with  you.  She 
smiles  on  you.  When  your  spirits  are  low,  her  bright  eyes 
shine  on  you  and  cheer  you.  Her  innocent  sweet  smile  is 
a  caress  to  you.  She  never  fails  to  soothe  you  with  her 
speechless  prattle.  You  love  her.  She  is  alive  with  you. 
As  you  extinguish  your  candle  and  turn  to  sleep,  though 
your  eyes  see  her  not,  is  she  not  there  still  smiling?  As 
you  lie  in  the  night  awake,  and  thinking  of  your  duties, 
and  the  morrow's  inevitable  toil  oppressing  the  busy, 
weary,  wakeful  brain  as  with  a  remorse,  the  crackling  fire 
flashes  up  for  a  moment  in  the  grate,  and  she  is  there,  your 
little  Beauteous  Maiden,  smiling  with  her  sweet  eyes! 
When  moon  is  down,  when  fire  is  out,  when  curtains  are 
drawn,  when  lids  are  closed,  is  she  not  there,  the  little 
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Beautiful  One,  though  invisible,  present  and  smiling  still? 
Friend,  the  Unseen  Ones  are  round  about  us.  Does  it  not 
seem  as  if  the  time  were  drawing  near  when  it  shall  be 
given  to  men  to  behold  them?  " 

The  print  of  which  my  friend  spoke,  and  which,  indeed, 
hangs  in  my  room,  though  he  has  never  been  there,  is  that 
charming  little  winter  piece  of  Sir  Joshua,  representing  the 
little  Lady  Caroline  Montagu,  afterwards  Duchess  of  Buc- 
cleuch.  She  is  represented  as  standing  in  the  midst  of  a 
winter  landscape,  wrapped  in  muff  and  cloak;  and  she 
looks  out  of  her  picture  with  a  smile  so  exquisite  that  a 
Herod  could  not  see  her  without  being  charmed. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Pinto,"  I  said  to  the  person 
with  whom  I  was  conversing.  (I  wonder,  by  the  way,  that 
I  was  not  surprised  at  his  knowing  how  fond  I  am  of  this 
print.)  "You  spoke  of  the  Knight  of  Plympton  Sir 
Joshua  died,  1792:  and  you  say  he  was  your  dear  friend?  " 

As  I  spoke  I  chanced  to  look  at  Mr.  Pinto;  and  then  it 
suddenly  struck  me :  Gracious  powers !  Perhaps  you  are 
a  hundred  years  old,  now  I  think  of  it.  You  look  more 
than  a  hundred.  Yes,  you  may  be  a  thousand  years  old 
for  what  I  know.  Your  teeth  are  false.  One  eye  is  evi- 
dently false.  Can  I  say  that  the  other  is  not?  If  a  man's 
age  may  be  calculated  by  the  rings  round  his  eyes,  this 
man  may  be  as  old  as  Methusaleh.  He  has  no  beard  He 
wears  a  large  curly  glossy  brown  wig,  and  his  eyebrows  are 
painted  a  deep  olive-green.  It  was  odd  to  hear  this  man, 
this  walking  mummy,  talking  sentiment,  in  these  queer  old 
chambers  in  Shepherd's  Inn. 

Pinto  passed  a  yellow  bandanna  handkerchief  over  his 
awful  white  teeth,  and  kept  his  glass  eye  steadily  fixed  on 
me.  "  Sir  Joshua's  friend?  "  said  he  (you  perceive,  elud- 
ing my  direct  question).  "Is  not  every  one  that  knows  his 
pictures  Reynolds's  friend?  Suppose  I  tell  you  that  I 
have  been  in  his  painting  room  scores  of  times,  and  that 
his  sister  The  has  made  me  tea,  and  his  sister  Toffy  has 
made  coffee  for  me?  You  will  only  say  I  am  an  old  ombog." 
(Mr.  Pinto,  I  remarked,  spoke  all  languages  with  an  accent 
equally  foreign.)  "Suppose  I  tell  you  that  I  knew  Mr. 
Sam  Johnson,  and  did  not  like  him?  that  I  was  at  that 
very  ball  at  Madame  Cornells' ,  which  you  have  mentioned 
in  one  of  your  little^ what  do  you  call  them? — bah!  my 
memory  begins  to  fail  me — in  oue  of  your  little  ^Yhirligig 
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Papers?  Suppose  I  tell  you  that  Sir  Joshua  has  been  here, 
in  this  very  room?  " 

"Have  you,  then,  had  these  apartments  for — more — 
than — seventy  years?  "  I  asked. 

"  They  look  as  if  they  had  not  been  swept  for  that  time 
— don't  they?  Hey?  I  did  not  say  that  I  had  them  for 
seventy  years,  but  that  Sir  Joshua  has  visited  me  here." 

"  When?  "  I  asked,  eyeing  the  man  sternly,  for  I  began 
to  think  he  was  an  impostor. 

He  answered  me  with  a  glance  still  more  stern :  "  Sir 
Joshua  Eeynolds  was  here  this  very  morning,  with  An- 
gelica Kaufmann,  and  Mr.  Oliver  Goldschmidt.  He  is  still 
very  much  attached  to  Angelica,  who  still  does  not  care 
for  him.  Because  he  is  dead  (and  I  was  in  the  fourth 
mourning  coach  at  his  funeral)  is  that  any  reason  why  he 
should  not  come  back  to  earth  again?  My  good  sir,  you 
are  laughing  at  me.  He  has  sat  many  a  time  on  that  very 
chair  which  you  are  occupying.  There  are  several  spirits 
in  the  room  now,  whom  you  cannot  see.  Excuse  me." 
Here  he  turned  round  as  if  he  was  addressing  somebody, 
and  began  rapidly  speaking  a  language  unknown  to  me. 
"It  is  Arabic,"  he  said;  "a  bad  patois,  I  own.  I  learned 
it  in  Barbary,  when  I  was  a  prisoner  amongst  the  Moors. 
In  anno  1609,  bin  ick  aldus  ghekledt  gheghaen.  Ha !  you 
doubt  me :  look  at  me  well.     At  least  I  am  like " 

Perhaps  some  of  my  readers  remember  a  paper  of  which 
the  figure  of  a  man  carrying  a  barrel  formed  the  initial  let- 
ter, and  which  I  copied  from  an  old  spoon  now  in  my  pos- 
session. As  I  looked  at  Mr.  Pinto  I  do  declare  he  looked 
so  like  the  figure  on  that  old  piece  of  plate  that  I  started 
and  felt  very  uneasy.  "  Ha !  "  said  he,  laughing  through 
his  false  teeth  (I  declare  they  were  false — I  could  see  ut- 
terly toothless  gums  working  up  and  down  behind  the  pink 
coral),  "you  see  I  wore  a  beard  den;  I  am  shafed  now; 
perhaps  you  tink  I  am  a  spoon.  Ha,  ha ! "  And  as  he 
laughed  he  gave  a  cough  which  I  thought  would  have 
coughed  his  teeth  out,  his  glass  eye  out,  his  wig  off,  his 
very  head  off,  but  he  stopped  this  convulsion  by  stumping 
across  the  room  and  seizing  a  little  bottle  of  bright  pink 
medicine,  which,  being  opened,  spread  a  singular  acrid  aro- 
matic odour  through  the  apartment;  and  I  thought  I  saw — 
but  of  this  I  cannot  take  an  affirmation — a  light  green  and 
violet  flame  flickering  round  the  neck  of  the  phial  as  he 
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opened  it.  By  the  way,  from  the  peculiar  stumping  noise 
which  he  made  in  crossing  the  bare-boarded  apartment,  I 
knew  at  once  that  my  strange  entertainer  had  a  wooden  leg. 
Over  the  dust  which  lay  quite  thick  on  the  boards,  you 
could  see  the  mark  of  one  foot  very  neat  and  pretty,  and 
then  a  round  0,  which  was  naturally  the  impression  made 
by  the  wooden  stump.  I  own  I  had  a  queer  thrill  as  I 
saw  that  mark,  and  felt  a  secret  comfort  that  it  was  not 
cloven. 

In  this  desolate  apartment  in  which  Mr.  Pinto  had  in- 
vited me  to  see  him,  there  were  three  chairs,  one  bottom- 
less, a  little  table  on  which  you  might  put  a  breakfast-tray, 
and  not  a  single  other  article  of  furniture.  In  the  next 
room,  the  door  of  which  was  open,  I  could  see  a  magnifi- 
cent gilt  dressing-case,  with  some  splendid  diamond  and 
ruby  shirt-studs  lying  by  it,  and  a  chest  of  drawers,  and  a 
cupboard  apparently  full  of  clothes. 

Remembering  him  in  Baden  Baden  in  great  magnificence, 
I  wondered  at  his  present  denuded  state.  "  You  have  a 
house  elsewhere,  Mr.  Pinto?  "  I  said. 

" Many,"  says  he.  "I  have  apartments  in  many  cities. 
I  lock  dem  up,  and  do  not  carry  mosh  logish." 

I  then  remembered  that  his  apartment  at  Baden,  where 
I  first  met  him,  was  bare,  and  had  no  bed  in  it. 

"There  is,  then,  a  sleeping- room  beyond?" 

"This  is  the  sleeping-room."  (He  pronounces  it  dis). 
Can  this,  by  the  way,  give  any  clue  to  the  nationality  of 
this  singular  man?) 

"  If  you  sleep  on  these  two  old  chairs  you  have  a  rickety 
couch;  if  on  the  floor,  a  dusty  one." 

"  Suppose  I  sleep  up  dere?  "  said  this  strange  man,  and 
he  actually  pointed  up  to  the  ceiling.  I  thought  him  mad, 
or  what  he  himself  called  an  ombog.  "I  know.  You  do 
not  believe  me;  for  why  should  I  deceive  you?  I  came 
but  to  propose  a  matter  of  business  to  you.  I  told  you  I 
could  give  you  the  clue  to  the  mystery  of  the  Two  Children 
in  Black,  whom  we  met  at  Baden,  and  you  came  to  see  me. 
If  I  told  you  you  would  not  believe  me.  What  for  try  and 
convinz  yoi\?  Ha  hey?  "  And  he  shook  his  hand  once, 
twice,  thrice,  at  me,  and  glared  at  me  out  of  his  eye  in  a 
peculiar  way. 

Of  what  happened  now  I  protest  I  cannot  give  an  accu- 
rate account.     It  seemed  to  me  that  there  shot  a  flame 
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from  his  eye  into  my  brain,  whilst  behind  his  glass  eye 
there  was  a  green  illumination  as  if  a  candle  had  been  lit 
in  it.  It  seemed  to  me  that  from  his  long  iingers  two 
quivering  flames  issued,  sputtering,  as  it  were,  which  pene- 
trated me,  and  forced  me  back  into  one  of  the  chairs — the 
broken  one — out  of  which  I  had  much  difficulty  in  scram- 
bling, when  the  strange  glamour  was  ended.  It  seemed  to 
me  that,  when  I  was  so  fixed,  so  transfixed  in  the  broken 
chair,  the  man  floated  up  to  the  ceiling,  crossed  his  legs, 
folded  his  arms  as  if  he  was  lying  on  a  sofa,  and  grinned 
down  at  me.  When  I  came  to  myself  he  was  down 
from  the  ceiling,  and,  taking  me  out  of  the  broken  cane- 
bottomed  chair,  kindly  enough — "  Bah !  "  said  he,  "  it  is 
the  smell  of  my  medicine.  It  often  gives  the  vertigo.  I 
thought  you  would  have  had  a  little  fit.  Come  into  the 
open  air."  And  we  went  down  the  steps,  and  into  Shep- 
herd's Inn,  where  the  setting  sun  was  just  shining  on  the 
statue  of  Shepherd;  the  laundresses  were  trapesing  about; 
the  porters  were  leaning  against  the  railings;  and  the 
clerks  were  playing  at  marbles,  to  my  inexpressible  con- 
solation. 

"  You  said  you  were  going  to  dine  at  the  Gray's-inn 
Coffee-house,"  he  said.  I  was.  I  often  dine  there.  There 
is  excellent  wine  at  the  Gray's-inn  Coffee-house;  but  I  de- 
clare I  NEVER  SAID  SO.  I  was  not  astonished  at  his  re- 
mark; no  more  astonished  than  if  I  was  in  a  dream.  Per- 
haps I  was  in  a  dream.  Is  life  a  dream?  Are  dreams 
facts?  Is  sleeping  being  really  awake?  I  don't  know.  I 
tell  you  I  am  puzzled.  I  have  read  "The  Woman  in 
White,"  "The  Strange  Story" — not  to  mention  that  story 
stranger  than  fiction  in  the  Comhill  Magazine — that  story 
for  which  three  credible  witnesses  are  ready  to  vouch.  I 
have  read  that  Article  in  the  Times  about  Mr.  Foster.  I 
have  had  messages  from  the  dead;  and  not  only  from  the 
dead,  but  from  people  who  never  existed  at  all.  I  own  I 
am  in  a  state  of  much  bewilderment :  but,  if  you  please, 
will  proceed  with  my  simple,  my  artless  story. 

Well,  then.  We  passed  from  Shepherd's  Inn  into  Hol- 
born,  and  looked  for  a  while  at  Woodgate's  bric-a-brac 
shop,  which  I  never  can  pass  without  delaying  at  the  win- 
dows— indeed,  if  I  were  going  to  be  hung,  I  would  beg  the 
cart  to  stop,  and  let  me  have  one  look  more  at  that  delight- 
ful omnium  gatherum.     And  passing  Woodgate's,  we  come 
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to  Gale's  little  shop,  No.  47,  which  is  also  a  favourite 
haunt  of  mine. 

Mr.  Gale  happened  to  be  at  his  door,  and  as  we  ex- 
changed salutations,  "Mr.  Pinto,"  I  said,  "will  you  like 
to  see  a  real  curiosity  in  this  curiosity  shop?  Step  into 
Mr.  Gale's  little  back  room." 

In  that  little  back  parlour  there  are  Chinese  gongs;  there 
are  old  Saxe  and  Sfevres  plates;  there  is  Furstenberg,  Carl. 
Theodor,  Worcester,  Amstel,  Nankin  and  other  jimcrock- 
ery.  And  in  the  corner  what  do  you  think  there  is? 
There  is  an  actual  GUILLOTINE.  If  you  doubt  me,  go 
and  see — Gale,  High  Holborn,  No.  47.  It  is  a  slim  instru- 
ment, much  slighter  than  those  which  they  make  now; — 
some  nine  feet  high,  narrow,  a  pretty  piece  of  upholstery 
enough.  There  is  the  hook  over  which  the  rope  used  to 
play  which  unloosened  the  dreadful  axe  above ;  and  look ! 
dropped  into  the  orifice  where  the  head  used  to  go — there 
is  THE  AXE  itself,  all  rusty,  with  a  great  notch  ix  the 

BLADE. 

As  Pinto  looked  at  it — Mr.  Gale  was  not  in  the  room,  I 
recollect — happening  to  have  been  just  called  out  by  a  cus- 
tomer who  offered  him  three  pound  fourteen  and  sixpence 
for  a  blue  Shepherd  in  pate  tendre, — Mr.  Pinto  gave  a  little 
start,  and  seemed  crispe  for  a  moment.  Then  he  looked 
steadily  towards  one  of  those  great  porcelain  stools  which 
you  see  in  gardens — and — it  seemed  to  me — I  tell  you  I 
won't  take  my  affidavit — I  may  have  been  maddened  by 
the  six  glasses  I  took  of  that  pink  elixir — I  may  have  been 
sleep-walking :  perhaps  am  as  I  write  now — I  may  have 
been  under  the  influence  of  that  astounding  MEDIUM  into 
whose  hands  I  had  fallen — but  I  vow  I  heard  Pinto  say, 
with  rather  a  ghastly  grin  at  the  porcelain  stool, 

"Nay,  nefer  shague  your  gory  locks  at  me, 
Dou  canst  not  say  1  did  it. " 

(He  pronounced  it,  by  the  way,  I  dit  it,  by  which  I  know 
that  Pinto  was  a  German.) 

I  heard  Pinto  say  those  very  words,  and  sitting  on  the 
porcelain  stool  I  saw,  dimly  at  first,  then  with  an  awful 
distinctness — a  ghost — an  eidolon — a  form — a  headless 
MAN  seated,  with  his  head  in  his  lap,  which  wore  an  ex- 
pression of  piteous  surprise. 

At  this  minute,  Mr.  Gale  entered  from  the  front  shop  to 
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show  a  customer  some  delf  plates;  and  he  did  not  see — but 
we  did — the  figure  rise  up  from  the  porcelain  stool,  shake 
its  head,  which  it  held  in  its  hand,  and  which  kept  its  eyes 
fixed  sadly  on  us,  and  disappear  behind  the  guillotine. 

"  Come  to  the  Gray's-inn  CofEee-house,"  Pinto  said,  "  and 
I  will  tell  you  how  the  notch  came  to  the  axe. "  And  we 
walked  down  Holborn  at  about  thirty-seven  minutes  past 
six  o'clock. 

If  there  is  anything  in  the  above  statement  which  aston- 
ishes the  reader,  I  promise  him  that  in  the  next  chapter  of 
this  little  story  he  will  be  astonished  still  more. 


PART  II. 

"  You  will  excuse  me,"  I  said  to  my  companion,  "for  re- 
marking, that  when  you  addressed  the — the  individual  sit- 
ting on  the  porcelain  stool,  with  his  head  in  his  lap,  your 
ordinarily  benevolent  features" — (this  I  confess  was  a 
bouncer,  for  between  ourselves  a  more  sinister  and  ill- looking 
rascal  than  Mons.  P.  I  have  seldom  set  eyes  on) — "your 
ordinarily  handsome  face  wore  an  expression  that  was  by  no 
means  pleasing.     You  grinned  at  the  individual  just  as  you 

did  at  me  when  you  went  up  to  the  cei ,  pardon  me,  as 

I  thought  you  did,  when  I  fell  down  in  a  fit  in  your  cham- 
bers ;  "  and  I  qualified  my  words  in  a  great  flutter  and  trem- 
ble ;  I  did  not  care  to  offend  the  man — I  did  not  dare  to 
offend  the  man.  I  thought  once  or  twice  of  jumping  into 
a  cab,  and  flying;  of  taking  refuge  in  Day  and  Martin's 
Blacking  Warehouse ;  of  speaking  to  a  policeman,  but  not 
one  would  come.  I.  was  this  man's  slave.  I  followed  him 
like  his  dog.  I  could  not  get  away  from  him.  So,  you  see, 
I  went  on  meanly  conversing  with  hiai,  and  affecting  a  sim- 
pering confidence.  I  remember,  when  I  was  a  little  boy  at 
school,  going  up  fawning  and  smiling  in  this  way  to  some 
great  hulking  bully  of  a  sixth-form  boy.  So  I  said  in  a 
word,  "  Your  ordinarily  handsome  face  wore  a  disagreeable 
expression,"  &c. 

"It  is  ordinarily  ■wer-y  handsome,"  said  he,  with  such  a 
leer  at  a  couple  of  passers-by,  that  one  of  them  cried,  "  Oh 
crikey,  here's  a  precious  guy! "  and  a  child,  in  its  nurse's 
arms,  screamed  itself  into  convulsions.  "  Oh,  out,  che  suis 
tres  choli  gargon,  Men  peau,  cerdainement"  continued  Mr. 
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Pinto ;  "  but  you  were  right.  That — that  person  was  not 
very  well  pleased,  when  he  saw,  me.  There  was  no  love 
lost  between  us,  as  you  say;  and  the  world  never  knew 
a  more  worthless  miscreant.  I  hate  him,  voyez-vous  ?  I 
hated  him  alife;  I  hate  him  dead.  I  hate  him  man;  I 
hate  him  ghost:  and  he  know  it,  and  tremble  before  me. 
If  I  see  him  twenty  tausend  years  hence — and  why  not? 
— I  shall  hate  him  still.  You  remarked  how  he  was 
dressed?  " 

"  In  black  satin  breeches  and  striped  stockings;  a  white 
pique  waistcoat,  a  grey  coat,  with  large  metal  buttons,  and 
his  hair  in  powder.  He  must  have  worn  a  pigtail — 
only " 

"  Only  it  was  cut  off!  Ha,  ha,  ha !  "  Mr.  Pinto  cried, 
yelling  a  laugh,  which,  I  observed,  made  the  policemen 
stare  very  much.  "  Yes.  It  was  cut  off  by  the  same  blow 
which  took  off  the  scoundrel's  head — ho,  ho,  ho ! "  And 
he  made  a  circle  with  his  hook-nailed  finger  round  his  own 
yellow  neck,  and  grinned  with  a  horrible  triumph.  "  I 
promise  you  that  fellow  was  surprised  when  he  found  his 
head  in  the  pannier.  Ha !  ha !  Do  you  ever  cease  to  hate 
those  whom  you  hate?  " — fire  flashed  terrifically  from  his 
glass  eye,  as  he  spoke — "  or  to  love  dose  whom  you  once 
loved?  Oh,  never,  never !  "  And  here  his  natural  eye  was 
bedewed  with  tears.  "But  here  we  are  at  the  Gray's-inn 
Coffee-house.     James,  what  is  the  joint?  " 

That  very  respectful  and  efficient  waiter  brought  in  the 
bill  of  fare,  and  I,  for  my  part,  chose  boiled  leg  of  pork 
and  pease-pudding,  which  my  acquaintance  said  would  do 
as  well  as  anything  else ;  though  I  remarked  he  only  trifled 
with  the  pease-pudding,  and  left  all  the  pork  on  the  plate. 
In  fact,  he  scarcely  ate  anything.  But  he  drank  a  prodig- 
ious quantity  of  wine ;  and  I  must  say  that  my  friend  Mr. 
Hart's  port  wine  is  so  good  that  I  myself  took — well,  I 
should  think  I  took  three  glasses.  Yes,  three,  certainly-. 
He — I  mean  Mr.  P.- — ^the  old  rogue,  was  insatiable  :  for  we 
had  to  call  for  a  second  bottle  in  no  time,  ^yhen  that  was 
gone,  my  companion  wanted  another.  A  little  red  mounted 
up  to  his  yellow  cheeks  as  he  drank  the  wine,  and  he 
winked  at  it  in  a  strange  manner.  "I  remember,"  said  he 
musing,  "  when  port  wine  was  scarcely  drunk  in  this  coun- 
try— though  the  Queen  liked  it,  and  so  did  Harley;  but 
Bolingbroke  didn't — he  drank  Florence  and  champagne. 
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Dr.  Swift  put  water  to  his  wine.  '  Jonathan, '  I  once  said 
to  him — but  bah!  autres  temps,  autres  mceurs.  Another 
magnum,  James." 

This  was  all  very  well.'  "My  good  sir,"  I  said,  "it  may 
suit  you  to  order  bottles  of  '20  port,  at  a  guinea  a  bottle; 
but  that  kind  of  price  does  not  suit  me.  I  only  happen  to 
have  thirty-four  and  sixpence  in  my  pocket,  of  which  I 
want  a  shilling  for  the  waiter,  and  eighteen-pence  for  my 
cab.  You  rich  foreigners  and  swells  may  spend  what  you 
like"  (I  had  him  there:  for  my  friend's  dress  was  as 
shabby  as  an  old-clothes-man's) ;  "but  a  man  with  a  fam- 
ily, Mr.  What-d'you-call'im,  cannot  afford  to  spend  seven 
or  eight  hundred  a  year  on  his  dinner  alone." 

"Bah!"  he  said.  "Nunkey  pays  for  all,  as  you  say. 
I  will  what  you  call  stant  the  dinner,  if  you  are  so  poor  !  " 
and  again  he  gave  that  disagreeable  grin,  and  placed  an 
odious  crooked-nailed,  and  by  no  means  clean  finger  to  his 
nose.  But  I  was  not  so  afraid  of  him  now,  for  we  were  in 
a  public  place ;  and  the  two  half  glasses  of  port  wine  had, 
you  see,  given  me  courage. 

"  What  a  pretty  snuff-box ! "  he  remarked,  as  I  handed 
him  mine,  which  I  am  still  old-fashioned  enough  to  carry. 
It  is  a  pretty  old  gold  box  enough,  but  valuable  to  me  espe- 
cially as  a  relic  of  an  old,  old  relative,  whom  I  can  just 
remember  as  a  child,  when  she  was  very  kind  to  me. 
"  Yes ;  a  pretty  box.  I  can  remember  when  many  ladies — 
most  ladies,  carried  a  box — nay,  two  boxes — tabatiere  and 
bonbonniere.  What  lady  carries  snuff-box  now,  hey?  Sup- 
pose your  astonishment  if  a  lady  in  an  assembly  were  to 
offer  you  a  prise  ?  I  can  remember  a  lady  with  such  a  box 
as  this,  with  a  tour,  as  we  used  to  call  it  then ;  -w'lihpaniers, 
with  a  tortoise-shell  cane,  with  the  prettiest  little  high- 
heeled  velvet  shoes  in  the  world ! — ^ah !  that  was  a  time, 
that  was  a  time !  Ah,  Eliza,  Eliza,  I  have  thee  now  in  my 
mind's  eye !  At  Bungay  on  the  Waveney,  did  I  not  walk 
with  thee,  Eliza?  Aha,  did  I  not  love  thee?  Did  I  not 
walk  with  thee  then?     Do  I  not  see  thee  still?  " 

This  was  passing  strange.  My  ancestress — but  there  is 
no  need  to  publish  her  revered  name — did  indeed  live  at 
Bungay  Saint  Mary's,  where  she  lies  buried.  She  used  to 
walk  with  a  tortoise-shell  cane.  She  used  to  wear  little 
black  velvet  shoes,  with  the  prettiest  high  heels  in  the 
world. 

28 
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"Did  you — did  you — know,  then,  my  great  gr-ndm- 
ther?  "  I  said. 

He  pulled  up  his  coat-sleeve — "Is  that  her  name?"  he 
said. 

"Eliza " 

There,  I  declare,  was  the  very  name  of  the  kind  old 
creature  written  in  red  on  his  arm. 

"  You  knew  her  old,"  he  said,  divining  my  thoughts 
(with  his  strange  knack) ;  "  /  knew  her  young  and  lovely. 
I  danced  with  her  at  the  Bury  ball.  Did  I  not,  dear,  dear 
Miss ? 

As  I  live  he  here  mentioned  dear  gr-nny's  maiden  name. 
Her  'maiden  name  was Her  honoured  married  name 


"  She  married  your  great  gr-ndf-th-r  the  year  Poseidon 
won  the  Newmarket  Plate,"  Mr.  Pinto  drily  remarked. 

Merciful  powers!  I  remember,  over  the  old  shagreen 
knife  and  spoon  case  on  the  sideboard  in  my  gr-nny's  par- 
lour, a  print  by  Stubbs  of  that  very  horse.  My  grandsire, 
in  a  red  coat  and  his  fair  hair  flowing  over  his  shoulders, 
was  over  the  mantelpiece,  and  Poseidon  won  the  Newmar- 
ket Cup  in  the  year  1783! 

"  Yes ;  you  are  right.  I  danced  a  minuet  with  her  at 
Bury  that  very  night,  before  I  lost  my  poor  leg.  And  I 
quarrelled  with  your  grandf ,  ha !  " 

As  he  said  "  Ha !  "  there  came  three  quiet  little  taps  on 
the  table — it  is  the  middle  table  in  the  Gray's-iuu  Coffee- 
house, under  the  bust  of  the  late  Duke  of  W-11-ngt-n. 

"I  fired  in  the  air,"  he  continued,  "did  I  not?  "  (Tap, 
tap,  tap.)  "  Your  grandfather  hit  me  in  the  leg.  He 
married  three  months  afterwards.  '  Captain  Brown,'  I 
said,  '  who  could  see  Miss  Sm-th  without  loving  her?  '  She 
is  there!  She  is  there!"  (Tap,  tap,  tap.)  "Yes,  my 
first  love " 

But  here  there  came  tap,  tap,  which  everybody  knows 
means  "No." 

"I  forgot,"  he  said,  with  a  faint  blush  stealing  over  his 

wan  features,  "  she  was  not  my  first  love.     In  Germ in 

my  own  country — there  tvas  a  young  woman " 

Tap,  tap,  tap.  There  was  here  quite  a  lively  little  treble 
knock;  and  when  the  old  man  said,  "But  I  loved  thee  bet- 
ter than  all  the  world,  Eliza,"  the  affirmative  signal  was 
briskly  repeated. 
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And  this  I  declare  upon  my  honouk.  There  was,  I 
have  said,  a  bottle  of  port  wine  before  us — I  should  say  a 
decanter.  That  decanter  was  lifted  up,  and  out  of  it  into 
our  respective  glasses  two  bumpers  of  wine  were  poured. 
I  appeal  to  Mr.  Hart,  the  landlord — I  appeal  to  James, 
the  respectful  and  intelligent  waiter,  if  this  statement  is 
not  true?  And  when  we  had  finished  that  magnum,  and  I 
said — for  I  did  not  now  in  the  least  doubt  of  her  presence 
— "Dear  gr-nny,  may  we  have  another  magnum?" — the 
table  distinctly  rapped  "No." 

"Now,  my  good  sir,"  Mr.  Pinto  said,  who  really  began 
to  be  affected  by  the  wine,  "  you  understand  the  interest  I 

have  taken  in  you.    I  loved  Eliza "  (of  course  I  don't 

mention  family  names).  "  I  knew  you  had  that  box  which 
belonged  to  her — I  will  give  you  what  you  like  for  that  box. 
Name  your  price  at  once,  and  I  pay  you  on  the  spot." 

"  Why,  when  we  came  out,  you  said  you  had  not  six- 
pence in  your  pocket." 

"  Bah !  give  you  anything  you  like — fifty — a  hundred — 
a  tausend  pound." 

"Come,  come,"   said  I,   "the  gold  of  the  box  maybe, 
worth  nine  guineas,  and  the/apow  we  will  put  at  six  more." 

"  One  tausend  guineas !  "  he  screeched.  "  One  tausend 
and  fifty  pound,  dere ! "  and  he  sank  back  in  his  chair — 
no,  by  the  way,  on  his  bench,  for  he  was  sitting  with  his 
back  to  one  of  the  partitions  of  the  boxes,  as  I  daresay 
James  remembers. 

"Don't  go  on  in  this  way,"  I  continued,  rather  weakly, 
for  I  did  not  know  whether  1  was  in  a  dream.  "  If  you 
offer  me  a  thousand  guineas  for  this  box  I  must  take  it. 
Mustn't  I,  dear  gr-nny?  " 

The  table  most  distinctly  said,  "  Yes ; "  and  putting  out 
his  claws  to  seize  the  box,  Mr.  Pinto  plunged  his  hooked 
nose  into  it  and  eagerly  inhaled  some  of  my  47  with  a  dash 
of  Hardman. 

"  But  stay,  you  old  harpy !  "  I  exclaimed,  being  now  in 
a  sort  of  rage,  and  quite  familiar  with  him.  "  Where  is 
the  money.     Where  is  the  check?  " 

"  James,  a  piece  of  note-paper  and  a  receipt  stamp !  " 

"This  is  all  mighty  well,  sir,"  I  said,  "but  I  don't  know 
you;  I  never  saw  you  before.  I  will  trouble  you  to  hand 
me  that  box  back  again,  or  give  me  a  check  with  some 
known  signature." 
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"Whose?     Ha,  Ha,  HA!" 

The  room  happened  to  be  very  dark.  Indeed,  all  the 
waiters  were  gone  to  supper,  and  there  were  only  two  gen- 
tlemen snoring  in  their  respective  boxes.  I  saw  a  hand 
come  quivering  down  from  the  ceiling — a  very  pretty  hand, 
on  which  was  a  ring  with  a  coronet,  with  a  lion  rampant 
gules  for  a  crest.  I  saw  that  hand  take  a  dip  of  ink  and 
write  across  the  paper.  Mr.  Pinto  then,  taking  a  grey 
receipt  stamp  out  of  his  blue  leather  pocket-book,  fas- 
tened it  on  to  the  paper  by  the  usual  process;  and  the 
hand  then  wrote  across  the  receipt  stamp,  went  across 
the  table  and  shook  hands  with  Pinto,  and  then,  as 
if  waving  him  an  adieu,  vanished  in  the  direction  of  the 
ceiling. 

There  was  the  paper  before  me,  wet  with  the  ink.  There 
was  the  pen  which  the  hand  had  used.  Does  anybody 
doubt  me?  1  have  that  pen  now.  A  cedar  stick  of  a  not 
uncommon  sort,  and  holding  one  of  Gillott's  pens.  It  is 
in  my  inkstand  now,  I  tell  you.  Anybody  may  see  it. 
The  handwriting  on  the  cheque,  for  such  the  document 
was,  was  the  writing  of  a  female.  It  ran  thus : — "  London, 
midnight,  March  31,  1862.  Pay  the  bearer  one  thousand 
and  fifty  pounds.  Rachel  Sidonia.  To  Messrs.  Sidonia, 
Pozzosanto,  and  Co.,  London." 

"  Noblest  and  best  of  women !  "  said  Pinto,  kissing  the 
sheet  of  paper  with  much  reverence;  "  my  good  Mr.  Round- 
about, I  suppose  you  do  not  question  that  signature?  " 

Indeed,  the  house  of  Sidonia,  Pozzosanto,  and  Co.  is 
known  to  be  one  of  the  richest  in  Europe,  and  as  for  the 
Countess  Rachel,  she  was  known  to  be  the  chief  manager 
of  that  enormously  wealthy  establishment.  There  was 
only  one  little  difficulty,  the  Countess  Rachel  died  last  Oc- 
tober. 

I  pointed  out  this  circumstance,  and  tossed  over  the  pa- 
per to  Pinto  with  a  sneer. 

"  Cest  a  brendre  ou  a  laisser,"  he  said  with  some  heat. 
•''  You  literary  men  are  all  imbrudent;  but  I  did  not  tink 
you  such  a  fool  wie  dis.  Your  box  is  not  worthy  twenty 
pound,  and  T  offer  you  a  tausend  because  I  know  you  want 
money  to  pay  dat  rascal  Tom's  college  bills."  (This  strange 
man  actually  knew  that  my  scapegrace  Tom  has  been  a 
source  of  great  expense  and  annoyance  to  me.)  "  You  see 
money  costs  me  nothhig,  and  you  refuse  to  take  it!     Once, 
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twice ;  will  you  take  this  cheque  in  exchange  for  your  trum- 
pery snufE-box?  " 

What  could  I  do?  My  poor  granny's  legacy  was  valua- 
ble and  dear  to  me,  but  after  all  a  thousand  guineas  are 
not  to  be  had  every  day.  "Be  it  a  bargain,"  said  I. 
"  Shall  we  have  a  glass  of  wine  on  it?  "  says  Pinto ;  and 
to  this  proposal  I  also  unwillingly  acceded,  reminding  him, 
by  the  way,  that  he  had  not  yet  told  me  the  story  of  the 
headless  man. 

"Your  poor  gr-ndm-ther  was  right  jast  now,  when  she 
said  she  was  not  my  first  love.  'Twas  one  those  banales 
expressions  "  (here  Mr.  P.  blushed  once  more)  "  which  we 
use  to  women.  We  tell  each  she  is  our  first  passion.  They 
reply  with  a  similar  illusory  formula.  No  man  is  any 
woman's  first  love;  no  woman  any  man's.  We  are  in  love 
in  our  nurses'  arms,  and  women  coquette  with  their  eyes 
before  their  tongue  can  form  a  word.  How  could  your 
lovely  relative  love  me?  I  was  far,  far  too  old  for  her.  I 
am  older  than  I  look.  I  am  so  old  that  you  would  not  be- 
lieve my  age  were  I  to  tell  you.  I  have  loved  many  and 
many  a  woman  before  your  relative.  It  has  not  always 
been  fortunate  for  them  to  love  me.  Ah,  Sophronia! 
Eiound  the  dreadful  circus  where  you  fell,  and  whence  I 
was  dragged  corpse-like  by  the  heels,  there  sate  multitudes 
more  savage  than  the  lions  which  mangled  your  sweet  form ! 
Ah,  tenez !  when  we  marched  to  the  terrible  stake  together 

at  Valladolid — the  Protestant  and  the  J .     But  away 

with  memory !  Boy !  it  was  happy  for  thy  grandam  that 
she  loved  me  not. 

"During  that  strange  period,"  he  went  on,  "when  the 
teeming  Time  was  great  with  the  revolution  that  was 
speedily  to  be  born,  I  was  on  a  mission  in  Paris  with  my 
excellent,  my  maligned  friend,  Cagliostro.  Mesmer  was 
one  of  our  band.  I  seemed  to  occupy  but  an  obscure  rank 
in  it :  though,  as  you  know,  in  secret  societies  the  humble 
man  may  be  a  chief  and  director — the  ostensible  leader  but 
a  puppet  moved  by  unseen  hands.  Never  mind  who  was 
chief,  or  who  was  second.  Never  mind  my  age.  It  boots 
not  to  tell  it :  why  shall  I  expose  myself  to  your  scornful 
incredulity — or  reply  to  your  questions  in  words  that  are 
familiar  to  you,  but  which  yet  you  cannot  understand? 
Words  are  symbols  of  things  which  you  know,  or  of  things 
which  you  don't  know.     If  you  don't  know  them,  to  speak 
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is  idle."  (Here  I  confess  Mr.  P.  spoke  for  exactly  thirty- 
eight  minutes,  about  physics,  metaphysics,  language,  the 
origin  and  destiny  of  man,  during  -which  time  I  was  rather 
bored,  and,  to  relieve  my  ennui,  drank  a  half  glass  or  so 
of  wine.)  "Love,  friend,  is  the  fountain  of  youth!  It 
may  not  happen  to  me  once — once  in  an  age :  but  when  I 
love,  then  I  am  young.  I  loved  when  I  was  in  Paris. 
Bathilde,  Bathilde,  T  loved  thee — ah,  how  fondly !  Wine, 
I  say,  more  wine !  Love  is  ever  young.  I  was  a  boy  at 
the  little  feet  of  Bathilde  de  Bechamel — the  fair,  the  fond, 
the  fickle,  ah,  the  false!  "  The  strange  old  man's  agony 
was  here  really  terrific,  and  he  showed  himself  much  more 
agitated  than  he  had  been  when  speaking  about  my  gr-nd- 
m-th-r. 

"  I  thought  Blanche  might  love  me.  I  could  speak  to 
her  in  the  language  of  all  countries,  and  tell  her  the  lore 
of  all  ages.  I  could  trace  the  nursery  legends  which  she 
loved  up  to  their  Sanscrit  source,  and  whisper  to  her  the 
darkling  mysteries  of  Egyptian  Magi.  I  could  chant  for 
her  the  wild  chorus  that  rang  in  the  dishevelled  Eleusinian 
revel :  I  could  tell  her,  and  I  would,  the  watchword  never 
known  but  to  one  woman,  the  Saban  queen,  which  Hiram 
breathed  in  the  absymal  ear  of  Solomon. — You  don't  at- 
tend. Psha !  you  have  drunk  too  much  wine !  "  Perhaps 
I  may  as  well  own  that  I  was  not  attending,  for  he  had 
been  carrying  on  for  about  fifty-seven  minutes;  and  I  don't 
like  a  man  to  have  ail  the  talk  to  himself. 

"Blanche  de  Bechamel  was  wild,  then,  about  this  secret 
of  Masonry.  In  early,  early  days  I  loved,  I  married  a  girl 
fair  as  Blanche,  who,  too,  was  tormented  \>j  curiosity,  who, 
too,  would  peep  into  my  closet — into  the  only  secret  I 
guarded  from  her.  A  dreadful  fate  befel  poor  Fatima. 
An  accident  shortened  her  life.  Poor  thing!  she  had  a 
foolish  sister  who  urged  her  on.  I  always  told  her  to  be- 
ware of  Ann.  She  died.  They  said  her  brothers  killed 
her.  A  gross  falsehood.  Am  I  dead?  If  I  were,  could  I 
pledge  you  in  this  wine?  " 

"Was  your  name,"  I  asked,  quite  bewildered,  "was 
your  name,  pray,  then,  ever  Blueb " 

"Hush!  the  waiter  will  overhear  you.  Methought  we 
were  speaking  of  Blanche  de  Bechamel.  I  loved  her, 
young  man.  My  pearls,  and  diamonds,  and  treasure,  my 
wit,   my  wisdom,   my  passion,  I  flung  them  all  into  the 
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child's  lap.  I  was  a  fool!  Was  strong  Sampson  not  as 
weak  as  I?     Was   Solomon  the  Wise  much  better  when 

Balkis  wheedled  him?    I  said  to  the  king But  enough 

of  that,  I  spake  of  Blanche  de  Bechamel. 

"  Curiosity  was  the  poor  child's  foible.  I  could  see,  as 
I  talked  to  her,  that  her  thoughts  were  elsewhere  (as  yours, 
my  friend,  have  been  absent  once  or  twice  to-night) .  To 
know  the  secret  of  Masonry  was  the  wretched  child's  mad 
desire.  With  a  thousand  wiles,  smiles,  caresses,  she  strove 
to  coax  it  from  me^from  me — ha !  ha ! 

"  I  had  an  apprentice — the  son  of  a  dear  friend,  who  died 
by  my  side  at  fiossbach,  when  Soubise,  with  whose  army  I 
happened  to  be,  suffered  a  dreadful  defeat  for  neglecting 
my  advice.  The  young  Chevalier  Goby-  de  Mouchy  was 
glad  enough  to  serve  as  my  clerk,  and  help  in  some  chem- 
ical experiments  in  which  I  was  engaged  with  my  friend 
Dr.  Mesmer.  Bathilde  saw  this  young  man.  Since  women 
were,  has  it  not  been  their  business  to  smile  and  deceive, 
to  fondle  and  lure?  Away !  From  the  very  first  it  has 
been  so ! "  And  as  my  companion  spoke,  he  looked  as 
wicked  as  the  serpent  that  coiled  round  the  tree,  and  hissed 
a  poisoned  counsel  to  the  first  woman. 

"  One  evening  I  went,  as  was  my  wont,  to  see  Blanche. 
She  was  radiant :  she  was  wild  with  spirits :  a  saucy  tri- 
umph blazed  in  her  blue  eyes.  She  talked,  she  rattled  in 
her  childish  way.  She  uttered,  in  the  coarse  of  her  rhap- 
sody, a  hint^ — an  intimation — -so  terrible  that  the  truth 
flashed  across  me  in  a  moment.  Did  I  ask  her?  She 
would  lie  to  me.  But  I  kuow  how  to  make  falsehood  im- 
possible.    And  I  ordered  her  to  go  to  sleep." 

At  this  moment  the  clock  (after  its  previous  convulsions) 
sounded  Twelve.  And  as  the  new  Editor  of  the  Cornhill 
Magazine — and  he,  I  promise  you,  won't  stand  any  non- 
sense— will  only  allow  seven  pages,  I  am  obliged  to  leave 

off  at  THE  VEKY  MOST  INTERESTING  POINT  OP  THE  StORY. 
PART    III. 

"  Are  you  of  our  fraternity?  I  see  you  are  not.  The 
secret  which  Mademoiselle  de  Bechamel  confided  to  me  in 
her  mad  triumph  and  wild  hoyden  spirits — she  was  bat  a 
child,  poor  thing,  poor  thing,  scarce  fifteen : — but  I  love 
them  young — a  folly  not  unusual  with  the  old ! "     (Here 
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Mr.  Pinto  thrust  Ms  knuckles  into  his  hollow  eyes;  and, 
I  am  sorry  to  say,  so  little  regardful  was  he  of  personal 
cleanliness,  that  his  tears  made  streaks  of  white  over  his 
gnarled  dark  hands).  "Ah,  at  fifteen,  poor  child,  thy 
fate  was  terrible!  Go  to!  It  is  not  good  to  love  me, 
friend.  They  prosper  not  who  do.  I  divine  you.  You 
need  not  say  what  you  are  thinking " 

In  truth,  I  was  thinking,  if  girls  fall  in  love  with  this 
sallow,  hooked-nosed,  glass-eyed,  wooden-legged,  dirty, 
hideous  old  man,  with  the  sham  teeth,  they  have  a  queer 
taste.      That  is  what  I  was  thinking. 

"  Jack  Wilks  said  the  handsomest  man  in  London  had 
but  half  an  hour's  start  of  him.  And  without  vanity,  I  am 
scarcely  uglier  than  Jack  Wilks.  We  were  members  of 
the  same  club  at  Medenham  Abbey,  Jack  and  I,  and  had 
many  a  merry  night  together.  Well,  sir,  I — Mary  of  Scot- 
land knew  me  but  as  a  little  hunch-backed  music-master; 
and  yet,  and  yet,  I  think,  she  was  not  indifferent  to  her 

David  Eiz and  she  came  to  misfortune.     They  all  do 

—they  all  do!" 

"  Sir,  you  are  wandering  from  your  point  I  "  I  said,  with 
some  severity.  For,  really,  for  this  old  humbug  to  hint 
that  he  had  been  the  baboon  who  frightened  the  club  at 
Medenham,  that  he  had  been  in  the  Inquisition  at  Yallado- 
lid — that  under  the  name  of  D.  Eiz,  as  he  called  it,  he 
had  known  the  lovely  Queen  of  Scots — was  a  little,  too 
much.  "Sir,"  then  I  said,  "you  were  speaking  about  a 
Miss  de  Bechamel.  I  really  have  not  time  to  hear  all  your 
biography." 

"Faith,  the  good  wine  gets  into  my  head."  (I  should 
think  so,  the  old  toper!  Four  bottles  all  but  two  glasses.) 
"  To  return  to  poor  Blanche.  As  I  sat  laughing,  joking 
with  her,  she  let  slip  a  word,  a  little  word,  which  filled  me 
with  dismay.  Some  one  had  told  her  a  part  of  the  Secret 
— the  secret  which  has  been  divulged  scarce  thrice  in  three 
thousand  years — the  Secret  of  the  Freemasons.  Do  you 
know  what  happens  to  those  uninitiate  who  learn  that 
secret?  to  those  wretched  men  the  initiate  who  reveal  it?  " 

As  Pinto  spoke  to  me,  he  looked  through  and  through  me 
with  his  horrible  piercing  glance,  so  that  I  sate  quite  un- 
easily on  my  bench.  He  continued:  "Did  I  question  her 
awake?  I  knew  she  would  lie  to  me.  Poor  child!  I  loved 
her  no  less  because  I  did  not  believe  a  word  she  said.     I 
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loved  her  blue  eye,  her  golden  hair,  her  delicious  voice, 
that  was  true  in  song,  though  when  she  spoke,  false  as 
Eblis !  You  are  aware  that  I  possess  in  rather  a  remark- 
able degree  what  we  have  agreed  to  call  the  mesmeric 
power.  I  set  the  unhappy  girl  to  sj|fep.  Then  she  was 
obliged  to  tell  me  all.  It  was  as  I  had  surmised.  Goby 
de  Mouchy,  my  wretched,  besotted,  miserable  secretary,  in 
his  visits  to  the  ch8,teau  of  the  old  Marquis  de  Bechamel, 
who  was  one  of  our  society,  had  seen  Blanche.  I  suppose 
it  was  because  she  had  been  warned  that  he  was  worthless, 
and  poor,  artful,  and  a  coward,  she  loved  him.  She 
wormed  out  of  the  besotted  wretch  the  secrets  of  our  Order. 
'  Did  he  tell  you  the  number  one  ?  '  I  asked. 

"  She  said,  '  Yes.' 

"  '  Did  he,'  I  further  inquired,  '  tell  you  the ' 

"  '  Oh,  don't  ask  me,  don't  ask  me! '  she  said,  writhing 
on  the  sofa,  where  she  lay  in  the  presence  of  the  Marquis 
de  Bechamel,  her  most  unhappy  father.  Poor  Bechamel, 
poor  Bechamel!  How  pale  he  looked  as  I  spoke!  'Did 
he  tell  you,'  I  repeated  with  a  dreadful  calm,  '  the  num- 
ber TWO?  '     She  said,  '  Yes.' 

"  The  poor  old  marquis  rose  up,  and  clasping  his  hands, 

fell  on  his  knees  before  Count  Cagl Bah !  I  went  by  a 

different  name  then.  Vat's  in  a  name?  Dat  vich  ve  call 
a  Eosicrucian  by  any  other  name  vil  smell  as  sveet. 
'Monsieur,'  he  said,  'I  am  old — I  am  rich.  I  have  five 
hundred  thousand  livres  of  rentes  in  Picardj'.  I  have  half 
as  much  in  Artois.  I  have  two  hundred  and  eighty  thou- 
sand on  the  Grand  Livre.  I  am  promised  by  my  sovereign 
a  dukedom  and  his  orders,  with  a  reversion  to  my  heir.  I 
am  a  Grandee  of  Spain  of  the  First  Class,  and  Duke  of 
Volovento.  Take  my  titles,  my  ready  money,  my  life,  my 
honour,  everything  I  have  in  the  world,  but  don't  ask  the 

THIRD  QUESTION.' 

"  '  Godefroid  de  Bouillon,  Comte  de  Bechamel,  Grandee 
of  Spain  and  Prince  of  Volovento,  in  our  Assembly  what 
was  the  oath  you  swore?  '  "  The  old  man  writhed  as  he 
remembered  its  terrific  purport. 

"  Though  my  heart  was  racked  with  agony,  and  I  would 
have  died,  ay,  cheerfully"  (died,  indeed,  as  if  that  were 
a  penalty !)  "  to  spare  yonder  lovely  child  a  pang,  I  said  to 
her  calmly,  '  Blanche  de  Bechamel,  did  Goby  de  Mouchy 
tell  you  secret  number  three?  ' 
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"She  whispered  a  oui  that  was  quite  faint,  faint  and 
small.     But  her  poor  father  fell  in  convulsions  at  her  feet. 

"  She  died  suddenly  that  night.  Did  I  not  tell  you  these 
I  love  come  to  no  good?  When  General  Bonaparte  crossed 
the  Saint  Bernard,  ]^saw  in  the  convent  an  old  monk  with 
a  white  beard,  wandering  about  the  corridors,  cheerful  and 
rather  stout,  but  mad — mad  as  a  March  hare.  '  General,' 
I  said  to  him,  '  did  you  ever  see  that  face  before?  '  He 
had  not.  He  had  not  mingled  much  with  the  higher 
classes  of  our  society  before  the  Revolution.  I  knew  the 
poor  old  man  well  enough;  he  was  the  last  of  a  noble  race, 
and  I  loved  his  child." 

"And  did  she  die  by ?  " 

"Man!  did  I  say  so?  Do  I  whisper  the  secrets  of  the 
Vehmgericht?  I  say  she  died  that  night;  and  he — he,  the 
heartless,  the  villain,  the  betrayer, — you  saw  him  seated 
in  yonder  curiosity-shop,  by  yonder  guillotine,  with  his 
scoundrelly  head  in  his  lap. 

"  You  saw  how  slight  that  instrument  was?  It  was  one 
of  the  first  which  Guillotin  made,  and  which  he  showed  to 
private  friends  in  a  hangar  in  the  Rue  Picpus,  where  he 
lived.  The  invention  created  some  little  conversation 
amongst  scientific  men  at  the  time,  though  I  remember  a 
machine  in  Edinburgh  of  a  very  similar  construction,  two 
hundred — well,  many,  many  years  ago — and  at  a  breakfast 
which  Guillotin  gave  he  showed  us  the  instrument,  and 
much  talk  arose  amongst  us  as  to  whether  people  suffered 
under  it. 

"  And  now  I  must  tell  you  what  bef el  the  traitor  who 
had  caused  all  this  suffering.  Did  he  know  that  the  poor 
child's  death  was  a  sentence?  He  felt  a  cowardly  satis- 
faction that  with  her  was  gone  the  secret  of  his  treason. 
Then  he  began  to  doubt.  I  had  means  to  penetrate  all  his 
thoughts,  as  well  as  to  know  his  acts.  Then  he  became  a 
slave  to  a  horrible  fear.  He  fled  in  abject  terror  to  a  con- 
vent. They  still  existed  in  Paris;  and  behind  the  walls  of 
Jacobins  the  wretch  thought  himself  secure.  Poor  fool! 
1  had  but  to  set  one  of  my  somnambulists  to  sleep.  Her 
spirit  went  forth  and  spied  the  shuddering  wretch  in  his 
cell.  She  described  the  street,  the  gate,  the  convent,  the 
very  dress  which  he  wore,  and  which  you  saw  to-day. 

"And  now  this  is  what  happened.  In  his  chamber  in 
the  Rue  St.  Honor^,  at  Paris,  sat  a  man  alone — a  man  who 
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has  been  maligned,  a  man  who  has  been  called  a  knave  and 
charlatan,  a  man  who  has  been  persecuted  even  to  the 
death,  it  is  said,  in  Roman  Inquisitions,  forsooth,  and  else- 
where.    Ha  !  ha!     A  man  who  has  a  mighty  will. 

"  And  looking  towards  the  Jacobin  Convent  (of  which, 
from  his  chamber,  he  could  see  the  spires  and  trees),  this 
man  willed.  And  it  was  not  yet  dawn.  And  he  willed; 
and  one  who  was  lying  in  his  cell  in  the  Convent  of 
Jacobins,  awake  and  shuddering  with  terror  for  a  crime 
which  he  had  committed,  fell  asleep. 

"  But  though  he  was  asleep  his  eyes  were  open. 

"And  after  tossing  and  writhing,  and  clinging  to  the 
pallet,  and  saying,  'No,  I  will  not  go,'  he  rose  up  and 
donned  his  clothes— a  grey  coat,  a  vest  of  white  pique, 
black  satin  small-clothes,  ribbed  silk  stockings,  and  a  white 
stock  with  a  steel  buckle;  and  he  arranged  his  hair,  and  he 
tied  his  queue,  all  the  while  being  in  that  strange  somno- 
lence which  walks,  which  moves,  which  flies  sometimes, 
which  sees,  which  is  indifferent  to  pain,  which  obeys. 
And  he  put  on  his  hat,  and  he  went  forth  from  his  cell; 
and  though  the  dawn  was  not  yet,  he  trod  the  corridors  as 
seeing  them.  And  he  passed  into  the  cloister,  and  then 
into  the  garden  where  lie  the  ancient  dead.  And  he  came 
to  the  wicket,  which  Brother  Jerome  was  opening  just  at 
the  dawning.  And  the  crowd  was  already  waiting  with 
their  cans  and  bowls  to  receive  the  alms  of  the  good 
brethren. 

"  And  he  passed  through  the  crowd  and  went  on  his  way 
through,  and  the  few  people  then  abroad  who  marked  him, 
said,  '  Tiens !  How  very  odd  he  looks !  He  looks  like  a 
man  walking  in  his  sleep ! '  This  was  said  by  various  per- 
sons : — 

"  By  milk- women,  with  their  cans  and  carts,  coming  into 
the  town. 

"  By  roysterers  who  had  been  drinking  at  the  taverns  of 
the  Barrier,  for  it  was  Mid-Lent. 

"  By  the  Serjeants  of  the  watch,  who  eyed  him  sternly 
as  he  passed  near  their  halberds. 

"  But  he  passed  on  unmoved  by  the  halberds, 

"  Unmoved  by  the  cries  of  the  roysterers, 

"By  the   market-women    coming   with  their  milk   and 

eggs, 

"  He  walked  through  the  Bue  St.  Honor^,  I  say : — 


444  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

"  By  the  Eue  Eambuteau, 

"  By  the  Eue  St.  Antoine, 

"  By  the  King's  Chateau  of  the  Bastille, 

"  By  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine. 

"  And  he  came  to  No.  29  in  the  Eue  Piopus — a  house 
which  then  stood  between  a  court  and  garden — 

"  That  is,  there  was  a  building  of  one  story,  with  a  great 
coach-door. 

"Then  there  was  a  court,  around  which  were  stables, 
coach-houses,  offices. 

"  Then  there  was  a  house— a  two-storied  house,  with  a 
perron  in  front. 

"  Behind  the  house  was-  a  garden — a  garden  of  two  hun- 
dred and  iifty  French  feet  in  length. 

"  And  as  one  hundred  feet  of  France  equal  one  hundred 
and  six  feet  of  England,  this  garden,  my  friends,  equalled 
exactly  two  hundred  and  sixty-five  feet  of  British  measure. 

"In  the  centre  of  the  garden  was  a  fountain  and  a 
statue — or,  to  speak  more  correctly,  two  statues.  One  was 
recumbent — a  man.  Over  him,  sabre  in  hand,  stood  a 
woman. 

"The  man  was  Olofernes.  The  woman  was  Judith. 
From  the  head,  from  the  trunk,  the  water  gushed.  It  was 
the  taste  of  the  doctor; — was  it  not  a  droll  of  taste? 

"At  the  end  of  the  garden  was  the  doctor's  cabinet  of 
study.  My  faith,  a  singular  cabinet,  and  singular  pic- 
tures ! — 

"  Decapitation  of  Charles  Premier  at  Vitehall. 

"  Decapitation  of  Montrose  at  Edimbourg. 

"Decapitation  of  Cinq  Mars.  When  I  tell  you  that  he 
was  a  man  of  a  taste  charming ! 

"  Through  this  garden,  by  these  statues,  up  these  stairs, 
went  the  pale  figure  of  him  who,  the  porter  said,  knew  the 
way  of  the  house.  He  did.  Turning  neither  right  nor 
left,  he  seemed  to  walk  through  the  statues,  the  obstacles, 
the  flower-beds,  the  stairs,  the  door,  the  tables,  the  chairs. 

"  In  the  corner  of  the  room  was  that  instrument  which 
Guillotin  had  just  invented  and  perfected.  One  day  he 
was  to  lay  his  own  head  under  his  own  axe.  Peace  be  to 
his  name !     With  him  I  deal  not ! 

"  In  a  frame  of  mahogany,  neatly  worked,  was  a  board 
with  a  half-circle  in  it,  over  which  another  board  fitted. 
Above  was  a  heavy  axe,  which  fell — you  know  how.     It 
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was  held  up  by  a  rope,  and  when  this  rope  was  untied,  or 
cut,  the  steel  fell. 

"  To  the  story  which  I  now  have  to  relate  you  may  give 
credence,  or  not,  as  you  will.  The  sleeping  man  went  up 
to  that  instrument. 

"  He  laid  his  head  in  it,  asleep 

"  Asleep ! 

"  He  then  took  a  little  penknife  out  of  the  pocket  of  his 
white  dimity  waistcoat. 

"  He  cut  the  rope,  asleep ! 

"The  axe  descended  on  the  head  of  the  traitor  and  vil- 
lain. The  notch  in  it  was  made  by  the  steel  buckle  of  his 
stock,  which  was  cut  through. 

"  A  strange  legend  has  got  abroad  that  after  the  deed 
was  done,  the  figure  rose,  took  the  head  from  the  basket, 
walked  forth  through  the  garden,  and  by  the  screaming 
porters  at  the  gate,  and  went  and  laid  itself  down  at  the 
Morgue.  But  for  this  I  will  not  vouch.  Only  of  this  be 
sure.  '  There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Ho- 
ratio, than  are  dreamed  of  in  your  philosophy.'  More  and 
more  the  light  peeps  through  the  chinks.  Soon,  amidst 
music  ravishing,  the  curtain  will  rise,  and  the  glorious 
scene  be  displayed.  Adieu!  Remember  me.  Ha!  'tis 
dawn,"  Pinto  said.     And  he  was  gone. 

I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  my  first  movement  was  to 
clutch  the  cheque  which  he  had  left  with  me,  and  which  I 
was  determined  to  present  the  very  moment  the  bank 
opened.  I  know  the  importance  of  these  things,  and  that 
men  change  their  mind  sometimes.  I  sprang  through  the 
streets  to  the  great  banking  house  of  Manasseh  in  Duke- 
street.  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  I  actually  flew  as  I  walked. 
As  the  clock  struck  ten  I  was  at  the  counter  and  laid  down 
my  cheque. 

The  gentleman  who  received  it,  who  was  one  of  the 
Hebrew  persuasion,  as  were  the  other  two  hundred  clerks 
of  the  establishment,  having  looked  at  the  draft  with  ter- 
ror in  his  countenance,  then  looked  at  me,  then  called  to 
himself  two  of  his  fellow  clerks,  and  queer  it  was  to  see  all 
their  aquiline  beaks  over  the  paper. 

"Come,  come!"  said  I,  "don't  keep  me  here  all  day. 
Hand  me  over  the  money,  short,  if  you  please !  "  for  I  was, 
you  see,  a  little  alarmed,  and  so  determined  to  assume 
some  extra  bluster. 
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"  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  step  into  the  parlour  to 
the  partners?"  the  clerk  said,  and  I  followed  him. 

"  What,  again?"  shrieked  a  bald-headed,  red-whiskered 
gentleman,  whom  I  knew  to  be  Mr.  Manasseh.  "Mr. 
Salathiel,  this  is  too  bad !  Leave  me  with  this  gentleman, 
S."     And  the  clerk  disappeared. 

"Sir,"  he  said,  "I  know  how  you  came  by  this;  the 
Count  de  Pinto  gave  it  you.  It  is  too  bad !  I  honour  my 
parents;  I  honour  their  parents;  I  honour  their  bills!  But 
this  one  of  grandma's  is  too  bad — it  is,  upon  my  word, 
now !  She've  been  dead  these  five-and-thirty  years.  And 
this  last  four  months  she  has  left  her  burial-place  and  took 
to  drawing  on  our  'ouse!  It's  too  bad,  grandma;  it  is  too 
bad ! "  and  he  appealed  to  me,  and  tears  actually  trickled 
down  his  nose. 

"Is  it  the  Countess  Sidonia's  check  or  not?"  I  asked, 
haughtily. 

"But,  I  tell  you,  she's  dead!  It's  a  shame! — it's  a 
shame ! — it  is,  grandmamma !  "  and  he  cried,  and  wiped  his 
great  nose  in  his  yellow  pocket-handkerchief.  "  Look  year 
— will  you  take  pounds  instead  of  guineas?  She's  dead, 
I  tell  you!  It's  no  go!  Take  the  pounds — one  tausand 
pound! — ten  nice,  neat,  crisp  hundred-pound  notes,  and  go 
away  vid  you,  do?  " 

"I  will  have  my  bond,  sir,  or  nothing,"  I  said;  and  I 
put  on  an  attitude  of  resolution  which  I  confess  surprised 
even  myself. 

"  Wery  veil,"  he  shrieked,' with  many  oaths,  "then  you 
shall  have  noting — ha,  ha,  ha! — noting  but  a  policeman! 
Mr.  Abednego,  call  a  policeman !  Take  that,  you  humbug 
and  impostor !  "  and  here,  with  an  abundance  of  frightful 
language  which  I  dare  not  repeat,  the  wealthy  banker 
abused  and  defied  me. 

Au  hout  du  compte,  what  was  I  to  do,  if  a  banker  did  not 
choose  to  honour  a  cheque  drawn  by  his  dead  grandmother? 
I  began  to  wish  I  had  my  snuff-box  back.  1  began  to 
think  I  was  a  fool  for  changing  that  little  old-fashioned 
gold  for  this  slip  of  strange  paper. 

Meanwhile  the  banker  had  passed  from  his  fit  of  anger 
to  a  paroxysm  of  despair.  He  seemed  to  be  addressing 
some  person  invisible,  but  in  the  room:  "Look  here, 
ma'am,  you've  really  been  coming  it  too  strong.  A  hun- 
dred thousand  in  six  months,  and  now  a  thousand  more ! 
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The  'ouse  can't  stand  it;  it  wonH  stand  it,  I  say!  What? 
Oh !  mercy,  mercy ! " 

As  he  uttered  these  words,  A  HAND  fluttered  over  the 
table  in  the  air !  It  was  a  female  hand :  that  which  I  had 
seen  the  night  before.  That  female  hand  took  a  pen  from 
the  green  baize  table,  dipped  it  in  a  silver  inkstand,  and 
wrote  on  a  quarter  of  a  sheet  of  foolscap  on  the  blotting- 
book,  "  How  about  the  diamond  robbery?  If  you  do  not 
pay,  I  will  tell  him  where  they  are." 

What  diamonds?  what  robbery?  what  was  this  mystery? 
That  will  never  be  ascertained,  for  the  wretched  man's  de- 
meanour instantly  changed.  "Certainly,  sir; — oh,  cer- 
tainly," he  said,  forcing  a  grin.  "How  will  you  have  the 
money,  sir?     All  right,  Mr.  Abednego.     This  way  out." 

"I  hope  I  shall  often  see  you  again,"  I  said;  on  which 
I  own  poor  Manasseh  gave  a  dreadful  grin,  and  shot  back 
into  his  parlour. 

I  ran  home,  clutching  the  ten  delicious,  crisp  hundred 
pounds,  and  the  dear  little  fifty  which  made  up  the  ac- 
count. I  flew  through  the  streets  again.  I  got  to  my 
chambers.  I  bolted  the  outer  doors.  1  sank  back  in  my 
great  chair,  and  slept.     *    *    * 

My  first  thing  on  waking  was  to  feel  for  my  money. 
Perdition!  Where  was  I?  Ha! — on  the  table  before  me 
was  my  grandmother's  snuff-box,  and  by  its  side  one  of 
those  awful — ^those  admirable — sensation  novels,  which  I 
had  been  reading,  and  which  are  full  of  delicious  wonder. 

But  that  the  guillotine  is  still  to  be  seen  at  Mr.  Gale's, 
No.  47,  High  Holborn,  I  give  yoii  my  honour.  I  suppose 
I  was  dreaming  about  it.  I  don't  know.  What  is  dream- 
ing? What  is  life?  Why  shouldn't  I  sleep  on  the  ceil- 
ing?— and  am  I  sitting  on  it  now,  or  on  the  floor?  I  am 
puzzled.  But  enough.  If  the  fashion  for  sensation  novels 
goes  on,  I  tell  you  I  will  write  one  in  fifty  volumes.  For 
the  present,  DIXI.  But  between  ourselves,  this  Pinto, 
who  fought  at  the  Colosseum,  who  was  nearly  being  roasted 
by  the  Inquisition,  and  sang  duets  at  Holyrood,  I  am  rather 
sorry  to  lose  him  after  three  little  bits  of  Roundabout  Pa- 
pers.    Et  vous  ? 
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DE  FINIBUS 

When  Swift  was  in  love  with  Stella,  and  despatching 
her  a  letter  from  London  thrice  a  month  by  the  Irish 
packet,  you  may  remember  how  he  would  begin  letter  No. 
XXIII.,  we  will  say,  on  the  very  day  when  xxii.  had  been 
sent  away,  stealing  out  of  the  coffee-house  or  the  assembly 
so  as  to  be  able  to  prattle  with  his  dear;  "never  letting  go 
her  kind  hand,  as  it  were,"  as  some  commentator  or  other 
has  said  in  speaking  of  the  Dean  and  his  amour.  When 
Mr.  Johnson,  walking  to  Dodsley's,  and  touching  the  posts 
in  Pall  Mall  as  he  walked,  forgot  to  pat  the  head  of  one  of 
them,  he  went  back  and  imposed  his  hands  on  it, — im- 
pelled I  know  not  by  what  superstition.  I  have  this  I 
hope  not  dangerous  mania  too.  As  soon  as  a  piece  of  work 
is  out  of  hand,  and  before  going  to  sleep,  I  like  to  begin 
another :  it  may  be  to  write  only  half  a  dozen  lines :  but 
that  is  something  towards  Number  the  Next.  The  printer's 
boy  has  not  yet  reached  Green  Arbour  Court  with  the  copy. 
Those  people  who  were  alive  half  an  hour  since,  Pendennis, 
Clive  Newcome,  and  (what  do  you  call  him?  what  was  the 
name  of  the  last  hero?  I  remember  now!)  Philip  Firmin, 
have  hardly  drunk  their  glass  of  wine,  and  the  mammas 
have  only  this  minute  got  the  children's  cloaks  on,  and 
have  been  bowed  out  of  my  premises — and  here  I  come 
back  to  the  study  again :  tamen  usque  recurro.  How  lonely 
it  looks  now  all  these  people  are  gone !  My  dear  good 
friends,  some  folks  are  utterly  tired  of  you,  and  say, 
"  What  a  poverty  of  friends  the  man  has !  He  is  always 
asking  us  to  meet  those  Pendennises,  Newcomes,  and  so 
forth.  Why  does  he  not  introduce  us  to  some  new  char- 
acters? Why  is  he  not  thrilling  like  Twostars,  learned  and 
profound  like  Threestars,  exquisitely  humorous  and  human 
like  Fourstars?  Why,  finally,  is  he  not  somebody  else?  " 
My  good  people,  it  is  not  only  impossible  to  please  you  all, 
but  it  is  absurd  to  try.  The  dish  which  one  man  devours, 
another  dislikes.  Is  the  dinner  of  to-day  not  to  your  taste? 
Let  us  hope  to-morrow's  entertainment  will  be  more  agree- 
ble.  *  *  *  I  resu.me  my  original  subject.  What  an 
odd,  pleasant,  humorous,  melancholy  feeling  it  is  to  sit  in 
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the  study,  alone  and  quiet,  now  all  these  people  are  gone 
who  have  been  boarding  and  lodging  with  me  for  twenty 
months!  They  have  interrupted  my  rest:  they  have 
plagued  me  at  all  sorts  of  minutes :  they  have  thrust  them- 
selves upon  me  when  I  was  ill,  or  wished  to  be  idle,  and  I 
have  growled  out  a  "  Be  hanged  to  you,  can't  you  leave 
me  alone  now?  "  Once  or  twice  they  have  prevented  my 
going  out  to  dinner.  Many  and  many  a  time  they  have 
prevented  my  coming  home,  because  I  knew  they  were 
there  waiting  in  the  study,  and  a  plague  take  them !  and  I 
have  left  home  and  family,  and  gone  to  dine  at  the  Club 
and  told  nobody  where  I  went.  They  have  bored  me, 
those  people.  They  have  plagued  me  at  all  sorts  of  un- 
comfortable hours.  They  have  made  such  a  disturbance  in 
my  mind  and  house,  that  sometimes  I  have  hardly  known 
what  was  going  on  in  my  family,  and  scarcely  have  heard 
what  my  neighbour  said  to  me.  They  are  gone  at  last; 
and  you  would  expect  me  to  be  at  ease?  Far  from  it.  I 
should  almost  be  glad  if  Woolcomb  would  walk  in  and  talk 
to  me;  or  Twysden  reappear,  take  his  place  in  that  chair 
opposite  me,  and  begin  one  of  his  tremendous  stories. 

Madmen,  you  know,  see  visions,  hold  conversations  with, 
even  draw  the  likeness  of,  people  invisible  to  you  and  me. 
Is  this  making  of  people  out  of  fancy  madness?  and  are 
novel-writers  at  all  entitled  to  strait- waistcoats?  I  often 
forget  people's  names  in  life;  and  in  my  own  stories  con- 
tritely own  that  I  make  dreadful  blunders  regarding  them; 
but  I  declare,  my  dear  sir,  with  respect  to  the  personages 
introduced  into  your  humble  servant's  fables,  I  know  the 
people  utterly — I  know  the  sou.nd  of  their  voices.  A  gen- 
tleman came  in  to  see  me  the  other  day,  who  was  so  like 
the  picture  of  Philip  Firmin  in  Mr.  Walker's  charming 
drawings  in  the  Cornhill  Magasine  that  he  was  quite  a 
curiosity  to  me.  The  same  eyes,  beard,  shoulders,  just  as 
you  have  seen  them  from  month  to  month.  Well,  he  is 
not  like  the  Philip  Firmin  in  my  mind.  Asleep,  asleep  in 
the  grave,  lies  the  bold,  the  generous,  the  reckless,  the 
tender-hearted  creature  whom  I  have  made  to  pass  through 
those  adventures  which  have  just  been  brought  to  an  end. 
It  is  years  since  I  heard  the  laughter  ringing,  or  saw  the 
bright  blue  eyes.  When  I  knew  him  both  were  young.  I 
become  young  as  I  think  of  him.  And  this  morning  he 
was  alive  again  in  this  room,  ready  to  laugh,  to  fight,  to 
29 
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weep.  As  I  -write,  do  you  know,  it  is  tlie  grey  of  evening; 
the  house  is  quiet;  everybody  is  out;  the  room  is  getting  a 
little  dark,  and  I  look  rather  wistfully  up  from  the  paper 
with  perhaps  ever  so  little  fancy  that  HE  MAY  COME 

IN. No?     No    movement.     No   grey   shade,    growing 

more  palpable,  out  of  which  at  last  look  the  well-known 
eyes.  No,  the  printer  came  and  took  him  away  with  the 
last  page  of  the  proofs.  And  with  the  printer's  boy  did 
the  whole  cortfege  of  ghosts  flit  away,  invisible?  Ha!  stay! 
what  is  this?  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace!  The  door 
opens,  and  a  dark  form — enters,  bearing  a  black — a  black 
suit  of  clothes.  It  is  John.  He  says  it  is  time  to  dress 
for  dinner. 


Every  man  who  has  had  his  German  tutor,  and  has  been 
coached  through  the  famous  Eaust  of  Goethe  (thou  wert 
my  instructor,  good  old  Weissenborn,  and  these  eyes  be- 
held the  great  master  himself  in  dear  little  Weimar  town!) 
has  read  those  charming  verses  which  are  prefixed  to  the 
drama,  in  which  the  poet  reverts  to  the  time  when  his  work 
was  first  composed,  and  recalls  the  friends  now  departed, 
who  once  listened  to  his  song.  The  dear  shadows  rise  up 
around  him,  he  says;  he  lives  in  the  past  agaiii.  It  is 
to-day  which  appears  vague  and  visionary.  We  humbler 
writers  cannot  create  Eausts,  or  raise  up  monumental  works 
that  shall  endure  for  all  ages ;  but  our  books  are  diaries,  in 
which  our  own  feelings  must  of  necessity  be  set  down.  As 
we  look  to  the  page  written  last  month,  or  ten  years  ago, 
we  remember  the  day  and  its  events;  the  child  ill,  niaj-- 
hap,  in  the  adjoining  room,  and  the  doubts  and  fears  which 
racked  the  brain  as  it  still  pursued  its  work;  the  dear  old 
friend  who  read  the  commencement  of  the  tale,  and  whose 
gentle  hand  shall  be  laid  in  ours  no'  more.  I  own  for  my 
part  that,  in  reading  pages  which  this  hand  penned  for- 
merly, I  often  lose  sight  of  tlie  text  under  my  eyes.  It  is 
not  the  words  I  see;  but  that  past  day;  that  bygone  page 
of  life's  history;  that  tragedy,  comedy  it  may  be,  which 
our  little  home  company  was  enacting;  that  merry-making 
which  we  shared ;  that  funeral  which  we  followed ;  that 
bitter,  bitter  grief  which  we  buried. 

And,  such  being  the  state  of  my  mind,  I  pray  gentle 
readers  to  deal  kindly  with  their  humble  servant's  mani- 
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fold  short-comings,  blunders,  and  slips  of  memory.  As 
sure  as  I  read  a  page  of  my  own  composition,  I  find  a  fault 
or  two,  half-a-dozen.  Jones  is  called  Brown.  Brown, 
who  is  dead,  is  brought  to  life.  Aghast,  and  months  after 
the  number  was  printed,  I  saw  that  I  had  called  Philip 
Firmin,  Clive  Neweome.  Now  Clive  jSTeweome  is  the  hero 
of  another  story  by  the  reader's  most  obedient  writer.  The 
two  men  are  as  different,  in  my  mind's  eye,  as — as  Lord 
Palmerstou  and  Mr.  Disraeli  let  us  say.  But  there  is  that 
blunder  at  page  990,  line  76,  volume  84  of  the  Cornhill 
Magazine,  and  it  is  past  mending ;  and  I  wish  in  my  life  I 
had  made  no  worse  blunders  or  errors  than  that  which  is 
hereby  acknowledged. 

Another  Finis  written.  Another  mile-stone  passed  on 
this  journey  from  birth  to  the  next  world !  Sure  it  is  a 
subject  for  solemn  cogitation.  Shall  we  continue  this 
story-telling  business  and  be  voluble  to  the  end  of  our  age? 
Will  it  not  be  presently  time,  0  prattler,  to  hold  your 
tongue,  and  let  younger  people  speak?  I  have  a  friend,  a 
painter,  who,  like  other  persons  who  shall  be  nameless,  is 
growing  old.  He  has  never  painted  with  such  laborious 
finish  as  his  works'  now  show.  This  master  is  still  the 
most  humble  and  diligent  of  scholars.  Of  Art,  his  mis- 
tress, he  is  always  an  eager,  reverent  pupil.  In  his  call- 
ing, in  yours,  in  mine,  industry  and  humility  will  help  and 
comfort  us.  A  word  with  you.  In  a  pretty  large  experi- 
ence I  have  not  found  the  men  who  write  books  superior  in 
wit  or  learning  to  those  who  don't  write  at  all.  In  regard 
of  mere  information,  non- writers  must  often  be  superior  to 
writers.  You  don't  expect  a  lawyer  in  full  practice  to  be 
conversant  with  all  kinds  of  literature;  he  is  too  busy  with 
his  law;  and  so  a  writer  is  commonly  too  busy  with  his 
own  books  to  be  able  to  bestow  attention  on  the  works  of 
otter  people.  After  a  day's  work  (in  which  I  have  been 
depicting,  let  us  say,  the  agonies  of  Louisa  on  parting  with 
the  Captain,  or  the  atrocious  behaviour  of  the  wicked  Mar- 
quis to  Lady  Emily)  I  march  to  the  Club,  proposing  to 
improve  my  mind  and  keep  myself  "posted  up,"  as  the 
Americans  phrase  it,  with  the  literature  of  the  day.  And 
what  happens?  Given  a  walk  after  luncheon,  a  pleasing 
book,  and  a  most  comfortable  arm-chair  by  the  fire,  and 
you  know  the  rest.  A  doze  ensues.  Pleasing  book  drops 
suddenly,  is  picked  up  once  with  an  air  of  some  confusion, 
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is  laid  presently  softly  ia  lap :  head  falls  on  comfortable 
arm-chair  cushion :  eyes  close :  soft  nasal  music  is  heard. 
Am  I  telling  Club  secrets?  Of  afternoons,  after  lunch,  I 
say,  scores  of  sensible  fogies  have  a  doze.  Perhaps  I 
have  fallen  asleep  over  that  very  book  to  which  "  Finis  " 
has  just  been  written.  And  if  the  writer  sleeps,  what  hap- 
pens to  the  readers?  says  Jones,  coming  down  upon  me 
with  his  lightning  wit.  What?  You  did  sleep  over  it? 
And  a  very  good  thing  too.  These  eyes  have  more  than 
once  seen  a  friend  dozing  over  pages  which  this  hand  has 
written.  There  is  a  vignette  somewhere  in  one  of  my 
books  of  a  friend  so  caught  napping  with  "Pendennis,"  or 
the  "  ISTewcomes, "  in  his  lap;  and  if  a  writer  can  give  you 
a  sweet  soothing,  harmless  sleep,  has  he  not  done  you  a 
kindness?  So  is  the  author  who  excites  and  interests  you 
worthy  of  your  thanks  and  benedictions.  I  am  troubled 
with  fever  and  ague,  that  seizes  me  at  odd  intervals  and 
prostrates  me  for  a  day.  There  is  cold  fit,  for  which,  I  am 
thankful  to  say,  hot  brandy-and- water  is  prescribed,  and 
this  induces  hot  fit,  and  so  on.  -In  one  or  two  of  these  fits 
I  have  read  novels  with  the  most  fearful  contentment  of 
mind.  Once,  on  the  Mississippi,  it  was  my  dearly  beloved 
"Jacob  Faithful:  "  once  at  Frankfort  O.M.,  the  delightful 
"  Vingt  Ans  Apres "  of  Monsieur  Dumas :  once  at  Ton- 
bridge  Wells,  the  thrilling  "  Woman  in  White : "  and  these 
books  gave  me  amusement  from  morning  till  sunset.  I  re- 
member those  ague  fits  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  and 
gratitude.  Think  of  a  whole  day  in  bed,  and  a  good  novel 
for  a  companion !  No  cares :  no  remorse  about  idleness :  no 
visitors :  and  the  Woman  in  White  or  the  Chevalier  d'Ar- 
taguan  to  tell  me  stories  from  dawn  to  night!  "Please, 
ma'am,  my  master's  compliments,  and  can  he  have  the 
third  volume?  "  (This  message  was  sent  to  an  astonished 
friend  and  neighbour  who  lent  me,  volume  by  volume,  the 
"W.  in  W.")  How  do  you  like  your  novels?  I  like  mine 
strong,  "hot  with,"  and  no  mistake:  no  love-making:  no 
observations  about  society :  little  dialogue,  except  where 
the  characters  are  bullying  each  other :  plenty  of  fighting : 
and  a  villain  in  the  cupboard,  who  is  to  suffer  tortures  just 
before  Finis.  I  don't  like  your  melancholy  Finis.  I 
never  read  the  history  of  a  consumptive  heroine  twice. 
If  I  might  give  a  short  hint  to  an  impartial  writer  (as 
the  Examiner  used  to  say  in  old  days),   it  would  be  to 
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act,  not  a  la  mode  le  pays  de  Pole  (I  think  that  was  the 
phraseology),  but  always  to  give  quarter.  In  the  story 
of  Philip,  just  come  to  an  end,  I  have  the  permission  of 
the  author  to  state  that  he  was  going  to  drown  the  two  vil- 
lains of  the  piece — a  certain  Doctor  F and  a  certain 

Mr.  T.  H on  board  the  President,  or  some  other  tragic 

ship — but  you  see  I  relented.  I  pictured  to  myself  Fir- 
min's  ghastly  face  amid  the  crowd  of  shuddering  people  on 
that  reeling  deck  in  the  lonely  ocean,  and  thought,  "  Thou 
ghastly  lying  wretch,  thou  shalt  not  be  drowned:  thou 
shalt  have  a  fever  only;  a  knowledge  of  thy  danger;  and  a 
chance — ever  so  small  a  chance — of  repentance."  I  won- 
der whether  he  did  repent  when  he  found  himself  in  the 
yellow-fever,  in  Virginia?  The  probability  is,  he  fancied 
that  his  son  had  injured  him  very  much,  and  forgave  him 
on  his  deathbed.  Do  you  imagine  there  is  a  great  deal  of 
genuine  right-down  remorse  in  the  world?  Don't  people 
rather  find  excuses  which  make  their  minds  easy;  en- 
deavour to  prove  to  themselves  that  they  have  been  lam- 
entably belied  and  misunderstood;  and  try  and  forgive 
the  persecutors  who  will  present  that  bill  when  it  is  due; 
and  not  bear  malice  against  the  cruel  ruflftan  who  takes 
them  to  the  police-office  for  stealing  the  spoons?  Years 
ago  I  had  a  quarrel  with  a  certain  well-known  person  (I 
believed  a  statement  regarding  him  which  his  friends  im- 
parted to  me,  and  which  turned  out  to  be  quite  incorrect). 
To  his  dying  day  that  quarrel  was  never  quite  made  up.  I 
said  to  his  brother,  "Why  is  your  brother's  soul  still  dark 
against  me?  It  is  1  who  ought  to  be  angry  and  unforgiv- 
ing: for  I  was  in  the  wrong."  In  the  region  which  they 
now  inhabit  (for  Finis  has  been  set  to  the  volumes  of  the 
lives  of  both  here  below),  if  they  take  any  cognizance  of 
our  squabbles,  and  tittle-tattles,  and  gossips  on  earth  here, 
I  hope  they  admit  that  my  little  error  was  not  of  a  nature 
unpardonable.  If  you  have  never  committed  a  worse,  my 
good  sir,  surely  the  score  against  you  will  not  be  heavy. 
Ha,  dilectissimi  fratres  /  It  is  in  regard  of  sins  not  found 
out  that  we  may  say  or  sing  (in  an  under-tone,  in  a  most 
penitent  and  lugubrious  minor  key),  Miserere  nobis  miseris 
peooatbrihus. 

Among  the  sins  of  commission  which  novel-writers  not 
seldom  perpetrate,  is  the  sin  of  grandiloquence,  or  tall-talk- 
ing, against  which,  for  my  part,  I  will  offer  up  a  special 
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libera  me.  This  is  the  sin  of  schoolmasters,  governesses, 
critics,  sermoners,  and  instructors  of  young  or  old  people. 
Nay  (for  I  am  making  a  clean  breast,  and  liberating  my 
soul),  perhaps  of  all  the  novel-spinners  now  extant,  the 
present  speaker  is  the  most  addicted  to  preaching.  Does 
he  not  stop  perpetually  in  his  story  and  begin  to  preach  to 
you?  When  he  ought  to  be  engaged  with  business,  is  he 
not  forever  taking  the  Muse  by  the  sleeve,  and  plaguing 
her  with  some  of  his  cynical  sermons?  I  cry  pecoavi 
loudly  and  heartily.  I  tell  you  I  would  like  to  be  able  to 
write  a  story  which  should  show  no  egotism  whatever — in 
which  there  should  be  no  reflections,  no  cynicism,  no  vul- 
garity (and  so  forth),  but  an  incident  in  every  other  page, 
a  villain,  a  battle,  a  mystery  in  every  chapter.  I  should 
like  to  be  able  to  feed  a  rea4er  so  spicily  as  to  leave  him 
hungering  and  thirsting  for  more  at  the  end  of  every 
monthly  meal. 

Alexandre  Dumas  describes  himself,  when  inventing  the 
plan  of  a  work,  as  lying  silent  on  his  back  for  two  whole 
days  on  the  deck  of  a  yacht  in  a  Mediterranean  port.  At 
the  end  of  the  two  days  he  arose,  and  called  for  dinner. 
In  those  two  days  he  had  built  his  plot.  He  had  moulded 
a  mighty  clay,  to  be  cast  presently  in  perennial  brass. 
The  chapters,  the  characters,  the  incidents,  the  combina- 
tions were  all  arranged  in  the  artist's  brain  ere  he  set  a  pen 
to  paper.  My  Pegasus  won't  fly,  so  as  to  let  me  survey 
the  field  below  me.  He  has  no  wings,  he  is  blind  of  one 
eye  certainly,  he  is  restive,  stubborn,  slow;  crops  a  hedge 
when  he  ought  to  be  galloping,  or  gallops  when  he  ought 
to  be  quiet.  He  never  will  show  off  when  I  want  him. 
Sometimes  he  goes  at  a  pace  which  surprises  me.  Some- 
times, when  I  most  wish  him  to  make  the  running,  the 
brute  turns  restive,  and  I  am  obliged  to  let  him  take  his 
own  time.  I  wonder  do  other  novel-writers  experience  this 
fatalism?  They  must  go  a  certain  way,  in  spite  of  them- 
selves. I  have  been  surprised  at  the  observations  made  by 
some  of  my  characters.  It  seems  as  if  an  occult  Power 
was  moving  the  pen.  The  personage  does  or  says  some- 
thing, and  I  ask,  how  the  Dickens  did  he  come  to  think  of 
that?  Every  man  has  remarked  in  dreams,  the  vast  dra- 
matic power  which  is  sometimes  evinced;  I  won't  say  the 
surprising  power,  for  nothing  does  surprise  you  in  dreams. 
But  those  strange  characters  you  meet  make  instant  ob- 
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servations  of  which  you  never  can  have  thought  previously. 
In  like  manner,  the  imagination  foretells  things.  We  spake 
anon  of  the  inflated  style  of  some  writers.  What  also  if 
there  is  an  afflated  style, — when  a  writer  is  like  a  Pytho- 
ness on  her  oracle  tripod,  and  mighty  words,  words  which 
he  cannot  help,  come  blowing,  and  bellowing,  and  whist- 
ling, and  moaning  through  the  speaking  pipes  of  his  bodily 
organ?  I  have  told  you  it  was  a  very  queer  shock  to  me 
the  other  day  when,  with  a  letter  of  introduction  in  his 
hand,  the  artist's  (not  my)  Philip  Firmin  walked  into  this 
room,  and  sat  down  in  the  chair  opposite.  In  the  novel  of 
"Pendennis,"  written  ten  years  ago,  there  is  an  account  of 
a  certain  Costigan,  whom  I  had  invented  (as  I  suppose 
authors  invent  their  personages '  out  of  scraps,  heel-taps, 
odds  and  ends  of  characters).  I  was  smoking  in  a  tavern 
parlour  one  night — and  this  Costigan  came  into  the  room 
alive — the  very  man : — the  most  remarkable  resemblance  of 
the  printed  sketches  of  the  man,  of  the  rude  drawings  in 
which  I  had  depicted  him.  He  had  the  same  little  coat, 
the  same  battered  hat,  cocked  on  one  eye,  the  same  twinkle 
in  that  eye.  "  Sir,"  said  I,  knowing  him  to  be  an  old 
friend  whom  I  had  met  in  unknown  regions,  "sir,"  I  said, 
"  may  I  offer  you  a  glass  of  brandy-and- water?  "  "  Bedad, 
ye  may,"  says  he,  "  and  I' II  sing  ye  a  song  tu."  Of  course 
he  spoke  with  an  Irish  brogue.  Of  course  he  had  been  in 
the  army.  In  ten  minutes  he  pulled  out  an  army  agent's 
account,  whereon  his  name  was  written.  A  few  months 
after  we  read  of  him  in  a  police  court.  How  had  I  come 
to  know  him,  to  divine  him?  Nothing  shall  convince  me 
that  I  have  not  seen  that  man  in  the  world  of  spirits.  In 
the  world  of  spirits  and  water  I  know  I  did :  but  that  is  a 
mere  quibble  of  words.  I  was  not  surprised  when  he  spoke 
in  an  Irish  brogue.  I  had  had  cognizance  of  him  before 
somehow.  Who  has  not  felt  that  little  shock  which  arises 
when  a  person,  a  place,  some  words  in  a  book  (there  is  al- 
ways a  collocation)  present  themselves  to  you,  and  you 
know  that  you  have  before  met  the  same  person,  words, 
scene,  and  so  forth? 

They  used  to  call  the  good  Sir  Walter  the  "  Wizard  of 
the  North."  What  if  some  writer  should  appear  who  can 
write  so  enchantingly  that  he  shall  be  able  to  call  into  act- 
ual life  the  people  whom  he  invents?  What  if  Mignon, 
and  Margaret,  and  Goetz  von  Berlichingen  are  alive  now 
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(though  I  don't  say  they  are  visible),  and  Dugald  Dalgetty 
and  Ivanhoe  were  to  step  in  at  that  open  window  by  the 
little  garden  yonder?  Suppose  Uncas  and  our  noble  old 
Leather  Stocking  were  to  glide  silent  in?  Suppose  Athos, 
Porthos,  and  Aramis  should  enter  with  a  noiseless  swag- 
ger, curling  their  mustachios?  And  dearest  Amelia  Booth, 
on  Uncle  Toby's  arm;  and  Tittlebat  Titmouse,  with  his 
hair  dyed  green;  and  all  the  Crummies  company  of  come- 
dians, with  the  Gil  Bias  troop;  and  Sir  Eoger  de  Coverley; 
and  the  greatest  of  all  crazy  gentlemen,  the  Knight  of  La 
Mancha,  with  his  blessed  squire?  I  say  to  you,  I  look 
rather  wistfully  towards  the  window,  musing  upon  these 
people.  Were  any  of  them  to  enter,  I  think  I  should  not 
be  very  much  frightened..  Dear  old  friends,  what  pleasant 
hours  I  have  had  with  them !  We  do  not  see  each  other 
very  often,  but  when  we  do,  we  are  ever  happy  to  meet. 
I  had  a  capital  half  hour  with  Jacob  Faithful  last  night; 
when  the  last  sheet  was  corrected,  when  "  Finis  "  had  been 
written,  and  the  printer's  boy,  with  the  copy,  was  safe  in 
Green  Arbour  Court. 

So  you  are  gone,  little  printer's  boy,  with  the  last 
scratches  and  corrections  on  the  proof,  and  a  fine  flourish 
by  way  of  Finis  at  the  story's  end.  The  last  corrections? 
I  say  those  last  corrections  seem  never  to  be  finished.  A 
plague  upon  the  weeds !  Every  day,  when  I  walk  in  my 
own  little  literary  garden-plot,  I  spy  some,  and  should  like 
to  have  a  spud,  and  root  them  out.  Those  idle  words, 
neighbour,  are  past  remedy.  That  turning  back  to  the  old 
pages  produces  anything  but  elation  of  mind.  Would  you 
not  pay  a  pretty  fine  to  be  able  to  cancel  some  of  them? 
Oh,  the  sad  old  pages,  the  dull  old  pages !  Oh,  the  cares, 
the  ennui,  the  squabbles,  the  repetitions,  the  old  conversa- 
tions over  and  over  again!  But  now  and  again  a  kind 
thought  is  recalled,  and  now  and  again  a  dear  memorJ^ 
Yet  a  few  chapters  more,  and  then  the  last:  after  which, 
behold  Finis  itself  come  to  an  end,  and  the  Infinite  begun. 
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ON  A  PEAL  OF  BELLS. 

As  some  bells  in  a  church  hard  by  are  matiag  a  great 
holiday  clanging  in  the  summer  afternoon,  I  am  reminded 
somehow  of  a  July  day,  a  garden,  and  a  great  clanging  of 
bells  years  and  years  ago,  on  the  very  day  when  George 
IV.  was  crowned.  I  remember  a  little  boy  lying  in  that 
garden,  reading  his  first  novel.  It  was  called  the  "  Scot- 
tish Chiefs."  The  little  boy  (who  is  now  ancient  and  not 
little)  read  this  book  in  the  summer-house  of  his  great 
grandmamma.  She  was  eighty  years  of  age  then.  A  most 
lovely  and  picturesque  old  lady,  with  a  long  tortoiseshell 
cane,  with  a  little  puff,  or  tour,  of  snow  white  (or  was  it 
powdered?)  hair  under  her  cap,  with  the  prettiest  little 
black  velvet  slippers  and  high  heels  you  ever  saw.  She 
had  a  grandson,  a  lieutenant  in  the  navy ;  son  of  her  son, 
a  captain  in  the  navy;  grandson  of  her  husband,  a  captain 
in  the  navy.  She  lived  for  scores  and  scores  of  years  in  a 
dear  little  old  Hampshire  town  inhabited  by  the  wives, 
widows,  daughters  of  navy  captains,  admirals,  lieutenants. 
Dear  me !  Don't  I  remember  Mrs.  Duval,  widow  of  Admi- 
ral Duval;  and  the  Miss  Dennets  at  the  Great  House  at  the 
other  end  of  the  town,  Admiral  Dennet's  daughters;  and 
the  Miss  Barrys,  the  late  Captain  Barry's  daughters;  and 
the  good  old  Miss  Maskews,  Admiral  Maskews'  daughter; 
and  that  dear  little  Miss  Norval,  and  the  kind  Miss  Book- 
ers, one  of  whom  married  Captain,  now  Admiral,  Sir  Henry 
Excellent,  K.C.B.?  Far,  far  away  into  the  past  I  look 
and  seek  the  little  town  with  its  friendly  glimmer.  That 
town  was  so  like  a  novel  of  Miss  Austen's  that  I  wonder 
was  she  born  and  bred  there?  No,  we  should  have  known, 
and  the  good  old  ladies  would  have  pronounced  her  to  be  a 
little  idle  thing,  occupied  with  her  silly  books  and  neglect- 
ing her  housekeeping.  There  were  other  towns  in  England, 
no  doubt,  where  dwelt  the  widows  and  wives  of  other  navy 
captains,  where  they  tattled,  loved  each  other,  and  quar- 
relled; talked  about  Betty,  the  maid,  and  her  fine  ribbons, 
indeed !  Took  their  dish  of  tea  at  six,  played  at  quadrille 
every  night  till  ten,  when  there  was  a  little  bit  of  supper, 
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after  whicli  Betty  came  with  the  lanthorn;  and  next  day 
came,  and  next,  and  next,  and  so  forth,  until  a  day  arrived 
when  the  lanthorn  was  out,  when  Betty  came  no  more;  all 
that  little  company  sank  to  rest  under  the  daisies,  whither 
some  folks  will  presently  follow  them.  How  did  they  live 
to  be  so  old,  those  good  people?  Moi  qui  vous  xjarle,  I 
perfectly  recollect  old  Mr.  Gilbert,  who  had  been  to  sea 
with  Captain  Cook;  and  Captain  Cook,  as  you  justly  ob- 
serve, dear  miss,  quoting  out  of  your  "Mangnall's  Ques- 
tions," was  murdered  by  the  natives  of  Owhyhee,  anno 
1779.  Ah!  don't  you  remember  his  picture,  standing  on 
the  seashore,  in  tights  and  gaiters,  with  a  musket  in  his 
hand,  pointing  to  his  people  not  to  fire  from  the  boats, 
whilst  a  great  tattooed  savage  is  going  to  stab  him  in  the 
back?  Don't  you  remember  those  houris  dancing  before 
him  and  the  other  officers  at  the  great  Otaheite  ball?  Don't 
you  know  that  Cook  was  at  the  siege  of  Quebec,  with  the 
glorious  Wolfe,  who  fought  under  the  Duke  of  Cumber- 
land, whose  royal  father  was  a  distinguished  officer  at 
Eamillies,  before  he  commanded  in  chief  at  Dettingen? 
Huzzay!-  Give  it  them,  my  lads!  My  horse  is  down? 
Then  I  know  I  shall  not  run  away.  Do  the  French  run? 
then  I  die  content.  Stop.  Wo!  Quo  me  rapis?  My 
Pegasus  is  galloping  off,  goodness  knows  where,  like  his 
Majesty's  charger  at  Dettingen. 

How  do  these  rich  historical  and  personal  reminiscences 
come  out  of  the  subject  at  present  in  hand?  TMiat  is  that 
subject,  by  the  way?  My  dear  friend,  if  you  look  at  the 
last  essaykin  (though  you  may  leave  it  alone,  and  I  shall 
not  be  in  the  least  surprised  or  offended),  if  you  look  at 
the  last  paper  where  the  writer  imagines  Athos  and  Per- 
thes, Dalgetty  and  Ivanhoe,  Amelia  and  Sir  Cliarles  Grandi- 
son,  Don  Quixote  and  Sir  Roger,  walking  in  at  the  garden- 
window,  you  will  at  once  perceive  that  No^-els  and  their 
heroes  and  heroines  are  our  present  subject  of  discourse, 
into  which  we  will  presently  plunge.  Are  you  one  of  us, 
dear  sir,  and  do  you  love  novel-reading?  To  be  reminded 
of  your  first  novel  will  surely  be  a  pleasure  to  you.  Hush ! 
I  never  read  quite  to  the  end  of  my  first,  the  "  Scottish 
Chiefs."  I  couldn't.  I  peeped  in  an  alarmed  furtive 
manner  at  some  of  the  closing  pages.  Miss  Porter,  like  a 
kind  dear  tender-hearted  creature,  would  not  have  Wallace's 
head  chopped  off  at  the  end  of  Vol.  V.     She  made  him  die 
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in  prison,*  and  if  I  remember  right  (protesting  I  have  not 
read  the  book  for  forty-two  or  three  years),  Eobert  Bruce 
made  a  speech  to  his  soldiers,  in  which  he  said,  "And 
Bannockburn  shall  equal  Cambuskenneth."  f  But  I  re- 
peat, I  could  not  read  the  end  of  the  fifth  volume  of  that 
dear  delightful  book  for  crying.  Good  heavens !  It  was 
as  sad,  as  sad  as  going  back  to  school. 

The  glorious  Scott  cycle  of  romances  came  to  me  some 
four  or  five  years  afterwards;  and  I  think  boys  of  our  year 
were  specially  fortunate  in  coming  upon  those  delightful 
books  at  that  special  time  when  we  could  best  enjoy  them. 
Oh,  that  sunshiny  bench  on  half -holidays,  with  Claver- 
house  or  Ivanhoe  for  a  companion !  I  have  remarked  of 
very  late  days  some  little  men  in  a  great  state  of  delecta- 
tion over  the  romances  of  Captain  Mayne  Eeid,  and  Gus- 
tave  Aimard's  Prairie  and  Indian  Stories,  and  during  occa- 
sional holiday  visits,  lurking  off  to  bed  with  the  volume 
under  their  arms.  But  are  those  Indians  and  warriors  so 
terrible  as  our  Indians  and  warriors  were?  (I  say,  are 
they?  Young  gentlemen,  mind,  I  do  not  say  they  are  not.) 
But  as  an  oldster  I  can  be  heartily  thankful  for  the  novels 
of  the  1-10  Geo.  IV. ,  let  us  say,  and  so  downward  to  a 
period  not  unremote.  Let  us  see;  there  is,  first,  our  dear 
Scott.  Whom  do  I  love  in  the  works  of  that  dear  old 
master?     Amo^ — 

The  Baron  of  Bradwardine,  and  Fergus.  (Captain  Wa- 
verley  is  certainly  very  mild.) 

*  I  find,  on  reference  to  the  novel,  that  Sir  William  died  on  the 
scafEold,  not  in  prison.  His  last  words  were,  " '  My  prayer  is  heard. 
Life's  cord  is  cut  by  heaven.  Helen!  Helen!  May  heaven  pre- 
serve my  country,  and '    He  stopped.     He  fell.     And  with  that 

mighty  shock  the  scafEold  shook  to  its  foundation. " 

f  The  remai'k  of  Bruce  (which  I  protest  I  had  not  read  for  forty- 
two  years),  I  find  to  be  as  follows : — "  When  this  was  uttered  by  the 
English  heralds,  Bruce  turned  to  Ruthven,  with  an  heroic  smile. 
'  Let  him  come,  my  brave  barons !  and  he  shall  find  that  Bannock- 
burn shall  page  with  Cambuskenneth ! '  "  In  the  same  amiable  au- 
thor's famous  novel  of  "  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw,"  there  is  more  crying 
than  in  any  novel  I  ever  remember  to  have  read.  See,  for  example, 
the  last  page.  *  *  *  "  Incapable  of  speaking,  Thaddeus  led  his 
wife  back  to  her  carriage.  *  *  *  His  tears  gushed  out  in  spite 
of  himself,  and  mingling  with  hers,  poured  those  thanks,  those 
assurances,  of  animated  approbation  through  her  heart,  which 
made  it  even  ache  with  excess  of  happiness."  *  *  *  And  a 
sentence  or  two  further,  "  Kosciusko  did  bless  him,  and  embalmed 
the  benediction  with  a  shower  of  tears." 
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Amo  Ivanhoe;  LOCKSLEY;  the  Templar. 

Amo  Quentin  Durward,  and  specially  Quentin's  uncle, 
who  brought  the  Boar  to  bay.  I  forget  the  gentleman's 
name. 

I  have  never  cared  for  the  Master  of  Ravenswood,  or 
fetched  his  hat  out  of  the  water  since  he  dropped  it  there 
when  I  last  met  him  (circa  1825). 

Amo  Saladin  and  the  Scotch  knight  in  the  "Talisman." 

The  Sultan  best. 

Amo  Clavekhouse. 

Amo  Major  Dalgetty.  Delightful  major !  To  think 
of  him  is  to  desire  to  jump  up,  run  to  the  book,  and  get 
the  volume  down  from  the  shelf.  About  all  those  heroes 
of  Scott,  what  a  manly  bloom  there  is,  and  honourable 
modesty !  They  are  not  at  all  heroic.  They  seem  to  blush 
somehow  in  their  position  of  hero,  and  as  it  were  to  say, 
"  Since  it  must  be  done,  here  goes !  "  They  are  handsome, 
modest,  upright,  simple,  courageous,  not  too  clever.  If  I 
were  a  mother  (which  is  absurd),  I  should  like  to  be 
mother-in-law  to  several  young  men  of  the  Walter-Scott- 
hero  sort. 

Much  as  I  like  those  most  unassuming,  manly,  unpre- 
tending gentlemen,  I  have  to  own  that  I  think  the  heroes 
of  another  writer,  viz. 

Leather-stocking, 

Uncas, 

Hard  HEART, 

Tom  Coffin, 
are  quite  the  equals  of  Scott's  men;  perhaps  Leather-stock- 
ing is  better  than  any  oiie  in  "Scott's  lot."  La  Longue 
Carabine  is  one  of  the  great  prize-men  of  fiction.  He 
ranks  with  your  Uncle  Toby,  Sir  Eoger  de  Coverley,  Fal- 
staff — heroic  figures,  all — American  or  British,  and  the 
artist  has  deserved  well  of  his  country  who  devised  them. 

At  school,  in  my  time,  there  was  a  public  day,  when  the 
boys'  relatives,  an  examining  bigwig  or  two  from  the  uni- 
versities, old  school-fellows,  and  so  forth,  came  to  the 
place.  The  boys  were  all  paraded;  prizes  were  adminis- 
tered; each  lad  being  in  a  new  suit  of  clothes — and  mag- 
nificent dandies,  I  promise  you,  some  of  us  were.  Oh,  the 
chubby  cheeks,  clean  collars,  glossy  new  raiment,  beaming 
faces,  glorious  in  yowth— fit  tueri  codum — bright  with 
truth,  and  mirth,  and  honour!     To  see  a  hundred  boys 
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marshalled  in  a  chapel  or  old  hall;  to  hear  their  sweet 
fresh  voices  when  they  chant,  and  look  in  their  brave  calm 
faces;  1  say,  does  not  the  sight  and  sound  of  them  smite 
you,  somehow,  with  a  pang  of  exquisite  kindness?  *  *  * 
Well.  As  about  boys,  so  about  Novelists.  I  fancy  the 
boys  of  Parnassus  School  all  paraded.  I  am  a  lower  boy 
myself  in  that  academy.  I  like  our  fellows  to  look  well, 
upright,  gentlemanlike.  There  is  Master  Fielding — he 
with  the  black  eye.  What  a  magnificent  build  of  a  boy ! 
There  is  Master  Scott,  one  of  the  heads  of  the  school.  Did 
you  ever  see  the  fellow  more  hearty  and  manly?  Yonder 
lean,  shambling,  cadaverous  lad,  who  is  always  borrowing 
money,  telling  lies,  leering  after  the  housemaids,  is  Master 
Laurence  Sterne — a  bishop's  grandson,  and  himself  in- 
tended for  the  Church;  for  shame,  you  little  reprobate! 
But  what  a  genius  the  fellow  has !  Let  him  have  a  sound 
flogging,  and  as  soon  as  the  young  scamp  is  out  of  the 
whipping-room,  give  him  a  gold  medal.  Such  would  be 
my  practice  if  I  were  Doctor  Birch,  and  master  of  the 
school. 

Let  us  drop  this  school  metaphor,  this  birch  and  all  per- 
taining thereto.  Our  subject,  I  beg  leave  to  remind  the 
reader's  humble  servant,  is  novel  heroes  and  heroines. 
How  do  you  like  your  heroes,  ladies?  Gentlemen,  what 
novel  heroines  do  you  prefer?  When  I  set  this  essay 
going,  I  sent  the  above  question  to  two  of  the  most  invet- 
erate novel-readers  of  my  acquaintance.  The  gentleman 
refers  me  to  Miss  Austen;  the  lady  says  Athos,  Guy  Liv- 
ingston, and  (pardon  my  rosy  blushes)  Colonel  Esmond, 
and  owns  that  in  youth  she  was  very  much  in  love  with 
Valancourt. . 

Valancourt,  and  who  was  he?  cry  the  young  people. 
Valancourt,  my  dears,  was  the  hero  of  one  of  the  most 
famous  romances  which  ever  was  published  in  this  coun- 
try. The  beauty  and  elegance  of  Valancourt  made  your 
young  grandmammas'  gentle  hearts  to  beat  with  respectful 
sympathy.  He  and  his  glory  have  passed  away.  Ah, 
woe  is  me  that  the  glory  of  novels  should  ever  decay;  that 
dust  should  gather  round  them  on  the  shelves;  that  the 
annual  cheques  from  Messieurs  the  publishers  should 
dwindle,  dwindle!  Inquire  at  Mudie's,  or  the  London 
Library,  who  asks  for  the  "  Mysteries  of  Udolpho  "  now  ? 
Have  not  even  the  "  Mysteries  of  Paris  "  ceased  to  frighten? 
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Alas,  our  novels  are  but  for  a  season;  and  I  know  charac- 
ters whom  a  painful  modesty  forbids  me  to  mention,  who 
shall  go  to  limbo  along  with  Valancourt  and  Doricourt, 
and  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw. 

A  dear  old  sentimental  friend,  with  whom  I  discoursed 
on  the  subject  of  novels  yesterday,  said  that  her  favourite 
hero  was  Lord  Orville,  in  "Evelina,"  that  novel  which 
Doctor  Johnson  loved  so.  I  took  down  the  book  from  a 
dusty  old  crypt  at  a  club,  where  Mrs.  Barbauld's  novelists 
repose :  and  this  is  the  kind  of  thing,  ladies  and  gentlemen, 
in  which  your  ancestors  found  pleasure : — 

"  And  here,  whilst  I  was  looking  for  the  books,  I  was 
followed  by  Lord  Orville.  He  shut  the  door  after  he  came 
in,  and,  approachiug  me  with  a  look  of  anxiety,  said,  '  Is 
this  true.  Miss  Anville — are  you  going?  ' 

"'I  believe  so,  my  lord,'  said  I,  still  looking  for  the 
books. 

"  '  So  suddenly,  so  unexpectedly :  must  I  lose  you?  ' 

" '  No  great  loss,  my  lord,'  said  I,  endeavouring  to  speak 
cheerfully. 

"  '  Is  it  possible,'  said  he,  gravely,  '  Miss  Anville  can 
doubt  my  sincerity? ' 

'"I  can't  imagine,'  cried  I,  'what  Mrs.  Selwyn  has 
done  with  those  books. ' 

" '  Would  to  heaven,'  continued  he,  '  I  might  flatter  my- 
self you  would  allow  me  to  prove  it ! ' 

"'  I  must  run  upstairs,'  cried  I,  greatly  confused,  '  and 
ask  what  she  has  done  with  them. ' 

'"  You  are  going  then,'  cried  he,  taking  my  hand,  '  and 
you  give  me  not  the  smallest  hope  of  any  return !  "Will 
you  not,  my  too  lovely  friend,  will  you  not  teach  me,  with 
fortitude  like  your  own,  to  support  your  absence?  ' 

"'  My  lord,'  cried  I,  endeavouring  to  disengage  my  hand, 
'  pray  let  me  go ! ' 

"  '  I  will,'  cried  he,  to  my  inexpressible  confusion,  drop- 
ping on  one  knee,  '  if  you  wish  me  to  leave  you.' 

"  '  Oh,  my  lord,'  exclaimed  I, '  rise,  I  beseech  you;  rise. 
Surely  your  lordship  is  not  so  cruel  as  to  mock  me. ' 

" '  Mock  you ! '  repeated  he  earnestly,  '  no,  I  revere  you. 
I  esteem  and  admire  you  above  all  human  beings !  You 
are  the  friend  to  whom  my  soul  is  attached,  as  to  its  better 
half.      You   are  the  most  amiable,   the  most  perfect  of 
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women;  and  you  are  dearer  to  me  than  language  has  the 
power  of  telling.' 

"  I  attempt  not  to  describe  my  sensations  at  that  mo- 
ment; I  scarce  breathed;  I  doubted  if  I  existed;  the  blood 
forsook  my  cheeks,  and  my  feet  refused  to  sustain  me. 
Lord  Orville  hastily  rising  supported  me  to  a  chair  upon 
which  I  sank  almost  lifeless. 

"  I  cannot  write  the  scene  that  followed,  though  every 
word  is  engraven  on  my  heart;  but  his  protestations,  his 
expressions,  were  too  flattering  for  repetition;  nor  would 
he,  in  spite  of  my  repeated  efforts  to  leave  him,  suifer  me 
to  escape;  in  short,  my  dear  sir,  I  was  not  proof  against 
his  solicitations,  and  he  drew  from  me  the  most  sacred 
secret  of  my  heart !  "  * 

Other  people  jnay  not  much  like  this  extract,  madam, 
from  your  favourite  novel,  but  when  you  come  to  read  it, 
you  will  like  it.  I  suspect  that  when  you  read  that  book 
which  you  so  love,  you  read  it  a  deux.  Did  you  not  your- 
self pass  a  winter  at  Bath,  when  you  were  the  belle  of  the 
assembly?  Was  there  not  a  Lord  Orville  in  your  case 
too?      As  you  think  of  him  eleven  lustres  pass    away. 

*  Contrast  this  old  perfumed,  powdered  D'Arblay  conversation 
with  the  present  modern  talk.  If  the  two  young  people  wished  to 
hide  their  emotions  now-a-days,  and  express  themselves  in  modest 
language,  the  story  would  run : — 

""Whilst  I  was  looking  for  the  books,  Lord  Orville  came  in.  He 
looked  uncommonly  down  in  the  mouth,  as  he  said:  'Is  this  true, 
Miss  Anville;  are  you  going  to  cut? ' 

"' To  absquatulate,  Lord  Orville,'  said  I,  still  pretending  that  I 
was  looking  for  the  books. 

" '  You're  verj'  quick  about  it, '  said  he. 

" '  Guess  it's  no  great  loss, '  I  remarked,  as  cheerfully  as  I  could. 

"' You  don't  think  I'm  chaflBng?' said  Orville,  with  much  emo- 
tion. 

" '  What  has  Mrs.  Selwyn  done  with  the  books? '  I  went  on. 

"'What,  going?'  said  he,  'and  going  for  good?  I  wish  I  was 
such  a  good-plucked  one  as  you.  Miss  Anville, '  "  &c. 

"The  conversation,  you  perceive,  might  be  easily  written  down  to 
this  key ;  and  if  the  hero  and  heroine  were  modern,  they  would  not 
be  suffered  to  go  through  their  dialogue  on  stilts,  but  would  con- 
verse in  the  natural  graceful  way  at  present  customary.  By  the 
way,  what  a  strange  custom  that  is  in  modern  lady  novelists  to 
make  the  men  bully  the  women !  In  the  time  of  Miss  Porter  and 
Madame  D'Arblay,  we  have  respect,  profound  bows  and  curtsies, 
graceful  courtesy  from  men  to  women.  In  the  time  of  Miss  Bronte, 
absolute  rudeness.  Is  it  true,  mesdames,  that  you  like  rudeness,  and 
are  pleased  at  being  ill-used  by  men  ?  I  could  point  to  more  than 
one  lady  novelist  who  so  represents  you. 
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You  look  at  him  with  the  bright  eyes  of  those  days,  and 
your  hero  stands  before  you,  the  brave,  the  accomplished, 
the  simple,  the  true  gentleman;  and  he  makes  the  most 
elegant  of  bows  to  one  of  the  most  beautiful  young  women 
the  world  ever  saw;  and  he  leads  you  out  to  the  cotillon, 
to  the  dear,  unforgotten  music.  Hark  to  the  horns  of 
Elfland,  blowing,  blowing!  Bonne  vieille,  you  remember 
their  melody,  and  your  heart-strings  thrill  with  it  still. 

Of  your  heroic  heroes,  I  think  our  friend  Monsigneur 
Athos,  Count  de  la  Fere,  is  my  favourite.  I  have  read 
about  him  from  sunrise  to  sunset  with  the  utmost  content- 
ment of  mind.  He  has  passed  through  how  many  vol- 
umes? Forty?  Fifty?  I  wish  for  my  part  there  were  a 
hundred  more,  and  would  never  tire  of  him  rescuing  pris- 
oners, punishing  ruffians,  and  running  scoundrels  through 
the  midriff  with  his  most  graceful  rapier.  Ah,  Athos, 
Porthos,  and  Aramis,  you  are  a  magnificent  trio.  I  think 
I  like  d'Artagnan  in  his  own  memoirs  best.  I  bought  him 
years  and  years  ago,  price  fivepence,  in  a  little  parchment- 
covered  Cologne  printed  volume,  at  a  stall  in  Gray's-inn- 
lane.  Dumas  glorifies  him  and  makes  a  marshal  of  him; 
if  I  remember  rightly,  the  original  d'Artagnan  was  a  needy 
adventurer,  who  died  in  exile  very  early  in  Louis  XIV. 's 
reign.  Did  you  ever  read  the  "  Chevalier  d'Harmenthal "  ? 
Did  you  ever  read  the  "Tulipe  Noire,"  as  modest  as  a 
story  by  Miss  Edgeworth?  I  think  of  the  prodigal  ban- 
quets to  which  this  Lucullus  of  a  man  has  invited  me,  with 
thanks  and  wonder.  To  what  a  series  of  splendid  enter- 
tainments he  has  treated  me!  Where  does  he  find  the 
money  for  these  prodigious  feasts?  They  say  that  all  the 
works  bearing  Durnas's  name  are  not  written  by  him. 
Well?  Does  not  the  chief  cook  have  aides  under  him? 
Did  not  Eubens's  pupils  paint  on  his  canvases?  Had  not 
Lawrence  assistants  for  his  backgrounds?  For  myself, 
being  also  du  metier,  I  confess  I  would  often  like  to  have 
a  competent,  respectable,  and  rapid  clerk  for  the  business 
part  of  my  novels;  and  on  his  arrival,  at  eleven  o'clock, 
would  say,  "  Mr.  Jones,  if  you  please,  the  archbishop 
must  die  this  morning  in  about  five  pages.  Turn  to  article 
'  Dropsy  '  (or  what  you  will)  in  Encyclopaedia.  Take  care 
there  are  no  medical  blunders  in  his  death.  Group  his 
daughters,  physicians,  and  chaplains  round  him.  In 
Wales'  '  London,'  letter  B,  third  shelf,  you  will  find  an 
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account  of  Lambeth,  and  some  prints  of  the  place.  Colour 
in  with  local  colouring.  The  daughter  will  come  down, 
and  speak  to  her  lover  in  his  wherry  at  Lambeth  Stairs," 
&c.  &c.  Jones  (an  intelligent  young  man)  examines  the 
medical,  historical,  topographical  books  necessary;  his 
chief  points  out  to  him  in  Jeremy  Taylor  (f ol. ,  London, 
MDCLV. )  a  few  remarks,  such  as  might  befit  a  dear  old 
archbishop  departing  this  life.  When  I  come  back  to 
dress  for  dinner,  the  archbishop  is  dead  on  my  table  in 
five  pages;  medicine,  topography,  theology,  all  right,  and 
Jones  has  gone  home  to  his  family  some  hours.  Sir  Chris- 
topher is  the  architect  of  St.  Paul's.  He  has  not  laid  the 
stones  or  carried  up  the  mortar.  There  is  a  great  deal  of 
carpenter's  and  joiner's  work  in  novels  which  surely  a 
smart  professional  hand  might  supply.  A  smart  profes- 
sional hand?  I  give  you  my  word,  there  seem  to  me  parts 
of  novels — let  us  say  the  love-making,  the  "  business,"  the 
villain  in  the  cupboard,  and  so  forth,  which  I  should  like 
to  order  John  Footman  to  take  in  hand,  as  I  desire  him  to 
bring  the  coals  and  polish  the  boots.  Ask  me  indeed  to 
pop  a  robber  under  a  bed,  to  hide  a  will  which  shall  be 
forthcoming  in  dxie  season,  or  at  my  time  of  life  to  write  a 
namby-pamby  love  conversation  between  Emily  and  Lord 
Arthur !  I  feel  ashamed  of  myself,  and  especially  when 
my  business  obliges  me  to  do  the  love  passages,  I  blush  so, 
though  quite  alone  in  my  study,  that  you  would  fancy  I 
was  going  off  in  an  apoplexy.  Are  authors  affected  by 
their  own  works?  I  don't  know  about  other  gentlemen, 
but  if  I  make  a  joke  myself  I  cry;  if  I  write  a  pathetic 
scene  I  am  laughing  wildly  all  the  time — at  least  Tomkins 
thinks  so.     You  know  I  am  such  a  cynic ! 

The  editor  of  the  Cornhill  Magazine  (no  soft  and  yield- 
ing character  like  his  predecessor,  but  a  man  of  stern  reso- 
lution) will  only  allow  these  harmless  papers  to  run  to  a 
certain  length.  But  for  this  veto  I  should  gladly  have 
prattled  over  half  a  sheet  more,  and  have  discoursed  on 
many  heroes  and  heroines  of  novels  whom  fond  memory 
brings  back  to  me.  Of  these  books  I  have  been  a  diligent 
student  from  those  early  days,  which  are  recorded  at  the 
commencement  of  this  little  essay.  Oh,  delightful  novels, 
well  remembered !  Oh,  novels,  sweet  and  delicious  as  the 
raspberry  open-tarts  of  budding  boyhood!  Do  I  forget 
one  night  after  prayers  (when  we  under-boys  were  sent  to 
30 
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bed)  lingering  at  my  cupboard  to  read  one  little  half  page 
more  of  my  dear  Walter  Scott — and  down  came  the  moni- 
tor's dictionary  upon  my  head!  Eebecca,  daughter  of 
Isaac  of  York,  I  have  loved  thee  faithfully  for  forty  years ! 
Thou  wert  twenty  years  old  (say)  and  I  but  twelve,  when 
I  knew  thee.  At  sixty  odd,  love,  most  of  the  ladies  of  thy 
Orient  race  have  lost  the  bloom  of  youth,  and  bulged  be- 
yond the  line  of  beauty;  but  to  me  thou  art  ever  young 
and  fair,  and  I  will  do  battle  with  any  felon  Templar  who 
assails  thy  fair  name. 
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ON  A  PEAR-TEEE. 

A  GRACIOUS  reader  no  doubt  has  remarked  that  these 
humble  sermons  have  for  subjects  some  little  event  which 
happens  at  the  preacher's  own  gate,  or  which  falls  under 
his  peculiar  cognizance.  Once,  you  may  remember,  we 
discoursed  about  a  chalk-mark  on  the  door.  This  morning 
Betsy,  the  housemaid,  comes  with  a  frightened  look,  and 
says,  "Law,  mum!  there's  three  bricks  taken  out  of  the 
garden-wall,  and  the  branches  broke,  and  all  the  pears 
taken  off  the  pear-tree ! "  Poor  peaceful  suburban  pear- 
tree!  Gaol-birds  have  hopped  about  thy  branches,  and 
robbed  them  of  their  smoky  fruit.  But  those  bricks  re- 
moved ;  that  ladder  evidently  prepared,  by  which  unknown 
marauders  may  enter  and  depart  from  my  little  English- 
man's castle ;  is  not  this  a  subject  of  thrilling  interest,  and 
may  it  not  be  continued  in  a  future  number  ? — that  is  the 
terrible  question.  Suppose,  having  escaladed  the  outer 
wall,  the  miscreants  take  a  fancy  to  storm  the  castle? 
Well — well!  we  are  armed;  we  are  numerous;  we  are  men 
of  tremendous  courage,  who  will  defend  our  spoons  with 
our  lives ;  and  there  are  barracks  close  by  (thank  goodness !) 
whence,  at  the  noise  of  our  shouts  and  firing,  at  least  a 
thousand  bayonets  will  bristle  to  our  rescue. 

What  sound  is  yonder?  A  church  bell.  I  might  go 
myself,  but  how  listen  to  the  sermon?  I  am  thinking  of 
those  thieves  who  have  made  a  ladder  of  my  wall,  and  a 
prey  of  my  pear-tree.  They  may  be  walking  to  church  at 
this  moment,  neatly  shaved,  in  clean  linen,  with  every  out- 
ward appearance  of  virtue.  If  I  went,  I  know  I  should  be 
watching  the  congregation,  and  thinking,  "  Is  that  one  of 
the  fellows  who  came  over  my  wall?  "  If,  after  the  read- 
ing of  the  eighth  Commandment,  a  man  sang  out  with  par- 
ticular energy,  "  Incline  our  hearts  to  keep  this  law,"  I 
should  think,  "Aha,  Master  Basso,  did  you  have  pears  for 
breakfast  this  morning?"  Crime  is  walking  round  me, 
that  is  clear.  Who  is  the  perpetrator?  *  *  *  What 
a  changed  aspect  the  world  has,  since  these  last  few 
lines  were  written!  I  have  been  walking  round  about  my 
premises,  and  in  consultation  with  a  gentleman  in  a  single- 
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breasted  blue  coat,  with  pewter  buttons,  and  a  tape  orna- 
ment on  the  collar.  He  has  looked  at  the  holes  in  the 
wall,  and  the  amputated  tree.  We  have  formed  our  plan 
of  defence — perhaps  of  attack.  Perhaps  some  day  you  may 
read  in  the  papers,  "  Daeiistg  Attempt  at  Bueglaey — 
Heroic  Victory  over  the  Villains,"  &c.  &c.  Rascals 
as  yet  unknown !  perhaps  you,  too,  may  read  these  words, 
and  may  be  induced  to  pause  in  your  fatal  intention.  Take 
the  advice  of  a  sincere  friend,  and  keep  off.  To  find  a 
man  writhing  in  my  man-trap,  another  mayhap  impaled  in 
my  ditch,  to  pick  off  another  from  my  tree  (scoundrel !  as 
though  he  were  a  pear)  will  give  me  no  pleasure ;  but  such 
things  may  happen.  Be  warned  in  time,  villains !  Or,  if 
you  tniost  pursue  your  calling  as  cracksmen,  have  the  good- 
ness to  try  some  other  shu.tters.  Enough !  subside  into  your 
darkness,  children  of  night !  Thieves !  we  seek  not  to  have 
you  hanged — you  are  but  as  pegs  whereon  to  hang  others. 

I  may  have  said  before,  that  if  I  were  going  to  be  hanged 
myself,  I  think  I  should  take  an  accurate  note  of  my  sensa- 
tions, request  to  stop  at  some  public-house  on  the  road  to 
Tyburn,  and  be  provided  with  a  private  room  and  writing 
materials,  and  give  an  account  of  my  state  of  mind.  Then, 
gee  up,  carter!  I  beg  your  reverence  to  continue  your  ap- 
posite, though  not  novel,  remarks  on  my  situation ; — and 
so  we  drive  up  to  Tyburn  turnpike,  where  an  expectant 
crowd,  the  obliging  sheriffs,  and  the  dexterous  and  rapid 
Mr.  Ketch  are  already  in  waiting. 

A  number  of  labouring  people  are  sauntering  about  our 
streets  and  taking  their  rest  on  this  holyday — fellows  who 
have  no  more  stolen  my  pears  than  they  have  robbed  the 
crown  jewels  out  of  the  Tower — and  I  say  I  cannot  help 
thinking  in  my  own  mind,  "  Are  you  the  rascal  who  got 
over  my  wall  last  night?  "  Is  the  suspicion  haunting  my 
mind  written  on  my  countenance?  I  trust  not.  What  if 
one  man  after  another  were  to  come  up  to  me  and  say, 
"  How  dare  you,  sir,  suspect  me  in  your  mind  of  stealing 
your  fruit?  Go  be  hanged,  you  and  your  jargonels !  "  You 
rascal  thief!  it  is  not  merely  three  halfp'orth  of  sooty  fruit 
3'ou  rob  me  of,  it  is  my  peace  of  mind — my  artless  inno- 
cence and  trust  in  my  fellow-creatures,  my  child-like  belief 
that  everything  they  say  is  true.  How  can  I  hold  out  the 
hand  of  friendship  in  this  condition,  when  my  first  impres- 
sion is,  "  My  good  sir,  I  strongly  suspect  that  you  were  up 
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my  pear-tree  last  night?  "  It  is  a  dreadful  state  of  mind. 
•The  core  is  black ;  the  death-stricken  fruit  drops  on  the 
bough,  and  a  great  worm  is  within — fattening,  and  feast- 
ing, and  wriggling!  Who  stole  the  pears!  I  say.  Is  it 
you,  brother?  Is  it  you,  madam?  Come!  are  you  ready 
to  answer — respondere  parati  et  cantare  pares  ?  (0  shame ! 
shame !) 

Will  the  villains  ever  be  discovered  and  punished  who 
stole  my  fruit?  Some  unlucky  rascals  who  rob  orchards 
are  caught  up  the  tree  at  once.  Some  rob  through  life 
with  impunity.  If  I,  for  my  part,  were  to  try  and  get  up 
the  smallest  tree,  on  the  darkest  night,  in  the  most  remote 
orchard,  I  wager  any  money  I  should  be  found  out — be 
caught  by  the  leg  in  a  man-trap,  or  have  Towler  fastening 
on  me.  I  always  am  found  out ;  have  been ;  shall  be.  It's 
my  luck.  Other  men  will  carry  off  bushels  of  fruit,  and 
get  away  undetected,  unsuspected ;  whereas  I  know  woe 
and  punishment  would  fall  upon  me  were  I  to  lay  my  hand 
on  the  smallest  pippin.  So  be  it.  A  man  who  has  this 
precious  self-knowledge  will  surely  keep  his  hands  from 
picking  and  stealing,  and  his  feet  upon  the  paths  of  virtue. 

I  will  assume,  my  benevolent  friend  and  present  reader, 
that  you  yourself  are  virtuous,  not  from  a  fear  of  punish- 
ment, but  from  a  sheer  love  of  good :  but  as  you  and  I 
walk  through  life,  consider  what  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
rascals  we  must  have  met,  who  have  not  been  found  out  at 
all.  In  high  places  and  low,  in  Clubs  and  on  'Change,  at 
church  or  the  balls  and  routs  of  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
how  dreadful  it  is  for  benevolent  beings  like  you  and  me 
to  have  to  think  these  undiscovered  though  not  unsuspected 
scoundrels  are  swarming !  What  is  the  difference  between 
you  and  a  galley-slave?  Is  yonder  poor  wretch  at  the 
hulks  not  a  man  and  a  brother  too?  Have  you  ever  forged, 
my  dear  sir?  Have  you  ever  cheated  your  neighbour? 
Have  you  ever  ridden  to  Hounslow  Heath  and  robbed  the 
mail?  Have  you  ever  entered  a  first-class  railway  car- 
riage, where  an  old  gentleman  sate  alone  in  a  sweet  sleep, 
daintily  murdered  him,  taken  his  pocket-book,  and  got  out 
at  the  next  station?  You  know  that  this  circumstance 
occurred  in  France  a  few  months  since.  If  we  have  trav- 
elled in  France  this  autumn  we  may  have  met  the  ingenious 
gentleman  who  perpetrated  this  daring  and  successful  coup. 
We  may  have  found  him  a  well-informed  and  agreeable 
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man.  I  have  been  acquainted  with  two  or  three  gentle- 
men who  have  been  discovered  after — after  the  performance 
of  illegal  actions.  What?  That  agreeable  rattling  fellow 
we  met  was  the  celebrated  Mr.  John  Sheppard?  Was  that 
amiable  quiet  gentleman  in  spectacles  the  well-known  Mr. 
Fauutleroy?  In  Hazlitt's  admirable  paper,  "Going  to  a 
Fight,"  he  describes  a  dashing  sporting  fellow  who  was  in 
the  coach,  and  who  was  no  less  a  man  than  the  eminent 
destroyer  of  Mr.  William  Weare.  Don't  tell  me  that  you 
would  not  like  to  have  met  (out  of  business)  Captain  Shep- 
pard, the  Eeverend  Doctor  Dodd,  or  others  rendered  famous 
by  their  actions  and  misfortunes,  by  their  lives  and  their 
deaths.  They  are  the  subjects  of  ballads,  the  heroes  of  ro- 
mance. A  friend  of  mine  had  the  house  in  May  Fair,  out  of 
which  poor  Doctor  Dodd  was  taken  handcuffed.  There  was 
the  paved  hall  over  which  he  stepped.  That  little  room  at 
the  side  was,  no  doubt,  the  study  where  he  composed  his 
elegant  sermons.  Two  years  since  I  had  the  good  fortune 
to  partake  of  some  admirable  dinners  in  Tyburnia — magnifi- 
cent dinners  indeed ;  but  rendered  doubly  interesting  from 
the  fact  that  the  house  was  that  occupied  by  the  late  Mr. 
Sadleir.  One  night  the  late  Mr.  Sadleir  took  tea  in  that 
dining-room,  and,  to  the  surprise  of  his  butler,  went  out, 
having  put  into  his  pocket  his  own  cream-jug.  The  next 
morning,  you  know,  he  was  found  dead  on  Hampstead 
Heath,  with  the  cream-jug  lying  by  him,  into  which  he 
had  poured  the  poison  by  which  he  died.  The  idea  of  the 
ghost  of  the  late  gentleman  flitting  about  the  room  gave  a 
strange  interest  to  the  banquet.  Can  you  fancy  him  tak- 
ing his  tea  alone  in  the  dining-room?  He  empties  that 
cream-jug  and  puts  it  in  his  pocket ;  and  then  he  opens 
yonder  door,  through  which  he  is  never  to  pass  again. 
Now  he  crosses  'the  hall :  and  hark !  the  hall-door  shuts 
upon  him,  and  his  steps  die  away.  They  are  gone  into  the 
night.  They  traverse  the  sleeping  city.  They  lead  him 
into  the  fields,  where  the  grey  morning  is  beginning  to 
glimmer.  He  pours  something  from  a  bottle  into  a  little 
silver  jug.  It  touches  his  lips,  the  lying  lips.  Do  they 
quiver  a  prayer  ere  that  awful  draught  is  swallowed? 
When  the  sun  rises  they  are  dumb. 

I  neither  knew  this  unhappy  man,  nor  his  countryman 
— Laertes  let  us  call  him — who  is  at  present  in  exile,  hav- 
ing been  compelled  to  fly  from  remorseless  creditors.     La- 
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ertes  fled  to  America,  where  he  earned  his  bread  by  his 
pen.  I  own  to  having  a  kindly  feeling  towards  this  scape- 
grace, because,  though  an  exile,  he  did  not  abuse  the  coun- 
try whence  he  fled.  I  have  heard  that  he  went  away  taking 
no  spoil  with  him,  penniless  almost ;  and  on.  his  voyage  he 
made  acquaintance  with  a  certain  Jew ;  and  when  he  fell 
sick,  at  New  York,  this  Jew  befriended  him,  and  gave  him 
help  and  money  out  of  his  own  store,  which  was  but  small. 
Now,  after  they  had  been  awhile  in  the  strange  city,  it 
happened  that  the  poor  Jew  spent  all  his  little  money,  and 
he  too  fell  ill,  and  was  in  great  penury.  And  now  it  was 
Laertes  who  befriended  that  Ebrew  Jew.  H[p  fee'd  doctors ; 
he  fed  and  tended  the  sick  and  hungry.  Go  to,  Laertes ! 
I  know  thee  not.  It  may  be  thou  art  justly  exid  patrice. 
But  the  Jew  shall  intercede  for  thee,  thou  not,  let  us  trust, 
-hopeless  Christian  sinner. 

Another  exile  to  the  same  shore  I  knew :  who  did  not? 
Julius  Caesar  hardly  owed  more  money  than  Cucedicus: 
and,  gracious  powers !  Cucedicus,  how  did  you  manage  to 
spend  and  owe  so  much?  All  day  he  was  at  work  for  his 
clients;  at  night  he  was  occupied  in  the  Public  Council. 
He  neither  had  wife  nor  children.  The  rewards  which 
he  received  from  his  orations  were  enough  to  maintain 
twenty  rhetoricians.  Night  after  night  I  have  seen  him 
mating  his  frugal  meal,  consisting  but  of  a  fish,  a  small 
portion  of  mutton,  and  a  small  measure  of  Iberian  or  Tri- 
nacrian  wine,  largely  diluted  with  the  sparkling  waters  of 
Rhenish  Gaul.  And  this  was  all  he  had;  and  this  man 
•earned  and  paid  away  talents  upon  talents ;  and  fled,  owing 
who  knows  how  many  more!  Does  a  man  earn  fifteen 
thousand  pounds  a  year,  toiling  by  day,  talking  by  night, 
having  horrible  unrest  in  his  bed,  ghastly  terrors  at  wak- 
ing, seeing  an  ofiB.cer  lurking  at  every  corner,  a  sword  of 
justice  forever  hanging  over  his  head — and  have  for  his 
-sole  diversion  a  newspaper,  a  lonely  mutton-chop,  and  a 
little  sherry  and  seltzer-water?  In  the  German  stories  we 
read  how  men  sell  themselves  to — a  certain  Personage,  and 
that  Personage  cheats  them.  He  gives  them  wealth ;  yes, 
but  the  gold  pieces  turn  into  worthless  leaves.  He  sets 
them  before  splendid  banquets ;  yes,  but  what  an  awful 
grin  that  black  footman  has  who  lifts  up  the  dish -cover ; 
and  don't  you  smell  a  peculiar  sulphurous  odour  in  the 
dish?     Faugh!  take  it  away;  I  can't  eat.     He  promises 
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them  splendours  and  triumphs.  The  conqueror's  car  rolls 
glittering  through  the  city,  the  multitudes  shout  and  huz- 
zali.  Drive  on,  coachman.  Yes,  but  who  is  that  hanging 
on  behind  the  carriage?  Is  this  the  reward  of  eloquence, 
talents,  industry?  Is  this  the  end  of  a  life's  labour? 
Don't  you  remember  how,  when  the  dragon  was  infesting 
the  neighbourhood  of  Babylon,  the  citizens  used  to  walk 
dismally  out  of  evenings,  and  look  at  the  valleys  round 
about  strewed  with  the  bones  of  the  victims  whom  the  mon- 
ster had  devoured?  0  insatiate  brute,  and  most  disgust- 
ing, brazen,  and  scaly  reptile !  Let  us  be  thankful,  chil- 
dren, that  it  hfis  not  gobbled  us  up  too.  Quick.  Let  us 
turn  away,  and  pray  that  we  may  be  kept  out  of  the  reach 
of  his  horrible  maw,  jaw,  claw! 

When  I  first  came  up  to  London,  as  innocent  as  Mon- 
sieur Gil  Bias,  I  also  fell  in  with  some  pretty  acquaintances, 
found  my  way  into  several  caverns,  and  delivered  my  purse 
to  more  than  one  gallant  gentleman  of  the  road.  One  I 
remember  especially — one  who  never  eased  me  personally 
of  a  single  maravedi — one  than  whom  I  never  met  a  bandit 
more  gallant,  courteous,  and  amiable.  Rob  me?  Rolando 
feasted  me ;  treated  me  to  his  dinner  and  his  wine ;  kept  a 
generous  table  for  his  friends,  and  I  know  was  most  liberal 
to  many  of  them.  How  well  I  remember  one  of  his  specu- 
lations !  It  was  a  great  plan  for  smuggling  tobacco.  Rev- 
enue officers  were  to  be  bought  oft' ;  silent  ships  were  to 
ply  on  the  Thames ;  cunning  depSts  were  to  be  established, 
and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  pounds  to  be  m.ade  by  the 
coMp.  How  his  eyes  kindled  as  he  propounded  the  scheme 
to  me !  How  easy  and  certain  it  seemed !  It  might  have 
succeeded :  I  can't  say :  but  the  bold  and  merry,  the  hearty 
and  kindly  Rolando  came  to  grief — a  little  matter  of  imi- 
tated signatures  occasioned  a  Bank  persecution  of  Rolando 
the  Brave.  He  walked  about  armed,  and  vowed  he  would 
never  be  taken  alive  :  but  taken  he  was ;  tried,  condemned, 
sentenced  to  perpetual  banishment ;  and  I  heard  that  for 
some  time  he  was  universally  popular  in  the  colony  which 
had  the  honour  to  possess  him.  What  a  song  he  could 
sing!  'Twas  when  the  cup  was  sparkling  before  us,  and 
heaven  gave  a  portion  of  its  blue,  boys,  blue,  that  I  re- 
member the  song  of  Roland  at  the  Old  Piazza  CofPee- 
house.  And  now  where  is  the  Old  Piazza  Coffee-house? 
Where  is  Thebes?  where  is  Troy?  where  is  the  Colossus 
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of  Rhodes?  Ah,  Rolando,  Rolando !  thou  wert  a  gallant 
captain,  a  cheery,  a  handsome,  a  merry.  At  me  thou  never 
presentedst  pistol.  Thou  badest  the  bumper  of  Burgundy 
fill,  fill  for  me,  giving  those  who  preferred  it  champagne. 
Ccelum  non  animum,  &c.  Do  you  think  he  has  reformed 
now  that  he  has  crossed  the  sea,  and  changed  the  air?  I 
have  my  own  opinion.  Howbeit,  Rolando,  thou  wert  a 
most  kindly  and  hospitable  bandit.  And  I  love  not  to 
think  of  thee  with  a  chain  at  thy  shin. 

Do  you  know  how  all  these  memories  of  unfortunate  men 
have  come  upon  me?  When  they  came  to  frighten  me  this 
morning  by  speaking  of  my  robbed  pears,  my  perforated 
garden  wall,  I  was  reading  an  article  in  the  Saturday  Re- 
view about  Rupilius.  I  have  sate  near  that  young  man  at 
a  public  dinner,  and  beheld  him  in  a  gilded  uniform.  But 
yesterday  he  lived  in  splendour,  had  long  hair,  a  flowing 
beard,  a  jewel  at  his  neck,  and  a  smart  surtout.  So  at- 
tired, he  stood  but  yesterday  in  court ;  and  to-day  he  sits 
over  a  bowl  of  prison  cocoa,  with  a  shaved  head,  and  in  a 
felon's  jerkin. 

That  beard  and  head  shaved,  that  gaudy  deputy-lieuten- 
ant's coat  exchanged  for  felon  uniform,  and  your  daily 
bottle  of  champagne  for  prison  cocoa,  my  poor  Rupilius, 
what  a  comfort  it  must  be  to  have  the  business  brought 
to  an  end!  Champagne  was  the  honourable  gentleman's 
drink  in  the  House  of  Commons  dining-room,  as  I  am  in- 
formed. What  uncommonly  dry  champagne  that  must 
have  been!  When  we  saw  him  outwardly  happy,  how 
miserable  he  mtist  have  been  !  when  we  thought  him  pros- 
perous, how  dismally  poor !  When  the  great  Mr.  Harker, 
at  the  public  dinners,  called  out — "Gentlemen,  charge 
your  glasses,  and  please  silence  for  the  honourable  Member 
for  Lambeth !  "  how  that  honourable  Member  must  have 
writhed  inwardly !  One  day,  when  there  was  a  talk  of  a 
gentleman's  honour  being  questioned,  Rupilius  said,  "If 
any  man  doubted  mine,  I  would  knock  him  down."  But 
that  speech  was  in  the  way  of  business.  The  Spartan  boy, 
who  stole  the  fox,  smiled  while  the  beast  was  gnawing  him 
under  his  cloak :  I  promise  you  Rupilius  had  some  sharp 
fangs  gnashing  under  his.  We  have  sate  at  the  same  feast, 
I  say :  we  have  paid  our  contribution  to  the  same  charity. 
Ah !  when  I  ask  this  day  for  my  daily  bread,  I  pray  not  to 
be  led  into  temptation,  and  to  be  delivered  from  evil. 
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DESSEm'S. 

I  AEEiVBD  by  the  night-mail  packet  from  Dover.  The 
passage  had  been  rough,  and  the  usual  consequences  had 
ensued.  I  was  disinclined  to  travel  farther  that  night  on 
my  road  to  Paris,  and  knew  the  Calais  hotel  of  old  as  one 
of  the  cleanest,  one  of  the  dearest,  one  of  the  most  com- 
fortable hotels  on  the  continent  of  Europe.  There  is  no 
town  more  French  than  Calais.  That  charming  old  Hotel 
Dessein,  with  its  court,  its  gardens,  its  lordly  kitchen,  its 
princely  waiter — a  gentleman  of  the  old  school,  who  has 
welcomed  the  finest  company  in  Europe — have  long  been 
known  to  me.  I  have  read  complaints  in  the  Times,  more 
than  once  I  think,  that  the  Dessein  bills  are  dear.  A  bot- 
tle of  soda-water  certainly  costs well,  never  mind  how 

much.  I  remember  as  a  boy,  at  the  Ship  at  Dover  (impe- 
rante  Carolo  Deeimo),  when,  my  place  to  London  being 
paid,  I  had  but  12s.  left  after  a  certain  little  Paris  excur- 
sion (about  which  my  benighted  parents  never  knew  any- 
thing), ordering  for  dinner  a  whiting,  a  beef-steak,  and  a 
glass  of  negus,  and  the  bill  was,  dinner  7s.,  glass  of  negus, 
2s.  waiter  <dd.,  and  only  half-a-crown  left,  as  I  was  a  sin- 
ner, for  the  guard  and  coachman  on  the  way  to  London ! 
And  I  ivas  a  sinner.  I  had  gone  without  leave.  What  a 
lopg,  dreary,  guilty,  forty  hours'  journey  it  was  from  Paris 
to  Calais,  I  remember!  How  did  I  come  to  think  of  this 
escapade,  which  occurred  in  the  Easter  vacation  of  the  year 
1830?  I  always  think  of  it  when  I  am  crossing  to  Calais. 
Guilt,  sir,  guilt  remains  stamped  on  the  memory,  and  I 
feel  easier  in  my  mind  now  that  it  is  liberated  of  tins  old 
peccadillo.  I  met  my  college  tutor  only  yesterday.  We 
were  travelling,  and  stopped  at  the  same  hotel.  He  had 
the  very  next  room  to  mine.  After  he  had  gone  into  his 
apartment,  having  shaken  me  quite  kindly  by  the  hand,  I 
felt  inclined  to  knock  at  his  door,  and  say,  "  Doctor  Bent- 
ley,  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  do  you  remember,  when  I  was 
going  down  at  the  Easter  vacation  in  1830,  you  asked  me 
where  I  was  going  to  spend  my  vacation?  And  I  said, 
with  my  friend  Slingsby,  in  Huntingdonshire.     Well,  sir, 
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I  grieve  to  have  to  confess  that  I  told  you  a  fib.  I  had 
got  201.  and  was  going  for  a  lark  to  Paris,  where  my  friend 
Edwards  was  staying. "  There,  it  is  out.  The  Doctor  will 
read  it,  for  I  did  not  wake  him  up  after  all  to  make  my 
confession,  but  protest  he  shall  have  a  copy  of  this  Round- 
about sent  to  him  when  he  returns  to  his  lodge. 

They  gave  me  a  bed-room  there ;  a  very  neat  room  on 
the  first  iioor,  looking  into  the  pretty  garden.  The  hotel 
must  look  pretty  much  as  it  did  a  hundred  years  ago  when 
he  visited  it.  I  wonder  whether  he  paid  his  bill?  Yes : 
his  journey  was  just  begun.  He  had  borrowed  or  got  the 
money  somehow.  Such  a  man  would  spend  it  liberally 
enough  when  he  had  it,  give  generously — nay,  drop  a  tear 
over  the  fate  of  the  poor  fellow  whom  he  relieved.  I  don't 
believe  a  word  he  says,  but  I  never  accused  him  of  stingi- 
ness about  money.  That  is  a  fault  of  much  more  virtuous 
people  than  he.  Mr.  Laurence  is  ready  enough  with  his 
purse  when  there  are  anybody's  guineas  in  it.  Still,  when 
I  went  to  bed  in  the  room,  in  his  room ;  when  T  think  how 
I  admire,  dislike,  and  have  abused  him,  a  certain  dim  feel- 
ing of  apprehension  filled  my  mind  at  the  midnight  hour. 
What  if  I  should  see  his  lean  figure  in  the  black  satin 
breeches,  his  sinister  smile,  his  long  thin  finger  pointing 
to  me  in  the  moonlight  (for  I  am  in  bed,  and  have  popped 
my  candle  out),  and  he  should  say,  "You  mistrust  me,  you 
hate  me,  do  you?  And  you,  don't  you  know  how  Jack, 
Tom,  and  Harry,  your  brother  authors,  hate  you  ?  "  I  grin 
and  laugh  in  the  moonlight,  in  the  midnight,  in  the  silence. 
"  0  you  ghost  in  black  satin  breeches  and  a  wig !  I  like  to 
be  hated  by  some  men,"  I  say.  "I  know  men  whose  lives 
are  a  scheme,  whose  laughter  is  a  conspiracy,  whose  smile 
means  something  else,  whose  hatred  is  a  cloak,  and  I  had 
rather  these  men  should  hate  me  than  not. " 

"  My  good  sir,"  says  he,  with  a  ghastly  grin  on  his  lean 
face,  "you  have  your  wish." 

"  Apres  ?  "  I  say.  "  Please  let  me  go  to  sleep.  I  shan't 
sleep  any  the  worse  because " 

"  Because  there  are  insects  in  the  bed,  and  they  sting 
you?  "  (This  is  only  by  way  of  illustration,  my  good  sir; 
the  animals  don't  bite  me  now.  All  the  house  at  present 
seems  to  me  excellently  clean.)  "  'Tis  absurd  to  affect  this 
indifference.  If  you  are  thin-skinned,  and  the  reptiles  bite, 
they  keep  you  from  sleep." 
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"  There  are  some  men  who  cry  out  at  a  flea-bite  as  loud 
as  if  they  were  torn  by  a  vulture,"  I  growl. 

"  Men  of  the  genus  irritabile,  my  worthy  good  gentleman ! 
— and  you  are  one. " 

"Yes,  sir,  I  am  of  the  profession,  as  you  say;  and  I 
daresay  make  a  great  shouting  and  crying  at  a  small 
hurt." 

"  You  are  ashamed  of  that  quality  by  vfhich  you  earn 
your  subsistence,  and  such  reputation  as  you  have  ?  Your 
sensibility  is  your  livelihood,  my  worthy  friend.  You  feel 
a  pang  of  pleasure  or  pain?  It  is  noted  in  your  memory, 
and  some  day  or  other  makes  its  appearance  in  your  manu- 
script. Why,  in  your  last  Eoundabout  rubbish  you  men- 
tion reading  your  first  novel  on  the  day  when  King  George 
IV.  was  crowned.  I  remember  him  in  his  cradle  at  St. 
James's,  a  lovely  little  babe;  a  gilt  Chinese  railing  was 
before  him,  and  I  dropped  the  tear  of  sensibility  as  I  gazed 
on  the  sleeping  cherub." 

"A  tear — a  fiddlestick,  Mr.  Stekne,"  I  growled  out,  for 
of  course  I  knew  my  friend  in  the  wig  and  satin  breeches 
to  be  no  other  than  the  notorious,  nay,  celebrated  Mr. 
Laurence  Sterne. 

"  Does  not  the  sight  of  a  beautiful  infant  charm  and  melt 
you,  mon  ami  ?  If  not,  I  pity  you.  Yes,  he  was  beauti- 
ful. I  was  in  London  the  year  he  was  born.  I  used  to 
breakfast  at  the  Mount  Coffee-house.  I  did  not  become 
the  fashion  until  two  years  later,  when  my  '  Tristram ' 
made  his  appearance,  who  has  held  his  own  for  a  hundred 
years.  By  the  way,  mon  bon  "monsieur,  how  many  authors 
of  your  present  time  will  last  till  the  next  century?  Do 
you  think  Brown  will?  " 

I  laughed  with  scoru  as  I  lay  in  my  bed  (and  so  did  the 
ghost  give  a  ghastly  snigger). 

"  Brown !  "  I  roared.  "  One  of  the  most  over-rated  men 
that  ever  put  pen  to  paper !  " 

"  What  do  you  think  of  Jones?  " 

I  grew  indignant  with  this  old  cynic.  "As  a  reasonable 
ghost,  come  out  of  the  other  world,  you  don't  mean,"  I 
said,  "  to  ask  me  a  serious  opinion  of  Mr.  Jones?  His  books 
may  be  very  good  reading  for  maid-servants  and  school- 
boys, but  you  don't  ask  me  to  read  them?  As  a  scholar 
yourself  you  must  know  that " 

"  Well,  then,  Eobinson?  " 
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"  Eobinson,  I  am  told,  has  merit.  I  daresay ;  I  never 
have  been  able  to  read  his  books,  and  can't,  therefore,  form 
any  opinion  about  Mr.  Robinson.  At  least  you  will  allow- 
that  I  am  not  speaking  in  a  prejudiced  manner  about 
him." 

"  Ah !  I  see  you  men  of  letters  have  your  cabals  and 
jealousies,  as  we  had  in  my  time.  There  was  an  Irish  fel- 
low by  the  name  of  Gouldsmith,  who  used  to  abuse  me ; 
but  he  went  into  no  genteel  company — and  faith !  it  mat- 
tered little,  his  praise  or  abuse.  I  never  was  more  sur- 
prised than  when  I  heard  that  Mr.  Irving,  an  American 
gentleman  of  parts  and  elegance,  had  wrote  the  fellow's 
life.  To  make  a  hero  of  that  man,  my  dear  sir,  'twas 
ridiculous !  You  followed  in  the  fashion,  I  hear,  and  chose 
to  lay  a  wreath  before  this  queer  little  idol.  Preposter- 
ous !  A  pretty  writer,  who  has  turned  some  neat  couplets. 
Bah !  I  have  no  patience  with  Master  Posterity,  that  has 
chosen  to  take  up  this  fellow,  and  make  a  hero  of  him ! 
And  there  was  another  gentleman  of  my  time,  Mr.  Thief- 
catcher  Fielding,  forsooth !  a  fellow  with  the  strength,  and 
the  tastes,  and  the  manners  of  a  porter !  What  madness 
has  possessed  you  all  to  bow  before  that  Calvert  Butt  of  a 
man? — a  creature  without  elegance  or  sensibility!  The 
dog  had  spirits,  certainly.  I  remember  my  Lord  Bathurst 
praising  them :  but  as  for  reading  his  books — ma  foi,  I 
would  as  lief  go  and  dive  for  tripe  in  a  cellar.  The  man's 
vulgarity  stifles  me.  He  wafts  me  whiffs  of  gin.  Tobacco 
and  onions  are  in  his  great  coarse  laugh,  which  choke  me, 
pardi  ;  and  I  don't  think  much  better  of  the  other  fellow 
— the  Scots'  gallipot  purveyor — Peregrine  Clinker,  Hum- 
phrey Random — how  did  the  fellow  call  his  rubbish? 
Neither  of  these  men  had  the  bel  air,  the  hon  ton,  the^e 
ne  sgais  quoy.  Pah !  If  I  meet  them  in  my  walks  by  our 
Stygian  river,  I  give  them  a  wide  berth,  as  that  hybrid 
apothecary  fellow  would  say.^  An  ounce  of  civet,  good 
apothecary ;  horrible,  horrible !  The  mere  thought  of  the 
coarseness  of  those  men  gives  me  the  chair  de  poule.  Mr. 
Fielding,  especially,  has  no  more  sensibility  than  a  butcher 
in  Fleet  Market.  He  takes  his  heroes  out  of  ale-house 
kitchens,  or  worse  places  still.  And  this  is  the  person 
whom  Posterity  has  chosen  to  honour  along  with  me — me  I 
Faith,  Monsieur  Posterity,  you  have  put  me  in  pretty  com- 
pany, and  I  see  you  are  no  wiser  than  we  were  in  our  time. 
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Mr.  rielding,  forsooth !  Mr.  Tripe  and  Onions !  Mr.  Cow- 
heel  and  Gin!  Thank  you  for  nothing,  Monsieur  Pos- 
terity ! " 

"  And  so,"  thought  I,  "  even  among  these  Stygians  this 
envy  and  quarrelsomeness  (if  you  will  permit  me  the  word) 
survive.  What  a  pitiful  meanness !  To  be  sure,  I  can  un- 
derstand this  feeling  to  a  certain  extent ;  a  sense  of  justice 
will  prompt  it.  In  my  own  case,  I  often  feel  myself  forced 
to  protest  against  the  absurd  praises  lavished  on  contem- 
poraries. Yesterday,  for  instance,  Lady  Jones  was  good 
enough  to  praise  one  of  my  works.  Tres  bien.  But  in  the 
very  next  mintite  she  began,  with  quite  as  great  enthusi- 
asm, to  praise  Miss  Hobson's  last  romance.  My  good 
creature,  what  is  that  woman's  praise  worth  who  absolutely 
admires  the  writings  of  Miss  Hobson?  I  offer  a  friend  a 
bottle  of  '44  claret,  fit  for  a  pontifical  supper.  '  This  is 
capital  wine,'  says  he;  'and  now  we  have  finished  the 
bottle,  will  you  give  me  a  bottle  of  that  ordinaire  we  drank 
the  other  day? '  Very  -well,  my  good  man.  You  are  a 
good  judge — of  ordinaire,  I  daresay.  Nothing  so  provokes 
my  anger,  and  rouses  my  sense  of  justice,  as  to  hear  other 
men  undeservedly  praised.  In  a  word,  if  you  wish  to  re- 
main friends  with  me,  don't  praise  anyljody.  You  tell  me 
that  the  Venus  de'  Medici  is  beautiful,  or  Jacob  Omnium 
is  tall.  Que  diahle  !  Can't  I  judge  for  myself?  Haven't 
I  eyes  and  a  foot-rule?  I  don't  think  the  Venus  is  so 
handsome,  since  you  press  me.  She  is  pretty,  but  she  has 
no  expression.  And  as  for  Mr.  Omnium,  I  can  see  much 
taller  men  in  a  fair  for  twopence." 

"And  so,"  I  said,  turning  round  to  Mr.  Sterne,  "you 
are  actually  jealous  of  Mr.  Fielding?  0  you  men  of  let- 
ters, you  men  of  letters !  Is  not  the  world  (your  world,  I 
mean)  big  enough  for  all  of  you?  " 

I  often  travel  in  my  sleep.  I  often  of  a  night  find  my- 
self walking  in  my  night-gown  about  the  grey  streets.  It 
is  awkward  at  first,  but  somehow  nobody  makes  any  re- 
mark. I  glide  along  over  the  ground  with  my  naked  feet. 
The  mud  does  not  wet  them.  The  passers-by  do  not  tread 
on  them.  I  am  wafted  over  the  ground,  down  the  stairs, 
through  the  doors.  This  sort  of  travelling,  dear  friends,  I 
am  sure  you  have  all  of  you  indulged. 

Well,  on  the  night  in  question  (and,  if  you  wish  to  know 
the  precise  date,  it  was  the  31st  of  September  last),  after 
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having  some  little  conversation  with  Mr.  Sterne  in  our  bed- 
room, I  must  have  got  up,  though  I  protest  I  don't  know 
how,  and  come  downstairs  with  him  into  the  coSee-room  of 
the  Hotel  Dessein,  where  the  moon  was  shining,  and  a  cold 
supper  was  laid  out.  I  forget  what  we  had — "  vol  au  vent 
d'cBufs  de  Ph&ix — agneau  aux  pistaches  a  la  Barmecide," 
— what  matters  what  we  had?  As  regards  supper  this  is 
certain,  the  less  you  have  of  it  the  better. 

That  is  what  one  of  the  guests  remarked, — a  shabby  old 
man,  in  a  wig,  and  such  a  dirty,  ragged,  disreputable 
dressing-gown,  that  I  should  have  been  quite  surprised  at 

him,  only  one  never  is  surprised  in  dr under  certain 

circumstances. 

"I  can't  eat  'em  now,"  said  the  greasy  man  (with  his 
false  old  teeth,  I  wonder  he  could  eat  anything).  "I  re- 
member Alvanley  eating  three  suppers  once  at  Carlton 
House — one  night  de  petite  oomite. " 

" Petit  comite,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Sterne. 

"  Dammy,  sir,  let  me  tell  my  own  story  my  own  way. 
I  say,  one  night  at  Carlton  House,  playing  at  blind  hookey 
with  York,  Wales,  Tom  Eaikes,  Prince  Boothby,  and 
Dutch  Sam  the  boxer,  Alvanley  ate  three  suppers,  and  won 
three  and  twenty  hundred  pounds  in  ponies.  Never  saw  a 
fellow  with  such  an  appetite  except  Wales  in  his  good  time. 
But  he  destroyed  the  finest  digestion  a  man  ever  had  with 
maraschino,  by  Jove — always  at  it." 

"Try  mine,"  said  Mr.  Sterne. 

"What  a  doosid  queer  box,"  says  Mr.  Brummell. 

"  I  had  it  from  a  Capuchin  friar  in  this  town.  The  box 
is  but  a  horn  one ;  but  to  the  nose  of  sensibility  Araby's 
perfume  is  not  more  delicate." 

"I  call  it  doosid  stale  old  rappee,"  says  Mr.  Brummell 
— (as  for  me  I  declare  I  could  not  smell  anything  at  all  in 
either  of  the  boxes).  "Old  boy  in  smockfrock,  take  a 
pinch?" 

The  old  boy  in  the  smockfrock,  as  Mr.  Brummell  called 
him,  was  a  very  old  man,  with  long  white  beard,  wearing, 
not  a  smockfrock,  but  a  shirt ;  and  he  had  actually  noth- 
ing else  save  a  rope  round  his  neck,  which  hung  behind  his 
chair  in  the  queerest  way. 

"Fair  sir,  "he  said,  turning  to  Mr.  Brummell,  "when  the 
Prince  of  Wales  and  his  father  laid  siege  to  our  town " 

"  What  nonsense  are  you  talking,  old  cock?  "  says  Mr. 
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Brammell;  "Wales  was  never  here.  His  late  Majesty 
George  IV.  passed  through  on  his  way  to  Hanover.  My 
good  man,  you  don't  seem  to  know  what's  up  at  all.  What 
is  he  talkin'  about  the  siege  of  Calais?  I  lived  here  fifteen 
years !     Ought  to  know.     What's  his  old  name?  " 

"  I  am  Master  Eustace,  of  Saint  Peter,"  said  the  old  gen- 
tleman in  the  shirt.  "  When  my  Lord  King  Edward  laid 
siege  to  this  city " 

"  Laid  siege  to  Jericho !  "  cries  Mr.  Brummell.  "  The 
old  man  is  cracked — cracked,  sir !  " 

" laid  siege  to  this  city,"  continued  the  old  man, 

"  I  and  five  more  promised  Messire  Gautier  de  Mauny  that 
we  would  give  ourselves  up  as  ransom  for  the  place.  And 
we  came  before  our  Lord  King  Edward,  attired  as  you  see, 
and  the  fair  queen  begged  our  lives  out  of  her  gramercy." 

"Queen,  nonsense!  you  mean  the  Princess  of  Wales — 
pretty  woman,  petit  nez  retrousse,  grew  monstrous  stout?  " 
suggested  Mr.  Brummell,  whose  reading  was  evidently  not 
extensive.  "  Sir  Sidney  Smith  was  a  fine  fellow,  great 
talker,  hook  nose,  so  has  Lord  Cochrane,  so  has  Lord  Wel- 
lington.    She  was  very  sweet  on  Sir  Sidney." 

"  Your  acquaintance  with  the  history  of  Calais  does  not 
seem  to  be  considerable,"  said  Mr.  Sterne  to  Mr.  Brum- 
mell, with  a  shrug. 

"Don't  it,  bishop? — for  I  conclude  you  are  a  bishop  by 
your  wig.  I  know  Calais  as  well  as  any  man.  I  lived 
here  for  years  before  I  took  that  confounded  consulate 
at  Caen.  Lived  in  this  hotel,  then  at  Leleux's.  People 
used  to  stop  here.  Good  fellows  used  to  ask  for  poor 
George  Brummell;  Hertford  did,  so  did  the  Duchess  of 
Devonshire.  Not  know  Calais  indeed!  That  is  a  good 
joke.  Had  many  a  good  dinner  here :  sorry  I  ever  left 
it." 

"My  Lord  King  Edward,"  chirped  the  queer  old  gentle- 
man in  the  shirt,  "  colonized  the  place  witli  his  Euglish, 
after  we  had  yielded  it  up  to  him.  I  have  heard  tell  they 
kept  it  for  nigh  three  hundred  years,  till  my  Lord  de  Guise 
took  it  from  a  fair  Queen,  Mary  of  blessed  memory,  a  holy 
woman.  Eh,  but  Sire  Gautier  of  Mauny  was  a  good 
knight,  a  valiant  captain,  gentle  and  courteous  withal !  Do 
you  remember  his  ransoming  the " 

"  What  is  the  old  fellow  twaddlin'  about?  "  cries  Brum- 
mell.    "  He  is  talking  about  some  knight? — I  never  spoke 
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to  a  knight,  and  very  seldom  to  a  baronet.  Firkins,  my 
butterman,  was  a  knight — a  knight  and  alderman.  Wales 
knighted  him  once  on  going  into  the  city." 

"  I  am  not  surprised  that  the  gentleman  should  not  un- 
derstand Messire  Eustace  of  St.  Peter's,"  said  the  ghostly 
individual  addressed  as  Mr.  Sterne.  "  Your  reading  doubt- 
less has  not  been  very  extensive?  " 

"  Dammy,  sir,  speak  for  yourself !  "  cries  Mr.  Brummell, 
testily.  "  I  never  professed  to  be  a  reading  man,  but  I 
was  as  good  as  my  neighbours.  Wales  wasn't  a  reading 
man ;  York  wasn't  a  reading  man ;  Clarence  wasn't  a  read- 
ing man ;  Sussex  was,  but  he  wasn't  a  man  in  society.  I 
remember  reading  your  '  Sentimental  Journey,'  old  boy: 
read  it  to  the  duchess  at  Beauvoir,  I  recollect,  and  she  cried 
over  it.  Doosid  clever  amusing  book,  and  does  you  great 
credit.  Birron  wrote  doosid  clever  books,  too;  so  did 
Monk  Lewis.  George  Spencer  was  an  elegant  poet,  and 
my  dear  Duchess  of  Devonshire,  if  she  had  not  been  a 
grande  dame,  would  have  beat  'em  all,  by  George.  Wales 
couldn't  write :  he  could  sing,  but  he  couldn't  spell." 

"  Ah,  you  know  the  great  world?  so  did  I  in  my  time, 
Mr.  Brummell.  I  have  had  the  visiting  tickets  of  half  the 
nobility  at  my  lodgings  in  Bond  Street.  But  they  left  me 
there  no  more  cared  for  than  last  year's  calendar,"  sighed 
Mr.  Sterne.  "  I  wonder  who  is  the  mode  in  London  now? 
One  of  our  late  arrivals,  my  Lord  Macaulay,  has  prodigious 
merit  and  learning,  and,  faith,  his  histories  are  more  amus- 
ing than  any  novels,  my  own  included." 

"  Don't  know,  I'm  sure;  not  in  my  line.     Pick  this  bone  • 
of  chicken,"  says  Mr.  Brummell,  trifling  with  a  skeleton 
bird  before  him. 

"  I  remember  in  this  city  of  Calais  worse  fare  than  yon 
bird,"  said  old  Mr.  Eustace,  of  Saint  Peter.  "  Marry,  sirs, 
when  my  Lord  King  Edward  laid  siege  to  us,  lucky  was 
he  who  could  get  a  slice  of  horse  for  his  breakfast,  and  a 
rat  was  sold  at  the  price  of  a  hare. " 

"Hare  is  coarse  food,  never  tasted  rat,"  remarked  the 
Beau.  "  Table-d'hote  poor  fare  enough  for  a  man  like  me, 
who  has  been  accustomed  to  the  best  of  cookery.  But  rat 
— stifle  me!  I  couldn't  swallow  that:  never  could  bear 
hardship  at  all." 

"  We  had  to  bear  enough  when  my  Lord  of  England 
pressed  us.     'Twas  pitiful  to  see  the  faces  of  our  women 
31 
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as  the  siege  went  on,  and  hear  the  little  ones  asking  for 
dinner. " 

"Always  a  bore,  children.  At  dessert,  they  are  bad 
enough,  but  at  dinner  they're  the  deuce  and  all,"  remarked 
Mr.  Brummell. 

Messire  Eustace,  of  St.  Peter,  did  not  seem  to  pay  much 
attention  to  the  I5eau's  remarks,  but  continued  his  own 
train  of  thought  as  old  men  will  do. 

"  I  hear,"  said  he,  "that  there  has  actually  been  no  war 
between  us  of  France  and  you  men  of  England  for  well 
nigh  fifty  year.  Ours  has  ever  been  a  nation  of  warriors. 
And  besides  her  regular  found  men-at-arms,  'tis  said  the 
English  of  the  present  time  have  more  than  a  hundred 
thousand  of  archers  with  weapons  that  will  carry  for  half 
a  mile.  And  a  multitude  have  come  amongst  us  of  late 
from  a  great  Western  country,  never  so  much  as  heard  of 
in  my  time — valiant  men  and  great  drawers  of  the  long- 
bow, and  they  say  they  have  ships  in  armour  that  no  shot 
can  penetrate.  Is  it  so?  Wonderful;  wonderful!  The 
best  armour,  gossips,  is  a  stout  heart." 

"And  if  ever  manly  heart  beat  under  shirt-frill,  thine 
is  that  heart,  Sir  Eustace !  "  cried  Mr.  Sterne,  enthusias- 
tically. 

"  We,  of  France,  were  never  accused  of  lack  of  courage, 
sir,  in  so  far  as  I  know,"  said  Messire  Eustace.  "  We  have 
shown  as  much  in  a  thousand  wars  with  you  English  by 
sea  and  land ;  and  sometimes  we  conquered,  and  sometimes, 
as  is  the  fortune  of  war,  we  were  discomfited.  And  nota- 
bly in  a  great  sea-fight  which  befel  off  Ushant  on  the  first 

of  June Our  amiral,  Messire  Villaret  de  Joyeuse,  on 

board  his  galleon  named  the  Vengeur,  being  sore  pressed 
by  an  English  bombard,  rather  than  yield  the  crew  of  his 
ship  to  mercy,  determined  to  go  down  with  all  on  board  of 

her :  and,  to  the  cry  of  Vive  la  Eepub -or,  I  would  say, 

of  Notre  Dame  a  la  Rescousse,  he  and  his  crew  all  sank  to 
an  iminortal  grave " 

"Sir,"  said  I,  looking  with  amazement  at  the  old  gentle- 
man, "  surely,  surely,  there  is  some  mistake  in  your  state- 
ment. Permit  me  to  observe  that  the  action  of  the  first 
of  June  took  place  five  hundred  years  after  your  time, 
and " 

"  Perhaps  I  am  confusing  my  dates,"  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, with  a  faint  blush.     "  You  say  I  am  mixing  up  the 
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transactions  of  my  time  on  earth  with,  the  story  of  my  suc- 
cessors? It  may  1)6  so.  We  take  no  count  of  a  few  cen- 
turies more  or  less  iu  our  dwelling  by  the  darkling  Stygian 
river.  Of  late,  there  came  amongst  us  a  good  knight, 
Messire  de  Cambronne,  who  fought  against  you  English  in 
the  country  of  Flanders,  being  captain  of  the  guard  of  my 
Lord  the  King  of  France,  in  a  famous  battle  where  you 
English  would  have  been  utterly  routed  but  for  the  succour 
of  the  Prussian  heathen.  This  Messire  de  Cambronne, 
when  bidden  to  yield  by  you  of  England,  answered  this, 
*  The  guard  dies,  but  never  surrenders ; '  and  fought  a 
long  time  afterwards,  as  became  a  good  knight.  In  our 
wars  with  you  of  England  it  may  have  pleased  the  Fates 
to  give  you  the  greater  success,  but  on  our  side,  also, 
there  has  been  no  lack  of  brave  deeds  performed  by  brave 
men." 

"  King  Edward  may  have  been  the  victor,  sir,  as  being 
the  strongest,  but  you  are  the  hero  of  the  siege  of  Calais !  " 
cried  Mr.  Sterne.  "  Your  story  is  sacred,  and  your  name 
has  been  blessed  for  five  hundred  years.  Wherever  men 
speak  of  patriotism  and  sacrifice,  Eustace,  of  Saint  Pierre, 
shall  be  beloved  and  remembered.  I  prostrate  myself  be- 
fore the  bare  feet  which  stood  before  King  Edward.  What 
collar  of  chivalry  is  to  be  compared  to  that  glorious  order 
which  you  wear?  Think,  sir,  how  out  of  the  myriad  mil- 
lions of  our  race,  you,  and  some  few  more,  stand  forth  as 
exemplars  of  duty  and  honour.     Fortunati  nimium  !  " 

"  Sir,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  I  did  but  my  duty  at  a 
painful  moment ;  and  'tis  matter  of  wonder  to  me  that  men 
talk  still,  and  glorify  such  a  trifling  matter.  By  our  Lady's 
grace,  in  the  fair  kingdom  of  France,  there  are  scores  of 
thousands  of  men,  gentle  and  simple,  who  would  do  as  I 
did.  Does  not  every  sentinel  at  his  post,  does  not  every 
archer  in  the  front  of  battle,  brave  it,  and  die  where  his 
captain  bids  him?  Who  am  I  that  I  should  be  chosen  out 
of  all  France  to  be  an  example  of  fortitude?  I  braved  no 
tortures,  though  these  I  trust  I  would  have  endured  with 
a  good  heart.  I  was  subject  to  threats  only.  Who  was 
the  Roman  knight  of  whom  the  Latin  clerk  Horatius 
tells?  " 

"A  Latin  clerk?  Faith,  I  forget  my  Latin,"  says  Mr. 
Brummell.     "Ask  the  parson  here." 

"  Messire  Regulus,  I  remember,  was  his  name.     Taken 
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prisoner  by  the  Saracens,  he  gave  his  knightly  word,  and 
was  permitted  to  go  seek  a  ransom  among  his  own  people. 
Being  unable  to  raise  the  sum  that  was  a  fitting  ransom  for 
such  a  knight,  he  returned  to  Africa,  and  cheerfully  sub- 
mitted to  the  tortures  which  the  Paynims  inflicted.  And 
'tis  said  he  took  leave  of  his  friends  as  gaily  as  though  he 
were  going  to  a  village  kermes,  or  riding  to  his  garden 
house  in  the  suburb  of  the  city." 

"Great,  good,  glorious  man!"  cried  Mr.  Sterne,  very 
much  moved.  "  Let  me  embrace  that  gallant  hand,  and 
bedew  it  with  my  tears !  As  long  as  honour  lasts  thy  name 
shall  be  remembered.  See  this  dew-drop  twinkling  on  my 
cheek!  'Tis  the  sparkling  tribute  that  Sensibility  pays  to 
Valour.  Though  in  my  life  and  practice  I  may  turn  from 
Virtue,  believe  me,  I  never  have  ceased  to  honour  her! 
Ah,  Virtue !     Ah,  Sensibility !     Oh- 


Here  Mr.  Sterne  was  interrupted  by  a  monk  of  the  Order 
of  St.  Francis  who  stepped  into  the  room,  and  begged  us 
all  to  take  a  pinch  of  his  famous  old  rappee.  I  suppose 
the  snuff  was  very  pungent,  for,  with  a  great  start,  I  woke 
up ;  and  now  perceived  that  I  must  have  been  dreaming 
altogether.  Dessein's  of  nowadays  is  not  the  Dessein's 
which  Mr.  Sterne,  and  Mr.  Brummell,  and  I  recollect  in 
the  good  old  times.  The  town  of  Calais  has  bought  the 
old  hotel,  and  Dessein  has  gone  over  to  Quillacq's.  And 
I  was  there  yesterday.  And  I  remember  old  diligences, 
and  old  postilions  in  pig-tails  and  jack-boots,  who  were 
once  as  alive  as  I  am,  and  whose  cracking  whips  I  have 
heard  in  the  midnight  many  and  many  a  time.  Now,  where 
are  they?  Behold,  they  have  been  ferried  over  Styx,  and 
have  passed  away  into  limbo. 

I  wonder  what  time  does  my  boat  go?  Ah !  Here  comes 
the  waiter  bringing  me  my  little  bill. 
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ON  SOME  CAEP  AT  SANS  SOUCI. 

We  have  lately  made  the  acquaintance  of  an  old  lady  of 
ninety,  who  has  passed  the  last  twenty-five  years  of  her  old 
life  in  a  great  metropolitan  establishment,  the  workhouse, 
namely,  of  the  parish  of  Saint  Lazarus.  Stay — twenty- 
three  or  four  years  ago,  she  came  out  ouce,  and  thought  to 
earn  a  little  money  by  hop-picking:  but  being  overworked, 
and  having  to  lie  out  at  night,  she  got  a  palsy  which  has 
incapacitated  her  from  all  further  labour,  and  has  caused 
her  poor  old  limbs  to  shake  ever  since. 

An  illustration  of  that  dismal  proverb  which  tells  us  how 
poverty  makes  us  acquainted  with  strange  bed-fellows,  this 
poor  old  shaking  body  has  to  lay  herself  down  every  night 
in  her  workhouse  bed  by  the  side  of  some  other  old  woman 
with  whom  she  may  or  may  not  agree.  She  herself  can't 
be  a  very  pleasant  bed-fellow,  poor  thing !  with  her  shak- 
ing old  limbs  and  cold  feet.  She  lies  awake  a  deal  of  the 
night,  to  be  sure,  not  thinking  of  happy  old  times,  for  hers 
never  were  happy ;  but  sleepless  with  aches,  and  agues,  and 
rheumatism  of  old  age.  "The  gentleman  gave  me  brandy- 
and-water,"  she  said,  her  old  voice  shaking  with  rapture  at 
the  thought.  I  never  had  a  great  love  for  Queen  Charlotte, 
but  I  like  her  better  now  from  what  this  old  lady  told  me. 
The  Queen,  who  loved  snuff  herself,  has  left  a  legacy  of 
snuff  to  certain  poorhouses ;  and,  in  her  watchful  nights, 
this  old  woman  takes  a  pinch  of  Queen  Charlotte's  snuff, 
"  and  it  do  comfort  me,  sir,  that  it  do !  "  Pulveris  exigui 
munus.  Here  is  a  forlorn  aged  creature,  shaking  with 
palsy,  with  no  soul  among  the  great  struggling  multitude 
of  mankind  to  care  for  her,  not  quite  trampled  out  of  life, 
but  past  and  forgotten  in  the  rush,  made  a  little  happy, 
and  soothed  in  her  hoars  of  unrest  by  this  penny  legacy. 
Let  me  think  as  I  write.  (The  next  month's  sermon, 
thank  goodness!  is  safe  to  press.)  This  discourse  will 
appear  at  the  season  when  I  have  read  that  wassail  bowls 
make  their  appearance ;  at  the  season  of  pantomime,  tur- 
key and  sausages,  plum-puddings,  jollifications  for  school- 
boys ;  Christmas  bills,  and  reminiscences  more  or  less  sad 
and  sweet  for  elders.     If  we  oldsters  are  not  merry,  we 
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shall  be  having  a  semblance  of  merriment.  We  shall  see 
the  young  folks  laughing  round  the  holly-bush.  We  shall 
pass  the  bottle  round  cosily  as  we  sit  by  the  fire.  That 
old  thing  will  have  a  sort  of  festival  too.  Beef,  beer,  and 
pudding  will  be  served  to  her  for  that  day  also.  Christ- 
mas falls  on  a  Thursday.  Friday  is  the  workhouse  day  for 
coming  out.  Mary,  remember  that  old  Goody  Twoshoes 
has  her  invitation  for  Friday,  26th  December!  Ninety, 
is  she,  poor  old  soul?  Ah!  what  a  bonny  face  to  catch 
under  a  mistletoe!  "Yes,  ninety,  sir,"  she  says,  "  and  my 
mother  was  a  hundred,  and  my  grandmother  was  a  hundred 
and  two." 

Herself  ninety,  her  mother  a  hundred,  her  grandmother 
a  hundred  and  two?     What  a  queer  calculation ! 

Ninety!  Very  good,  granny,  you  were  born,  then,  ia 
1772. 

Your  mother,  we  will  say,  was  twenty-seven  when  you 
were  born,  and  was  born  therefore  in  1746. 

Your  grandmother  was  thirty  when  her  daughter  was 
born,  and  was  born  therefore  in  1715. 

We  will  begin  with  the  present  granny  first.  My  good 
old  creature,  you  can't  of  coarse  remember,  but  that  little 
gentleman  for  whom  your  mother  was  laundress  in  the 
Temple  was  the  ingenious  Mr.  Goldsmith,  author  of  a 
"History  of  England,"  the  "Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  and 
many  diverting  pieces.  You  were  brought  almost  an  in- 
fant to  his  chambers  in  Brick  Court,  and  he  gave  you  some 
sugar-candy,  for  the  doctor  was  always  good  to  children. 
That  gentleman  who  well-nigh  smothered  you  by  sitting 
down  on  you  as  you  lay  in  a  chair  asleep  was  the  learned 
Mr.  S.  Johnson,  whose  history  of  "  Easselas  "  you  have 
never  read,  my  poor  soul;  and  whose  tragedy  of  "Irene" 
I  don't  believe  any  man  in  these  kingdoms  ever  perused. 
That  tipsy  Scotch  gentleman  who  used  to  come  to  the 
chambers  sometimes,  and  at  whom  everybody  laughed, 
wrote  a  more  amusing  book  than  any  of  the  scholars,  your 
Mr.  Burke  and  your  Mr.  Johnson,  and  your  Doctor  Gold- 
smith. Your  father  often  took  him  home  in  a  chair  to  his 
lodgings ;  and  lias  done  as  much  for  Parson  Sterne  in  Bond 
Street,  the  famous  wit.  Of  course,  my  good  creature,  you 
remember  the  Gordon  Riots,  and  crying  No  Popery  before 
Mr.  Langdale's  house,  the  Popish  distiller's,  and  that  bonny 
fire  of  my  Lord  Mansfield's  books  in  Bloomsbury  Square? 
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Bless  us,  -what  a  heap  of  illuminations  you  have  seen !  For 
the  glorious  victory  over  the  Americans  at  Breed's  Hill; 
for  the  peace  in  1814,  and  the  beautiful  Chinese  bridge  in 
St.  James's  Park;  for  the  coronation  of  his  Majesty,  whom 
you  recollect  as  Prince  of  Wales,  Goody,  don't  you? 
Yes ;  and  you  went  in  a  procession  of  laundresses  to  pay 
your  respects  to  his  good  lady,  the  injured  Queen  of  Eng- 
land, at  Brandenburg  House ;  and  you  remember  your 
mother  told  you  how  she  was  taken  to  see  the  Scotch  lords 
executed  at  the  Tower.  And  as  for  your  grandmother,  she 
was  born  five  months  after  the  battle  of  Malplaquet.  She 
was ;  where  her  poor  father  was  killed,  fighting  like  a  bold 
Briton  for  the  Queen.  With  the  help  of  a  Wade's  "Chro- 
nology," I  can  make  out  ever  so  queer  a  history  for  you,  my 
poor  old  body,  and  a  pedigree  as  authentic  as  many  in  the 
peerage-books. 

Peerage-books  and  pedigrees?  What  does  she  know 
about  them?  Battles  and  victories,  treasons,  kings,  and 
beheadings,  literary  gentlemen,  and  the  like,  what  have 
they  ever  been  to  her?  Granny,  did  you  ever  hear  of  Gen- 
eral Wolfe?  Your  mother  may  have  seen  him  embark, 
and  your  father  may  have  carried  a  musket  under  him. 
Your  grandmother  may  have  cried  huzzay  for  Marlborough ; 
but  what  is  the  Prince  Duke  to  you,  and  did  you  ever  so 
much  as  hear  tell  of  his  name?  How  many  hundred  -or 
thousand  of  years  had  that  toad  lived  who  was  in  the  coal 
at  the  defunct  Exhibition? — and  yet  he  was  not  a  bit  better 
informed  than  toads  seven  or  eight  hundred  years  younger. 

"Don't  talk  to  me  your  nonsense  about  Exhibitions,  and 
Prince  Dukes,  and  toads  in  coals,  or  coals  in  toads,  or, 
what  is  it !  "  says  granny.  "  I  know  there  was  a  good 
Queen  Charlotte,  for  she  left  me  snuff;  and  it  comforts  me 
of  a  night  when  I  lie  awake." 

To  me  there  is  something  very  touching  in  the  notion  of 
that  little  pinch  of  comfort  doled  out  to  granny,  and  grate- 
fully inhaled  by  her  in  the  darkness.  Don't  you  remember 
what  traditions  there  used  to  be  of  chests  of  plate,  bulses 
of  diamonds,  laces  of  inestimable  value,  sent  out  of '  the 
country  privately  by  the  old  Queen,  to  enrich  certain  rela- 
tions in  M-ckl-nb-rg  Str-l-tz?  Not  all  the  treasure  went. 
Non  omnnis  moritur.  A  poor  old  palsied  thing  at  midnight 
is  made  happy  sometimes  as  she  lifts  her  shaking  old  hand 
to  her  nose.     Gliding  noiselessly  among  the  beds  where  lie 
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the  poor  creatures  huddled  iu  their  cheerless  dormitory,  I 
fancy  au  old  ghost  with  a  snufE-box  that  does  not  creak. 
"There,  Goody,  take  of  my  rappee.  You  will  not  sneeze, 
and  I  shall  not  say  '  God  bless  you.'  But  you  will  think 
kindly  of  old  Queen  Charlotte,  won't  you?  Ah !  I  had  a 
many  troubles,  a  many  troubles.  I  was  a  prisoner  almost 
as  much  as  you  are.  I  had  to  eat  boiled  mutton  every 
day :  entre  nous,  I  abominated  it.  But  I  never  complained. 
I  swallowed  it.  I  made  the  best  of  a  hard  life.  We  have 
all  our  burdens  to  bear.  But  hark!  I  hear  the  cock  crow, 
and  snuff  the  morning  air."  And  with  this  the  royal  ghost 
vanishes  up  the  chimney — if  there  be  a  chimney  in  that 
dismal  harem,  where  poor  old  Twoshoes  and  her  compan- 
ions pass  their  nights — their  dreary  nights,  their  restless 
nights,  their  cold  long  nights,  shared  in  what  glum  com- 
panionship, illumined  by  what  a  feeble  taper ! 

"  Did  I  understand  you,  my  good  Twoshoes,  to  say  that 
your  mother  was  seven-and-twenty  years  old  when  you 
were  born,  and  that  she  married  your  esteemed  father  when 
she  herself  was  twenty-five?  1745,  then,  was  the  date  of 
your  dear  mother's  birth.  I  daresay  her  father  was  ab- 
sent in  the  Low  Countries,  with  his  Eoyal  Highness  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland,  under  whom  he  had  the  honour  of 
carrying  a  halberd  at  the  famous  engagement  of  Fontenoy 
— or  if  not  there,  he  may  have  been  at  Preston  Pans,  under 
General  Sir  John  Cope,  when  the  wild  Highlanders  broke 
through  all  the  laws  of  discipline  and  the  English  lines ; 
and,  being  on  the  spot,  did  he  see  the  famous  ghost  which 
didn't  appear  to  Colonel  Gardiner  of  the  Dragoons?  My 
good  creature,  is  it  possible  you  dou't  remember  that  Doc- 
tor Swift,  Sir  Eobert  Walpole  (my  Lord  Orford,  as  you 
justly  say),  old  Sarah  Marlborough,  and  little  Mr.  Pope, 
of  Twitnam,  died  in  the  year  of  your  birth?  Wliat  a 
wretched  memory  you  have!  What?  haven't  they  a 
library,  and  the  commonest  books  of  reference  at  the  old 
convent  of  Saint  Lazarus,  where  you  dwell?  " 

'•  Convent  of  Saint  Lazarus,  Prince  William,  Dr.  Swift, 
Atossa,  and  Mr.  Pope,  of  Twitnam  I  What  is  the  gentle- 
man talking  about?  "  says  old  Goody,  with  a  "  Ho !  ho  I  " 
and  a  laugh  like  an  old  parrot — you  know  they  live  to  be 
as  old  as  Methuselah,  parrots  do,  and  a  parrot  of  a  hun- 
dred is  comparrotively  young  (ho!  ho!  ho!).  Yes,  and 
likewise  carps  live  to  an  immense  old  age.     Some  which 
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Frederick  the  Great  fed  at  Sans  Souci  are  there  now,  with 
great  humps  of  blue  mould  on  their  old  backs ;  and  they 
could  tell  all  sorts  of  queer  stories,  if  they  chose  to  speak 
— but  they  are  very  silent,  carps  are— of  their  nature  peu 
communicatives.  Oh!  what  has  been  thy  long  life,  old 
Goody,  but  a  dole  of  bread  and  water  and  a  perch  on  a 
cage;  a  dreary  swim  round  and  round  a  Lethe  of  a  pond? 
What  are  Eossbach  or  Jena  to  those  mouldy  ones,  and  do 
they  know  it  is  a  grandchild  of  England  who  bi'ings  bread 
to  feed  them? 

No !  Those  Sans  Souci  carps  may  live  to  be  a  thousand 
years  old  and  have  nothing  to  tell  but  that  one  day  is  like 
another ;  and  the  history  of  friend  Goody  Twoshoes  has 
not  much  more  variety  than  theirs.  Hard  labour,  hard 
fare,  hard  bed,  numbing  cold  all  night,  and  gnawing  hun- 
ger most  days.  That  is  her  lot.  Is  it  lawful  in  my  pray- 
ers to  say,  "  Thank  heaven,  I  am  not  as  one  of  these?  "  If 
I  were  eighty,  would  I  like  to  feel  the  hunger  always  gnaw- 
ing, gnawing?  to  have  to  get  up  and  make  a  bow  when  Mr. 
Bumble  the  beadle  entered  the  common  room?  to  have  to 
listen  to  Miss  Prim,  who  came  to  give  me  her  ideas  of  the 
next  world?  If  I  were  eighty,  I  own  I  should  not  like  to 
have  to  sleep  with  another  gentleman  of  my  own  age, 
gouty,  a  bad  sleeper,  kicking  in  his  old  dreams,  and  snor- 
ing; to  march  down  my  vale  of  years  at  word  of  command, 
accommodating  my  tottering  old  steps  to  those  of  the  other 
prisoners  in  my  dingy,  hopeless  old  gang ;  to  hold  out  a 
trembling  hand  for  a  sickly  pittance  of  gruel,  and  say, 
"  Thank  you,  mam,"  to  Miss  Prim,  when  she  has  done 
reading  her  sermon.  John !  when  Goody  Twoshoes  comes 
next  Friday,  I  desire  she  may  not  be  disturbed  by  theologi- 
cal controversies.  You  have  a  very  fair  voice,  and  I  heard 
you  and  the  maids  singing  a  hymn  very  sweetly  the  other 
night,  and  was  thankful  that  our  humble  household  should 
be  in  such  harmony.  Poor  old  Twoshoes  is  so  old  and 
toothless  and  quaky,  that  she  can't  sing  a  bit ;  but  don't  be 
giving  yourself  airs  over  her,  because  she  can't  sing  and 
you  can.  Make  her  comfortable  at  our  kitchen  hearth. 
Set  that  old  kettle  to  sing  by  our  hob.  Warm  her  old 
stomach  with  nut-brown  ale  and  a  toast  laid  in  the  fire. 
Be  kind  to  the  poor  old  school^girl  of  ninety,  who  has  had 
leave  to  come  out  for  a  day  of  Christmas  holiday.  Shall 
there  be  many  more  Christmases  for  thee?     Think  of  the 
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ninety  she  has  seen  already ;  the  four  score  and  ten  cold, 
cheerless,  nipping  New  Years ! 

If  you  were  in  her  place,  would  you  like  to  have  a  remem- 
brance of  better  early  days,  when  you  were  young,  and 
happy,  and  loving,  perhaps ;  or  would  you  prefer  to  have 
no  past  on  which  your  mind  could  rest?  About  the  year 
1788,  Goody,  were  your  cheeks  rosy,  and  your  eyes  bright, 
and  did  some  young  fellow  in  powder  and  a  pigtail  look  in 
them?  We  may  grow  old,  but  to  us  some  stories  never 
are  old.  On  a  suddeu  they  rise  up,  not  dead,  but  living 
— not  forgotten,  but  freshly  remembered.  The  eyes  gleam 
on  us  as  they  used  to  do.  The  dear  voice  thrills  in  our 
hearts.  The  rapture  of  the  meeting,  the  terrible,  terrible 
parting,  again  and  again  the  tragedy  is  acted  over.  Yes- 
terday, in  the  street,  I  saw  a  pair  of  eyes  so  like  two  which 
used  to  brighten  at  my  coming  once,  that  the  whole  past 
came  back  as  I  walked  lonely,  in  the  rush  of  the  Strand, 
and  I  was  young  again  in  the  midst  of  joys  and  sorrows, 
alike  sweet  and  sad,  alike  sacred,  and  fondly  remembered. 

If  I  tell  a  tale  out  of  school,  will  any  harm  come  to  my 
old  school-girl?  Once,  a  lady  gave  her  a  half-sovereign, 
which  was  a  source  of  great  pain  and  anxiety  to  Goody 
Twoshoes.  She  sewed  it  away  in  her  old  stays  somewhere, 
thinking  here  at  least  was  a  safe  investment — (vestis — a 
vest — an  investment, — pardon  me,  thou  poor  old  thing, 
but  I  cannot  help  the  pleasantry).  And  what  do  you 
think?  Another  pensionnaire  of  the  establishment  cut  the 
coin  out  of  Goody's  stays — an  old  woman  \clio  went  upon 
two  crutches!  Faugh,  the  old  witch!  What?  Violence 
amongst  these  toothless,  tottering,  trembling,  feeble  ones? 
Robbery  amongst  the  penniless?  Dogs  coming  and  snatch- 
ing Lazarus' s  crumbs  out  of  his  lap?  Ah,  how  indignant 
Goody  was  as  she  told  the  story!  To  that  pond  at  Pots- 
dam where  the  carps  live  for  hundreds  of  hundreds  of 
years,  with  hunches  of  blue  mould  on  their  back,  I  dare- 
say-the  little  Prince  and  Princess  of  Preussen-Britaunien 
come  sometimes  with  crumbs  and  cakes  to  feed  the  mouldy 
ones.  Those  eyes  may  have  goggled  from  beneath  the 
weeds  at  Napoleon's  jack-boots:  they  have  seen  Freder- 
ick's lean  shanks  reflected  in  their  pool;  and  perhaps  Mon- 
sieur de  Voltaire  has  fed  them — and  now,  for  a  crumb  of 
biscuit  they  will  fight,  push,  hustle,  rob,  squabble,  gobble, 
relapsing  into  their  tranquillity  when  the  ignoble  struggle 
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is  over.  Sans  souci,  indeed!  It  is  mighty  well  writing 
"  Sans  souci "  over  the  gate ;  but  where  is  the  gate  through 
which  Care  has  not  slipped?  She  perches  on  the  shoulders 
of  the  sentry  in  the  sentry-box :  she  whispers  the  porter 
sleeping  in  his  arm-chair :  she  glides  up  the  staircase,  and 
lies  down  between  the  king  and  queen  in  their  bed-royal : 
this  very  night  I  daresay  she  will  perch  upon  poor  old 
Goody  Twoshoes's  meagre  bolster,  and  whisper,  "  Will  the 
gentleman  and  those  ladies  ask  me  again?  No,  no ;  they 
will  forget  poor  old  Twoshoes."  Goody!  Eor  shame  of 
yourself!  Do  not  be  cynical.  Do  not  mistrust  your  fel- 
low-creatures. What?  Has  the  Christmas  morning  dawned 
upon  thee  ninety  times?  For  four  score  and  ten  years  has 
it  been  thy  lot  to  totter  on  this  earth,  hungry  and  obscure? 
Peace  and.  goodwill  to  thee,  let  us  say  at  this  Christmas 
season.  Come,  drink,  eat,  rest  awhile  at  our  hearth,  thou 
poor  old  pilgrim!  And  of  the  bread  which  God's  bounty 
gives  us,  I  pray,  brother  reader,  we  may  not  forget  to  set 
aside  a  part  for  those  noble  and  silent  poor,  from  whose 
innocent  hands  war  has  torn  the  means  of  labour.  Enough ! 
As  I  hope  for  beef  at  Christmas,  I  vow  a  note  shall  be  sent 
to  Saint  Lazarus  Union  House,  in  which  Mr.  Eoundabout 
requests  the  honour  of  Mrs.  Twoshoes's  company  on  Friday, 
26th  December. 
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AUTOUR  DE  MON  CHAPEAU. 

Never  have  I  seen  a  more  noble  tragic  face.  In  the 
centre  of  the  forehead  there  was  a  great  furrow  of  care, 
towards  which  the  brows  rose  piteously.  What  a  deep 
solemn  grief  in  the  eyes !  They  looked  blankly  at  the  ob- 
ject before  them,  but  through  it,  as  it  were,  and  into  the 
grief  beyond.  In  moments  of  pain,  have  you  not  looked  at 
some  indifferent  object  so?  It  mingles  dumbly  with  your 
grief,  and  remains  afterwards  connected  with  it  in  your 
mind.  It  may  be  some  indifferent  thing — a  book  which 
you  were  reading  at  the  time  when  you  received  her  fare- 
well letter  (how  well  you  remember  the  paragraph  after- 
wards— the  shape  of  the  words,  and  their  position  on  the 
page !) ;  the  words  you  were  writing  when  your  mother  came 
in,  and  said  it  was  all  over — she  was  maekied — Emily 
married — ^to  that  insignificant  little  rival  at  whom  you  have 
laughed  a  hundred  times,  in  her  company.  Well,  well : 
my  friend  and  reader,  whoe'er  you  be — old  man  or  young, 
wife  or  maiden — you  have  had  your  grief -pang.  Boy,  you 
have  lain  awake  the  first  night  at  school,  and  thought  of 
home.  Worse  still,  man,  you  have  parted  from  the  dear 
ones  with  bursting  heart :  and,  lonely  boy,  recall  the  bol- 
stering an  unfeeling  comrade  gave  you ;  and,  lonely  man, 
just  torn  from  your  children — their  little  tokens  of  affection 
yet  in  your  pocket — pacing  the  deck  at  evening  in  the 
midst  of  the  roaring  ocean,  you  can  remember  how  you 
were  told  that  supper  was  ready,  and  how  you  went  down 
to  the  cabin  and  had  brandy-and-water  and  biscuit.  You 
remember  the  taste  of  them.  Yes ;  forever.  You  took 
them  whilst  you  and  your  Grief  were  sitting  together,  and 
your  Grief  clutched  you  round  the  soul.  Serpent,  how  you 
have  writhed  round  me,  and  bitten  me !  Remorse,  Eemem- 
brance,  &c.,  come  in  the  night  season,  and  I  feel  you  gnaw- 
ing, gnawing!  *  *  *  I  tell  you  that  man's  face  was 
like  Laocoon's  (which,  by  the  way,  I  always  think  over- 
rated. The  real  head  is  at  Brussels,  at  the  Duke  Darem- 
berg's,  not  at  Rome). 

That  man !  What  man?  That  man  of  whom  I  said  that 
his  magnificent  countenance  exhibited  the  noblest  tragic 
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woe.  He  was  not  of  European  blood.  He  was  handsome, 
but  not  of  European  beauty.  His  face  white — not  of  a 
Northern  whiteness:  his  eyes  protruding  somewhat,  and 
rolling  in  their  grief.  Those  eyes  had  seen  the  Orient  sun, 
and  his,  beak  was  the  eagle's.  His  lips  were  full.  The 
beard,  curling  round  them,  was  unkempt  and  tawny.  The 
locks  were  of  a  deep,  deep  coppery  red.  The  hands,  swart 
and  powerful,  accustomed  to  the  rough  grasp  of  the  wares 
in  which  he  dealt,  seemed  unused  to  the  flimsy  artitices  of 
the  bath.  He  came  from  the  Wilderness,  and  its  sands 
were  on  his  robe,  his  cheek,  his  tattered  sandal,  and  the 
hardy  foot  it  covered. 

And  his  grief — whence  came  his  sorrow?  I  will  tell 
you.  He  bore  it  in  his  hand.  He  had  evidently  just  con- 
cluded the  compact  by  which  it  became  his.  His  business 
was  that  of  a  purchaser  of  domestic  raiment.  At  early 
dawn — nay,  at  what  hour  when  the  city  is  alive — do  we 
not  all  hear  the  nasal  cry  of  "  Clo?  "  In  Paris,  Habits 
Galons,  Marchand  d'habits,  is  the  twanging  signal  with 
which  the  wandering  merchant  makes  his  presence  known. 
It  was  in  Paris  I  saw  this  man.  Where  else  have  I  not 
seen  him?  In  the  Eoman  Ghetto — at  the  Gate  of  David, 
in  his  fathers'  once  imperial  city.  The  man  I  mean  was 
an  itinerant  vendor  and  purchaser  of  wardrobes — what  you 
call  an     *     *     *     Enough!     You  know  his  name. 

On  his  left  shoulder  hung  his  bag ;  and  he  held  in  that 
hand  a  white  hat,  which  I  am  sure  he  had  just  purchased, 
and  which  was  the  cause  of  the  grief  which  smote  his  noble 
features.  Of  course  I  cannot  particularize  the  sum,  but  he 
had  given  too  much  for  that  hat.  He  felt  he  might  have 
got  the  thing  for  less  money.  It  was  not  the  amount,  I 
am  sure  it  was  the  principle  involved.  He  had  given  four- 
pence  (let  us  say)  for  that  which  threepence  would  have 
purchased.  He  had  been  done:  and  a  manly  shame  was 
upon  him,  that  he,  whose  energy,  acuteness,  experience, 
point  of  honour,  should  have  made  him  the  victor  in  any 
mercantile  duel  in  which  he  should  engage,  had  been  over- 
come by  a  porter's  wife,  who  very  likely  sold  him  the  old 
hat,  or  by  a  student  who  was  tired  of  it.  I  can  under- 
stand his  grief.  Do  I  seem  to  be  speaking  of  it  in  a  dis- 
respectful or  flippant  way?  Then  you  mistake  me.  He 
had  been  outwitted.  He  had  desired,  coaxed,  schemed, 
haggled,  got  what  he  wanted,  and  now  found  he  had  paid 
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too  much  for  his  bargain.  You  don't  suppose  I  would  ask 
you  to  laugh  at  that  man's  grief?  It  is  you,  clumsy  cynic, 
who  are  disposed  to  sneer,  whilst  it  may  be  tears  of  genuine 
sympathy  are  trickling  down  this  nose  of  mine.  What  do 
you  mean  by  laughing?  If  you  saw  a  wounded  soldier  on 
the  field  of  battle,  would  you  laugh?  If  you  saw  a  ewe 
robbed  of  her  lamb,  would  you  laugh,  you  brute?  It  is  you 
who  are  the  cynic,  and  have  no  feeling :  and  you  sneer  be- 
cause that  grief  is  unintelligible  to  you  which  touches  my 
finer  sensibility.  The  Old  Clothes'  Man  had  been  de- 
feated in  one  of  the  daily  battles  of  his  most  interesting, 
chequered,  adventurous  life. 

Have  you  ever  figured  to  yourself  what  such  a  life  must 
be?  The  pursuit  and  conquest  of  twopence  must  be  the 
most  eager  and  fascinating  of  occupations.  We  might  all 
engage  in  that  business  if  we  would.  Do  not  whist-play- 
ers, for  example,  toil,  and  think,  and  lose  their  temper 
over  sixpenny  points?  They  bring  study,  natural  genius, 
long  forethought,  memory,  and  careful  historical  experi- 
ence to  bear  upon  their  favourite  labour.  Don't  tell  me 
that  it  is  the  sixpenny  points,  and  five  shillings  the  rub, 
which  keeps  them  for  hours  over  their  painted  pasteboard. 
It  is  the  desire  to  conquer.  Hours  pass  by.  Night  glooms. 
Dawn,  it  may  be,  rises  unheeded;  and  they  sit  calling  for 
fresh  cards  at  the  Portland,  or  the  Union,  while  waning 
candles  sputter  in  the  sockets,  and  languid  waiters  snooze 
in  the  ante-room.  Sol  rises.  Jones  has  lost  four  pounds; 
Brown  has  won  two ;  Eobinson  lurks  away  to  his  family 
house  and  (mayhap,  indignant)  Mrs.  R.  Hours  of  even- 
ing, night,  morning,  have  passed  away  whilst  they  have 
been  waging  this  sixpenny  battle.  What  is  the  loss  of 
four  pounds  to  Jones,  the  gain  of  two  to  Brown?  B.  is, 
perhaps,  so  rich  that  two  pounds  more  or  less  are  as  naught 
to  him ;  J.  is  so  hopelessly  involved  that  to  win  four  pounds 
cannot  benefit  his  creditors,  or  alter  his  condition ;  but 
they  play  for  that  stake :  they  put  forward  their  best  ener- 
gies :  they  ruff,  finesse  (what  are  the  technical  words,  and 
how  do  I  know?).  It  is  but  a  sixpenny  game  if  you  like ; 
but  they  want  to  win  it.  So  as  regards  my  friend  yonder 
with  the  hat.  He  stakes  his  money :  he  wishes  to  win  the 
game,  not  the  hat  merely.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that 
he  is  not  inspired  by  a  noble  ambition.  Csesar  wished  to 
be  first  in  a  village.     If  first  of  a  hundred  yokels,  why  not 
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first  of  two?  And  my  frieud  the  old  clothes'  man  wishes 
to  win  his  game,  as  well  as  to  turn  his  little  sixpence. 

Suppose  in  the  game  of  life — and  it  is  but  a  twopenny- 
game  after  all — you  are  equally  eager  of  winning.  Shall 
you  be  ashamed  of  your  ambition,  or  glory  in  it?  There 
are  games,  too,  which  are  becoming  to  particular  periods 
of  life.  I  remember  in  the  days  of  our  youth,  when  my 
friend  Arthur  Bowler  was  an  eminent  cricketer.  Slim, 
swift,  strong,  well-built,  he  presented  a  goodly  appearance 
on  the  ground  in  his  ilannel  uniform.  Militasti  non  sine 
^^oWa,  Bowler  my  boy !  Hush!  We  tell  no  tales.  Miim 
is  the  word.  Yonder  comes  Charley,  his  son.  Now 
Charley  his  son  has  taken  the  iield,  and  is  famous  among 
the  eleven  of  his  school.  Bowler,  senior,  with  his  capa- 
cious waistcoat,  &c.,  waddling  after  a  ball,  would  present 
an  absurd  object,  whereas  it  does  the  eyes  good  to  see 
Bowler,  junior,  scouring  the  plain — a  young  exemplar  of 
joyful  health,  vigour,  activity.  The  old  boy  wisely  con- 
tents himself  with  amusements  more  becoming  his  age  and 
waist ;  takes  his  sober  ride ;  visits  his  farm  soberly — busies 
himself  about  his  pigs,  his  ploughing,  his  peaches,  or  what 
not.  Very  small  routiniers  amusements  interest  him ;  and 
(thank  goodness !)  nature  provides  very  kindly  for  kindly- 
disposed  fogies.  We  relish  those  things  which  we  scorned 
in  our  lusty  youth.  I  see  the  young  folks  of  an  evening 
kindling  and  glowing  over  their  delicious  novels.  I  look 
up  and  watch  the  eager  eye  flashing  down  the  page,  being, 
for  my  part,  perfectly  contented  with  my  twaddling  old 
volume  of  Howell's  "Letters"  or  the  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine. I  am  actually  arrived  at  such  a  calm  frame  of  mind 
that  I  like  batter  pudding.  I  never  should  have  believed 
it  possible ;  but  it  is  so.  Yet  a  little  while,  and  I  may  rel- 
ish water-gruel.  It  will  be  the  age  of  mon  lait  de  poule  et 
more  bonnet  de  nuit.  And  then — the  cotton  extinguisher  is 
pulled  over  the  old  noddle,  and  the  little  flame  of  life  is 
popped  out. 

Don't  you  know  elderly  people  who  make  learned  notes 
in  Army  Lists,  Peerages,  and  the  like?  This  is  the  bat- 
ter-pudding, water-gruel  of  old  age.  The  worn-out  old 
digestion  does  not  care  for  stronger  food.  Formerly  it 
could  swallow  twelve  hours'  tough  reading,  and  digest  an 
encyclopaedia. 

If  I  had  children  to  educate,  I  would,  at  ten  or  twelve 
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years  of  age,  have  a  professor,  or  professoress,  of  whist 
for  them,  and  cause  them  to  be  well  grounded  in  that  great 
and  useful  game.  You  cannot  learn  it  well  when  you  are 
old,  any  more  than  you  can  learn  dancing  or  billiards.  In 
our  house  at  home  we  youngsters  did  not  play  whist  be- 
cause we  were  dear  obedient  children,  and  the  elders  said 
playing  at  cards  was  "a  waste  of  time."  A  waste  of  time, 
my  good  people.  Allans  !  What  do  elderly  home-keep- 
ing people  do  of  a  night  after  dinner?  Darby  gets  his 
newspaper ;  my  dear  (Joan  her  Missionary  Magazine  or  her 
volume  of  Gumming' s  Sermons — and  don't  you  know  what 
ensues?  Over  the  arm  of  Darby's  arm-chair  the  paper 
flutters  to  the  ground  unheeded,  and  he  performs  the  trum- 
pet obbligato  que  vous  saves  on  his  old  nose.  My  dear 
old  Joan's  head  nods  over  her  sermon  (awakening  though 
the  doctrine  may  be).  Ding,  ding,  ding:  can  that  be  ten 
o'clock?  It  is  time  to  send  the  servants  to  bed,  my  dear 
— and  to  bed  master  and  mistress  go  too.  But  they  have 
not  wasted  their  time  playing  at  cards.  Oh,  no !  I  belong 
to  a  club  where  there  is  whist  of  a  night ;  and  not  a  little 
amusing  is  it  to  hear  Brown  speak  of  Thompson's  play  and 
vice  versa.  But  there  is  one  man — Greatorex  let  us  call 
him — who  is  the  acknowledged  captain  and  primus  of  all 
the  whist-players.  We  all  secretly  admire  him.  I,  for 
my  part,  watch  him  in  private  life,  hearken  to  what  he 
says,  note  what  he  orders  for  dinner,  and  have  that  feeling 
of.  awe  for  him  that  I  used  to  have  as  a  boy  for  the  cock  of 
the  school.  Not  play  at  whist?  Quelle  friste  vieiUesse  vous 
vous  prepares !  were  the  words  of  the  great  and  good 
Bishop  of  Autun.  I  can't.  It  is  too  late  now.  Too  late! 
too  late!  Ah!  humiliating  confession!  That  joy  might 
have  been  clutched,  but  the  life-stream  has  swept  us 
by  it  — the  swift  life-stream  rushing  to  the  nearing  sea. 
Too  late!  too  late!  Twentystone,  my  boy!  When  you 
read  in  the  papers  "Valse  a  deux  temps,"  and  all  the 
fashionable  dances  taught  to  adults  by  "  Miss  Lightfoots," 
don't  you  feel  that  you  would  like  to  go  in  and  learn? 
Ah,  it  is  too  late!  You  have  passed  the  choreas,  Master 
Twentystone,  and  the  young  people  are  dancing  without 
you. 

I  don't  believe  much  of  what  my  Lord  Byron,  the  poet, 
says ;  but  when  he  wrote,  "  So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly 
vice,  I  think  I  shall  put  up  with  avarice,"  I  think  his  lord- 
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ship  meant  what  he  wrote,  and  if  he  practised  what  he 
preached,  shall  not  quarrel  with  him.  As  an  occupation 
in  declining  years,  I  declare  I  think  saving  is  useful,  amus- 
ing, and  not  unbecoming.  It  must  be  a  perpetual  amuse- 
ment. It  is  a  game  that  can  be  played  by  day,  by  night, 
at  home  and  abroad,  and  at  which  you  must  win  in  the 
long  run.  I  am  tired  and  want  a  cab.  The  fare  to  my 
house;  say,  is  two  shillings.  The  cabman  will  naturally 
want  half-a-crown.  I  pull  out  my  book.  I  show  him  the 
distance  is.  exactly  three  miles  and  fifteen  hundred  and 
ninety  yards.  I  offer  him  my  card — my  winning  card. 
As  he  retires  with  the  two  shillings,  blaspheming  inwardly, 
every  curse  is  a  compliment  to  my  skill.  I  have  played 
him  and  beat  him ;  and  a  sixpence  is  my  spoil,  and  just 
reward.  This  is  a  game,  by  the  way,  which  women  play 
far  more  cleverly  than  we  do.  But  what  an  interest  it  im- 
parts to  life  r  During  the  whole  drive  home  I  know  I  shall 
have  my  game  at  the  journey's  end;  am  sure  of  my  hand, 
and  shall  beat  my  adversary.  Or  I  can  play  in  another 
way.  I  won't  have  a  cab  at  all,  I  will  wait  for  the  omni- 
bus :  I  will  be  one  of  the  damp  fourteen  in  that  steaming 
vehicle.  I  will  wait  about  in  the  rain  for  an  hour,  and 
'bus  after  'bus  shall  pass,  but  I  will  not  be  beat.  I  will 
have  a  place,  and  get  it  at  length,  with  my  boots  wet 
through,  and  an  umbrella  dripping  between  my  legs.  I 
have  a  rheumatism,  a  cold,  a  sore-throat,  a  sulky  evening, 
—a  doctor's  bill  to-morrow  perhaps?  Yes,  but  I  have 
won  my  game,  and  am  gainer  of  a  shilling  on  this  rubber. 

If  you  play  this  game  all  through  life,  it  is  wonderful 
what  daily  interest  it  has,  and  amusing  occupation.  For 
instance,  my  wife  goes  to  sleep  after  dinner  over  her  volume 
of  sermons.  As  soon  as  the  dear  soul  is  sound  asleep,  I 
advance  softly  and  puff  out  her  candle.  Her  pure  dreams 
will  be  all  the  happier  without  that  light ;  and,  say  she 
sleeps  an  hour,  there  is  a  penny  gained. 

As  for  clothes,  parbleu  !  There  is  not  much  money  to 
be  saved  in  clothes,  for  the  fact  is,  as  a  man  advances  in 
life — as  he  becomes  an  anoient  Briton  (mark  the  pleasantry) 
— he  goes  without  clothes.  When  my  tailor  proposes  some- 
thing in  the  way  of  a  change  of  raiment,  I  laugh  in  his 
face.  My  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons  will  last  these  ten 
years.  It  is  seedy?  What  then?  I  don't  want  to  charm 
anybody  in  particular.  You  say  that  my  clothes  are 
32 
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shabby?  What  do  I  care?  When  I  wished  to  look  well 
in  somebody's  eyes,  the  matter  may  have  been  different. 
But  now,  when  I  receive  my  bill  of  lOZ.  (let  us  say)  at  the 
year's  end,  and  contrast  it  with  old  tailors'  reckonings,  I 
feel  that  I  have  played  the  game  with  master  tailor ;  and 
beat  him,  and  my  old  clothes  are  a  token  of  the  victory. 

I  do  not  like  to  give  servants  board  wages,  though  they 
are  cheaper  than  household  bills :  but  I  know  they  save  out 
of  board  wages,  and  so  beat  me.  This  shows  that  it  is  not 
the  money  but  the  game  which  interests  me.  So  about 
wine.  I  have- it  good  and  dear.  I  will  trouble  you  to  tell 
me  where  to  get  it  good  and  cheap.  You  may  as  well 
give  me  the  address  of  a  shop  where  I  can  buy  meat  for 
fourpence  a  pound,  or  sovereigns  for  fifteen  shillings  a-piece. 
At  the  game  of  auctions,  docks,  shy  wine-merchants,  de- 
pend on  it  there  is  no  winning;  and  I  would  as  soon  think 
of  baying  jewellery  at  an  auction  in  Fleet  Street  as  of  pur- 
chasing wine  from  one  of  your  dreadful  needy  wine-agents 
such  as  infest  every  man's  door.  Grudge  myself  good 
wine?  As  soon  grudge  my  horse  corn.  Mercif  that 
would  be  a  very  losing  game  indeed,  and  your  humble  ser- 
vant has  no  relish  for  such. 

But  in  the  very  pursuit  of  saving  there  must  be  a  hun- 
dred harmless  delights  and  pleasures  which-  we  who  are 
careless  necessarily  forego.  What  do  you  know  about  the 
natural  history  of  your  household?  Upon  your  honour  and 
conscience,  do  you  know  the  price  of  a  pound  of  butter? 
Can  you  say  wliat  sugar  costs,  and  how  much  your  family 
consumes  and  ought  to  consume  ?  How  much  lard  do  you 
use  in  your  house?  As  I  think  on  these  subjects  I  own  I 
hang  down  the  head  of  shame.  I  suppose  for  a  moment 
that  you,  who  are  reading  this,  are  a  middle-aged  gentle- 
man, and  paterfamilias.  Can  you  answer  the  above  ques- 
tions? You  know,  sir,  you  cannot.  Now  turn  round,  lay 
down  the  book,  and  suddenly  ask  JNIrs.  Jones  and  your 
daughters  if  tkey  can  answer?  They  cannot.  They  look  at 
one  another.  They  pretend  they  can  answer.  They  can 
tell  you  the  plot  and  principal  characters  of  the  last  novel. 
Some  of  them  know  something  about  history,  geology,  and 
so  forth.  But  of  the  natural  history  of  home — Nichts, 
and  for  shame  on  you  all !  Honnis  soyez  !  For  shame  on 
you !  for  shame  on  us ! 

In  the  early  morning  I  hear  a  sort  of  call  or  jodel  under 
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my  window :  and  know  'tis  the  matutinal  milkman  leaving 
his  can  at  my  gate.  0  household  gods!  have  I  lived  all 
these  years  and  don't  know  the  price  or  the  quantity  of  the 
milk  which  is  delivered  in  that  can?  Why  don't  I  know? 
As  I  live,  if  I  live  till  to-morrow  morning,  as  soon  as  I 
hear  the  call  of  Lactantius  I  will  dash  out  upon  him.  How 
many  cows?  How  much  milk,  on  an  average,  all  the  year 
round?  What  rent?  What  cost  of  food  and  dairy  ser- 
vants? What  loss  of  animals,  and  average  cost  of  pur- 
chase? If  I  interested  myself  properly  about  my  pint  (or 
hogshead,  whatever  it  be)  of  milk,  all  this  knowledge 
would  ensue;  all  this  additional  interest  in  life.  What  is 
this  talk  of  my  friend,  Mr.  Lewes,  about  objects  at  the 
seaside,  and  so  forth?  Objects  at  the  seaside?  Objects  at 
the  area-bell :  objects  before  my  nose :  objects  which  the 
butcher  brings  me  in  his  tray :  whicli  the  cook  dresses  and 
puts  down  before  me,  and  over  which  I  say  grace !  My 
daily  life  is  surrounded  with  objects  which  ought  to  inter- 
est me.  The  pudding  I  eat  (or  refuse,  that  is  neither  here 
nor  there,  and,  between  ourselves,  what  I  have  said  about 
batter  pudding  may  be  taken  cum  grano — we  are  not  come 
to  that  yet,  except  for  the  sake  of  argument  or  illustration ) 
— the  pudding,  I  say,  on  my  plate,  the  eggs  that  made  it, 
the  fire  that  cooked  it,  the  table-cloth  on  which  it  is  laid, 
and  so  forth — are  each  and  all  of  these  objects  a  knowl- 
edge of  which  I  may  acquire — a  knowledge  of  the  cost  and 
production  of  which  I  might  advantageously  learn?  To 
the  man  who  does  know  these  things,  I  say  the  interest  of 
life  is  prodigiously  increased.  The  milkman  becomes  a 
study  to  him ;  the  baker  a  being  he  curiously  and  tenderly 
examines.  Go,  Lewes,  and  clap  a  hideous  sea-anemone 
into  a  glass :  I  will  put  a  cabman  under  mine,  and  make  a 
vivisection  of  a  butcher.  0  Lares,  Penates,  and  gentle 
household  gods,  teach  me  to  sympathize  with  all  that  comes 
within  my  doors!  Give  me  an  interest  in  the  butcher's 
book.  Let  me  look  forward  to  the  ensuing  number  of  the 
grocer's  account  with  eagerness.  It  seems  ungrateful  to 
my  kitchen-chimney  not  to  know  the  cost  of  sweeping  it ; 
and  I  trust  that  many  a  man  who  reads  this,  and  muses 
on  it,  will  feel,  like  the  writer,  ashamed  of  himself,  and 
hang  down  his  head  humbly. 

Now,  if  to  this  household  game  you  could  add  a  little 
money  interest,  the  amusement  would  be  increased  far  be- 
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yond  the  mere  money  value,  as  a  game  at  cards  for  sixpence 
is  better  than  a  rubber  for  nothing.  If  you  can  interest 
yourself  about  sixpence,  all  life  is  invested  with  a  new- 
excitement.  From  sunrise  to  sleeping  you  can  always  be 
playing  that  game — with  butcher,  baker,  coal-merchant, 
cabman,  omnibus  man — nay,  diamond-merchant  and  stock- 
broker. You  can  bargain  for  a  guinea  over  the  price  of  a 
diamond  necklace,  or  for  a  sixteenth  per  cent,  in  a  transac- 
tion at  the  Stock  Exchange.  We  all  know  men  who  have 
this  faculty  who  are  not  ungenerous  with  their  money. 
They  give  it  on  great  occasions.  They  are  more  able  to 
help  than  you  and  I  who  spend  ours,  and  say  to  poor 
Prodigal  who  comes  to  us  out  at  elbow,  "  My  dear  fellow, 
I  should  have  been  delighted :  but  I  have  already  antici- 
pated my  quarter,  and  am  going  to  ask  Screwby  if  he  can 
do  anything  for  me." 

In  this  delightful,  wholesome,  ever-novel  twopenny  game, 
there  is  a  danger  of  excess,  as  there  is  in  every  other  pas- 
time or  occupation  of  life.  If  you  grow  too  eager  for  your 
twopence,  the  acquisition  or  the  loss  of  it  may  affect  your 
peace  of  mind,  and  peace  of  mind  is  better  than  any  amount 
of  twopences.  My  friend,  the  old  clothes'  man,  whose 
agonies  over  the  hat  have  led  to  this  rambling  disquisition, 
has,  I  very  much  fear,  by  a  too  eager  pursuit  of  small 
profits,  disturbed  the  equanimity  of  a  mind  that  ought  to 
be  easy  and  happy.  "Had  I  stood  out,"  he  thinks,  "I 
might  have  had  the  hat  for  threepence,"  and  he  doubts 
whether,  having  given  fourpence  for  it,  he  will  ever  get 
back  his  money.  My  good  Shadrach,  if  you  go  through 
life  passionately  deploring  the  irrevocable,  and  allow  yes- 
terday's transactions  to  embitter  the  cheerfulness  of  to-day 
and  to-morrow — as  lieve  walk  down  to  the  Seine,  souse  in, 
hats,  body,  clothes-bag  and  all,  and  put  an  end  to  your 
sorrow  and  sordid  cares.  Before  and  since  Mr.  Franklin 
wrote  his  pretty  apologue  of  the  Whistle  have  we  not  all 
made  bargains  of  which  we  repented,  and  coveted  and 
acquired  objects  for  which  we  have  paid  too  dearly?  Who 
has  not  purchased  his  hat  in  some  market  or  other?  There 
is  General  M'Clellan's  cocked  hat  for  example :  I  daresay 
he  was  eager  enough  to  wear  it,  and  he  has  learned  that  it 
is  by  no  means  cheerful  wear.  There  were  the  military 
beavers  of  Messeigneurs  of  Orleans :  they  wore  them  gal- 
lantly in  the  face  of  battle ;  but  I  suspect  they  were  glad 
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enough  to  pitch  them  into  the  James  Eiver  and  come 
home  in  mufti.  Ah,  mes  amis  !  a  chacim  son  schakot !  I 
was  looking  at  a  bishop  the  other  day,  and  thinking,  "  My 
right  reverend  lord,  that  broad-brim  and  rosette  must  bind 
your  great  broad  forehead  very  tightly,  and  give  you  many 
a  headache.  A  good  easy  wide-awake  were  better  for  you, 
and  I  would  like  to  see  that  honest  face  with  a  cutty  pipe 
in  the  middle  of  it."  There  is  my  Lord  Mayor.  My  once 
dear  lord,  my  kind  friend,  when  your  two  years'  reign  was 
over,  did  not  you  jump  for  joy  and  fling  your  chapeau-bras 
out  of  window:  and  hasn't  that  hat  cost  you  a  pretty  bit 
of  money?  There,  in  a  splendid  travelling  chariot,  in  the 
sweetest  bonnet,  all  trimmed  with  orange-blossoms  and 
Chantilly  lace,  sits  my  Lady  Rosa,  with  old  Lord  Snowden 
by  her  side.  Ah,  Rosa!  what  a  price  have  you  paid  for 
that  hat  which  you  wear;  and  is  your  ladyship's  coronet 
not  purchased  too  dear?  Enough  of  hats.  Sir,  or  Madam, 
I  take  off  mine,  and  salute  you  with  profound  respect. 
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ON  ALEXANDRINES. 

A  LETTER  TO   SOME   COUNTRY   COUSINS. 

Dear  Cousins, — Be  pleased  to  receive  herewith  a  packet 
of  Mayall's  photographs,  and  copies  of  Illustrated  News, 
Illustrated  Times,  London  Review,  Queen,  and  Observer, 
each  containing  an  account  of  the  notable  festivities  of  the 
past  week.  If  besides  these  remembrances  of  home  you 
have  a  mind  to  read  a  letter  from  an  old  friend,  behold 
here  it  is.  When  I  was  at  school,  having  left  my  parents 
in  India,  a  good-natured  captain  or  colonel  would  come 
sometimes  and  see  us  Indian  boys,  and  talk  to  us  about 
papa  and  mamma,  and  give  us  coins  of  the  realm,  and  write 
to  our  parents,  and  say,  "  I  drove  over  yesterday  and  saw 
Tommy  at  Dr.  Birch's.- 1  took  him  to  the  George,  and  gave 
him  a  diuner.  His  appetite  is  fine.  He  states  that  he  is 
reading  Cornelius  Kepos,  with  which  he  is  much  interested. 
His  masters  report,"  &c.  And  though  Dr.  Birch  wrote 
by  the  same  mail  a  longer,  fuller,  and  official  statement, 
I  have  no  doabt  the  distant  parents  preferred  the  friend's 
letter,  with  its  artless,  possibly  un grammatical,  account  of 
their  little  darling. 

I  have  seen  the  young  heir  of  Britain.  These  eyes  have 
beheld  him  and  his  bride — on  Saturday  in  Pall  Mall  (when 
they  stopped  for  awhile  before  the  house  of  Smith,  Elder 
and  Co. ,  and  all  within  admired  a  lovely  cloak  of  purple 
velvet  and  sable  worn  by  a  ladj-  of  whose  appearance  the 
photographers  will  enable  you  to  judge),  and  on  Tuesday 
in  the  nave  of  St.  George's  Chapel  at  Windsor,  when  the 
young  Princess  Alexandra  of  Denmark  passed  by  with  her 
blooming  procession  of  bridesmaids;  and  half  an  hour 
later,  when  the  Princess  of  Wales  came  forth  from  the 
chapel,  her  husband  by  her  side  robed  iu  the  purple  man- 
tle of  the  famous  Order  which  his  forefather  established 
here  five  hundred  years  ago.  We  were  to  see  her  yet  once 
again,  when  her  open  carriage  passed  out  of  the  Castle  gate 
to  the  station  of  the  near  railway  which  was  to  convey  her 
to  Southampton. 

Since  womankind  existed,  has  any  woman  ever  had  such 
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a  greeting?  At  ten  hours'  distance,  there  is  a  city  far  more 
magnificent  than  ours.  With  every  respect  for  Kensington 
turnpike,  I  own  that  the  Arc  de  I'liltoile  at  Paris  is  a  much 
finer  entrance  to  an  imperial  capital.  In  our  black,  order- 
less,  zigzag  streets,  we  can  show  nothing  to  comparewith 
the  magnificent  array  of  the  Eue  de  Rivoli,  that  enormous 
regiment  of  stone  stretching  for  five  miles  and  presenting 
arms  before  the  Tuileries.  Think  of  the  late  Fleet  Prison 
and  Waithman's  Obelisk,  and  of  the  Place  de  la  Concorde 
and  the  Luxor  Stone!  "The  finest  site  in  Europe,"  as 
Trafalgar  Square  has  been  called  by  some  obstinate  British 
optimist,  is  disfigured  by  trophies,  fountains,  columns,  and 
statues  so  puerile,  disorderly,  and  hideous  that  a  lover  of 
the  arts  must  hang  the  head  of  shame  as  he  passes  to  see 
our  dear  old  queen  city  arraying  herself  so  absurdly ;  but 
when  all  is  said  and  done,  we  can  show  one  or  two  of  the 
greatest  sights  in  the  world.  I  doubt  if  any  Roman  fes- 
tival was  as  vast  or  striking  as  the  Derby  day,  or  if  any 
Imperial  triumph  could  show  such  a  prodigious  muster  of 
faithful  people  as  our  young  Princess  saw  on  Saturday, 
when  the  nation  turned  out  to  greet  her.  The  calculators 
are  squabbling  about  the  numbers  of  hundreds  of  thou- 
sands, of  millions,  who  came  forth  to  see  her  and  bid  her 
welcome.  Imagine  beacons  flaming,  rockets  blazing,  yards 
manned,  ships  and  forts  saluting  with  their  thunder,  every 
steamer  and  vessel,  every  town  and  village  from  Ramsgate 
to  Gravesend,  swarming  with  hap]py  gratulation ;  young 
girls  with  flowers,  scattering  roses  before  her;  staid  citi- 
zens and  aldermen  pushing  and  squeezing  and  panting  to 
make  the  speech,  and  bow  the  knee,  and  bid  her  welcome ! 
Who  is  this  who  is  honoured  with  such  a  prodigious  tri- 
umpJi,  and  received  with  a  welcome  so  astonishing?  A 
year  ago  we  had  never  heard  of  her.  I  think  about  her 
pedigree  and  family  not  a  few  of  us  are  in  the  dark  still, 
and  I  own,  for  my  part,  to  be  much  puzzled  by  the  allu- 
sions of  newspaper  genealogists  and  bards  and  skalds  to 
"Vikings,"  Berserkers,  and  so  forth.  But  it  would  be  in- 
teresting to  know  how  many  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
photographs  of  the  fair  bright  face  have  by  this  time  made 
it  beloved  and  familiar  in  British  homes.  Think  of  all  the 
quiet  country  nooks  from  Land's  End  to  Caithness,  where 
kind  eyes  have  glanced  at  it.  The  farmer  brings  it  home 
from  market ;  the  curate  from  his  visit  to  the  Cathedral 
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town ;  the  rustic  folk  peer  at  it  in  the  little  village  shop 
window;  the  squire's  children  gaze  on  it  round  the  draw- 
ing-room table;  every  eye  that  beholds  it  looks  tenderly 
on  its  bright  beauty  and  sweet  artless  grace,  and  young 
and  old  pray  God  bless  her.  We  have  an  elderly  friend  (a 
certain  Goody  Twoshoes,  who  has  been  mentioned  before 
in  the  pages  of  this  Magazine),  and  who  inhabits,  with 
many  other  old  ladies,  the  Union-house  of  the  parish  of 
St.  Lazarus  in  Soho.  One  of  your  cousins  from  this  house 
went  to  see  her,  and  found  Goody  and  her  companion  crones 
all  in  a  flutter  of  excitement  about  the  marriage.  The 
whitewashed  walls  of  their  bleak  dormitory  were  orna- 
mented with  prints  out  of  the  illustrated  journals,  and  hung 
with  festoons  and  true-lover's  knots  of  tape  and  coloured 
paper ;  and  the  old  bodies  had  had  a  good  dinner,  and  the 
old  tongues  were  chirping  and  clacking  away,  all  eager,  in- 
terested, sympathizing ;  and  one  very  elderly  and  rheumatic 
Goody,  who  is  obliged  to  keep  her  bed  (and  has,  I  trust, 
an  exaggerated  idea  of  the  cares  attending  on  royalty), 
said,  "Pore  thing,  pore  thing!  I  pity  her."  Yes,  even  in 
that  dim  place  there  was  a  little  brightness  and  a  quaver- 
ing huzza,  a  contribution  of  a  mite  subscribed  by  those 
dozen  poor  old  widows  to  the  treasure  of  loyalty  with 
which  the  nation  endows  the  Prince's  bride. 

Three  hundred  years  ago,  when  our  dread  Sovereign 
Lady  Elizabeth  came  to  take  possession  of  her  realm  and 
capital  city,  Holingshed,  if  you  please  (whose  pleasing  his- 
tory of  course  you  carry  about  with  you),  relates  in  his 
fourth  volume  folio,  that — "At  hir  entring  the  citie,  she 
was  of  the  people  received  maruellous  intierlie,  as  appeared 
by  the  assemblies,  praiers,  welcommings,  cries,  and  all 
other  signes  which  argued  a  woonderfull  earnest  loue : " 
and  at  various  halting-places  on  the  royal  progress  children 
habited  like  angels  appeared  out  of  allegoric  edifices  and 
spoke  verses  to  her — 

Welcome,  O  Queen,  as  much  as  heart  can  think, 

"Welcome  again,  as  much  as  tongue  can  tell. 
Welcome  to  joyous  tongues  and  hearts  that  will  not  shrink. 

God  thee  preserve,  we  pray,  and  wish  thee  ever  well ! 

Our  new  Princess,  you  may  be  sure,  has  also  had  her 
Alexandrines,  and  many  minstrels  have  gone  before  her 
singing  her  praises.  Mr.  Tupper,  who  begins  in  very 
great  force  and  strength,  and  who  proposes  to  give  her  no 
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less  than  eight  hundred  thousand  welcomes  in  the  first 
twenty  lines  of  his  ode,  is  not  satisfied  with  this  most  lib- 
eral amount  of  acclamation,  but  proposes  at  the  end  of  his 
poem  a  still  more  magnificent  subscription.  Thus  we  begin, 
"  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes,  a  hundred  thousand  wel- 
comes." (In  my  copy  the  figures  are  in  the  well-known 
Arabic  numerals,  but  let  us  have  the  numbers  literally 
accurate :) 

A  hundred  thousand  welcomes! 
A  hundred  thousand  welcomes ! 

And  a  hundred  thousand  more ! 
O  happy  heart  of  England, 
Shout  aloud  and  sing,  land, 
As  no  land  sang  before ; 
And  let  the  paeans  soar 
And  ring  from  shore  to  shore, 
A  hundred  thousand  welcomes, 
And  a  hundred  thousand  more ; 
And  let  the  cannons  roar. 
The  joy-stunned  citj'  o'er. 
And  let  the  steeples  chime  it 
A  hundred  thousand  welcomes 
And  a  hundred  thousand  more ; 
And  let  the  people  rhyme  it 
Prom  neighbour's  door  to  door, 
Prom  every  man's  heart's  core, 
A  hundred  thousand  welcomes 
And  a  hundred  thousand  more. 

This  contribution,  in  twenty  not  long  lines,  of  900,000 
(say  nine  hundred  thousand)  welcomes  is  handsome  in- 
deed :  and  shows  that  when  our  bard  is  inclined  to  be  lib- 
eral, he  does  not  look  to  the  cost.  But  what  is  a  sum  of 
900,000  to  his  further  proposal?— 

O  let  all  these  declare  it, 

Let  miles  of  shouting  swear  it, 

In  all  the  years  of  yore. 

Unparalleled  before: 
And  thou,  most  welcome  Wand'rer 

Across  the  Northern  Water, 
Our  England's  Alexandra, 

Our  dear  adopted  daughter — 
Lay  to  thine  heart,  conned  o'er  and  o'er. 

In  future  years  remembered  well, 

The  magic  fervour  of  this  spell 
That  shakes  the  land  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  makes  all  hearts  and  eyes  brim  o'er; 

Our  hundred  thousand  welcomes, 

Our  fifty  million  welcomes. 
And  a  hundred  million  more ! 
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Here  we  have,  besides  the  most  liberal  previous  sub- 
scription, a  further  call  ou  the  public  for  no  less  than  one 
hundred  and  fifty  million  one  hundred  thousand  welcomes 
for  her  Royal  Highness.  How  much  is  this  per  head  for 
all  of  us  in  the  three  kingdoms?  Not  above  five  welcomes 
apiece,  and  I  am  sure  many  of  us  have  given  more  than  five 
hurrahs  to  the  fair  young  Princess. 

Each  man  sings  according  to  his  voice,  and  gives  in  pro- 
portion to  his  means.  The  guns  at  Sheerness  "from  their 
adamantine  lips  "  (which  had  spoken  in  quarrelsome  old 
times  a  very  different  language,)  roared  a  hundred  thunder- 
ing welcomes  to  the  fair  Dane.  The  maidens  of  England 
strewed  roses  before  her  feet  at  G-ravesend  when  she  landed. 
Mr.  Tupper,  with  the  million  and  odd  welcomes,  may  be 
compared  to  the  thundering  fleet;  Mr.  Chorley's  song  to 
the  flowerets  scattered  on  her  Royal  Highness' s  happy  and 
carpeted  path : — 

Blessings  on  that  fair  face! 

Safe  on  the  shore 
Of  her  home-dwelling  place, 

Stranger  no  more. 
Love,  from  her  household  shrine 

Keep  sorrow  far ! 
May,  for  her  hawthorn  twine, 
June,  bring  sweet  eglantine. 
Autumn,  the  golden  vine, 

Dear  Northern  Star  / 

Hawthorn  for  May,  eglantine  for  June,  and  in  autumn  a 
little  tass  of  the  golden  vine  for  our  Northern  Star.  I  am 
sure  no  one  will  grudge  the  Princess  these  simple  enjoy- 
ments, and  of  the  produce  of  the  last-named  pleasing  plant, 
I  wonder  how  many  bumpers  were  drunk  to  her  health  on 
the  happy  day  of  her  bridal?  As  for  the  Laureate's 
verses,  I  would  respectfully  liken  his  Highness  to  a  giant 
showing  a  beacon  torch  on  "a  windy  headland."  His 
flaring  torch  is  a  pine-tree,  to  be  sure,  which  nobody  can 
wield  but  himself.  He  waves  it :  and  four  times  in  the 
midnight  he  shouts  mightily,  "Alexandra!  "  and  the  Pon- 
tic pine  is  whirled  into  the  ocean  and  Enceladus  goes  home. 

Whose  muse,  whose  cornemuse,  sounds  with  such  plain- 
tive sweetness  from  Arthur's  Seat,  while  Edinburgh  and 
Musselburgh  lie  rapt  in  delight,  and  the  mermaids  come 
flapping   up  to  Leith  shore  to  hear  the  exquisite  music? 
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Sweeter  piper  Edina  knows  not  than  Aytoun,  tlie  Bard  of 
the  Cavaliers,  who  has  given  in  his  frank  adhesion  to  the 
reigning  dynasty.  When  a  most  beautiful,  celebrated  and 
unfortunate  princess  whose  memory  the  Professor  loves — 
when  Mary,  wife  of  Francis  the  Second,  King  of  France, 
and  by  her  own  right  proclaimed  Queen  of  Scotland  and 
England  (poor  soul !),  entered  Paris  with  her  j'oung  bride- 
groom, good  Peter  Eonsard  wrote  of  her — 

Toi  qui  as  veu  rexcellence  de  celle 
Qui  rend  le  ciel  de  I'Esoosse  envieux, 
Dy  liardiment,  conteutez  vous  mes  yeux, 
Vous  ne  verrez  jamajs  chose  plus  belle.* 

Vous  ne  verrez  jamais  chose  plus  belle.  Here  is  an  Alex- 
andrine written  three  hundred  years  ago,  as  simple  as  bon 
jour.  Professor  Aytoun  is  more  ornate.  After  elegantly 
complimenting  the  spring,  and  a  description  of  her  Koyal 
Highness's  well-known  ancestors,  "the  Berserkers,"  he 
bursts  forth — 

The  Rose  of  Denmark  comes,  the  Royal  Bride ! 

O  loveliest  Rose  1  our  paragon  and  pride — ■ 

Choice  of  the  Prince  whom  England  holds  so  dear — 

What  homage  shall  we  pay 

To  one  who  has  no  peer? 

What  can  the  bard  or  wildered  minstrel  say 

More  than  the  peasant,  who,  on  bended  knee. 

Breathes  from  his  heart  an  earnest  prayer  for  thee? 

Words  are  not  fair,  if  that  they  would  express 

Is  fairer  still ;  so  lovers  in  dismay 

Stand  all  abashed  before  that  loveliness 

They  worship  most,  but  find  no  words  to  pray. 

Too  sweet  for  incense!  (bravo)  Take  our  loves  instead — 

Most  freely,  truly,  and  devoutly  given ; 

Our  prayer  for  blessings  on  that  gentle  head, 

For  earthly  happiness  and  rest  in  Heaven ! 

May  never  sorrow  dim  those  dove-like  eyes. 

But  peace  as  pure  as  reigned  in  Paradise, 

Calm  and  untainted  on  creation's  eve, 

Attend  thee  still !    May  holy  angels,  «fcc. 

This  is  all  very  well,  my  dear  country  cousins.  But  will 
you  say  "  Amen  "  to  this  prayer?  I  won't.  Assuredly  our 
fair  Princess  will  shed  many  tears  out  of  the  "  dovelike 
eyes,"  or  the  heart  will  be  little  worth.  Is  she  to  know 
no  parting,  no  care,  no  anxious  longing,  no  tender  watches 

*  Quoted  in  Mignet's  "Life  of  Mary." 


508  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

by  the  sick,  to  deplore  no  friends  and  kindred,  and  feel  no 
grief?  Heaven  forbid!  When  a  bard  or  wildered  min- 
strel writes  so,  best  accept  his  own  confession,  that  he  is 
losing  his  head.  On  the  day  of  her  entrance  into  London 
who  looked  more  bright  and  happy  than  the  Princess?  On 
the  day  of  the  marriage,  the  fair  face  wore  its  mark  of 
care  already,  and  looked  out  quite  grave,  and  frightened 
almost,  under  the  wreaths  and  lace  and  orange-flowers. 
Would  you  have  had  her  feel  no  tremor?  A  maiden  on 
the  bridegroom's  threshold,  a  Princess  led  up  to  the  steps 
of  a  throne?  I  think  her  pallor  and  doubt  became  her  as 
well  as  her  smiles.  That,  I  can  tell  you,  was  our  vote  who 
sate  in  X  compartment,  let  us  say,  in  the  nave  of  St. 
George's  Chapel  at  Windsor,  and  saw  a  part  of  one  of  the 
brightest  ceremonies  ever  performed  there. 

My  dear  cousin  Mary,  you  have  an  account  of  the  dresses ; 
and  I  promise  you  there  were  princesses  besides  the  bride 
whom  it  did  the  eyes  good  to  behold.  Around  the  bride 
sailed  a  bevy  of  young  creatures  so  fair,  white,  and  grace- 
ful that  I  thought  of  those  fairy-tale  beauties  who  are 
sometimes  princesses,  and  sometimes  white  swans.  The 
Eoyal  Princesses  and  the  Eoyal  Knights  of  the  Garter 
swept  by  in  prodigious  robes  and  trains  of  purple  velvet, 
thirty  shillings  a  yard,  my  dear,  not  of  course  including  the 
lining,  which,  I  have  no  doubt,  was  of  the  richest  satin,  or 
that  costly  "  miniver  "  which  we  used  to  read  about  in  poor 
Jerrold's  writings.  The  young  princes  were  habited  in 
kilts ;  and  by  the  side  of  the  Princess  Royal  trotted  such 
a  little  wee  solemn  Highlander!  He  is  the  young  heir  and 
chief  of  the  famous  clan  of  Brandenburg.  His  eyrie  is 
amongst  the  Eagles,  and  I  pray  no  harm  may  befall  the 
dear  little  chieftain. 

The  heralds  in  their  tabards  were  marvellous  to  behold, 
and  a  nod  from  Rouge  Croix  gave  me  the  keenest  gratifica- 
tion. I  tried  to  catch  Garter's  eye,  but  either  I  couldn't 
or  he  wouldn't.  In  his  robes,  he  is  like  one  of  the  Three 
Kings  in  old  missal  illuminations.  Gold  Stick  in  waiting 
is  even  more  splendid.  With  his  gold  rod  and  robes  and 
trappings  of  many  colours,  he  looks  like  a  royal  enchanter, 
and  as  if  he  had  raised  up  all  this  scene  of  glamour  by  a 
wave  of  his  glittering  wand.  The  silver  trumpeters  wear 
such  quaint  caps,  as  those  I  have  humbly  tried  to  depict  on 
the   playful  heads   of   children.     Behind   the  trumpeters 
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came  a  drum-bearer,  on  whose  back  a  gold-laced  drummer 
drubbed  his  march. 

When  the  silver  clarions  had  blown,  and  under  a  clear 
chorus  of  white-robed  children  chanting  round  the  organ, 
the  noble  procession  passed  into  the  chapel,  and  was  hid- 
den ^  from  our  sight  for  a  while,  there  was  silence,  or  from 
the  inner  chapel  ever  so  faint  a  hum.  Then  hymns  arose, 
and  in  the  lull  we  knew  that  prayers  were  being  said,  and 
the  sacred  rite  performed  which  joined  Albert  Edward  to 
Alexandra  his  wife.  I  am  sure  hearty  prayers  were  offered 
outside  the  gate  as  well  as  within  for  that  princely  young 
pair,  and  for  their  Mother  and  Queen.  The  peace,  the 
freedom,  the  happiness,  the  order  which  her  rule  guaran- 
tees, are  part  of  my  birthright  as  an  Englishman,  and  I 
bless  God  for  my  share.  Where  else  shall  I  find  such  lib- 
erty of  action,  thought,  speech,  or  laws  which  protect  me 
so  well?  Her  part  of  her  compact  with  her  people,  what 
sovereign  ever  better  performed?  If  ours  sits  apart  from 
the  festivities  of  the  day,  it  is  because  she  suffers  from  a 
grief  so  recent  that  the  loyal  heart  cannot  master  it  as  yet, 
and  remains  treu  und  fest  to  a  beloved  memory.  A  part 
of  the  music  which  celebrates  the  day's  service  was  com- 
posed by  the  husband  who  is  gone  to  the  place  where  the 
just  and  pure  of  life  meet  the  reward  promised  by  the 
Father  of  all  of  us  to  good  and  faithful  servants  who  have 
well  done  here  below.  As  this  one  gives  in  his  account, 
surely  we  may  remember  how  the  Prince  was  the  friend  of 
all  peaceful  arts  and  learning ;  how  he  was  true  and  fast 
always  to  duty,  home,  honour;  how,  through  a  life  of  com- 
plicated trials,  he  was  sagacious,  righteous,  active  and  self- 
denying.  And  as  we  trace  in  the  young  faces  of  his  many 
children  the  father's  features  and  likeness,  what  English- 
man will  not  pray  that  they  may  have  inherited  also  some 
of  the  great  qualities  which  won  for  the  Prince  Consort 
the  love  and  respect  of  our  country? 

The  papers  tell  us  how,  on  the  night  of  the  marriage  of 
the  Prince  of  Wales,  all  over  England  and  Scotland  illumi- 
nations were  made,  the  poor  and  children  were  feasted,  and 
in  village  and  city  thousands  of  kindly  schemes  were  de- 
vised to  mark  the  national  happiness  and  sympathy.  "  The 
bonfire  on  Coptpoint  at  Folkestone  was  seen  in  France," 
the  Telegraph  says,  "more  clearly  than  even  the  French 
marine  lights  could  be  seen  at  Folkestone."     Long  may 


510  ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS. 

the  fire  continue  to  burn!  There  are  European  coasts 
(and  inland  places)  where  the  liberty  light  has  been  extin- 
guished, or  is  so  low  that  you  can't  see  to  read  by  it — there 
are  great  Atlantic  shores  where  it  flickers  and  smokes  very 
gloomily.  Let  us  be  thankful  to  the  honest  guardians  of 
ours,  and  for  the  kind  sky  under  which  it  burns  bright  and 
steady. 
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ON  A  MEDAL  OF  GEORGE  THE 
FOURTH. 

Before  me  lies  a  coin  bearing  the  image  and  superscrip- 
tion of  King  George  IV.,  and  of  the  nominal  value  of  two- 
and-sixpence.  But  an  official  friend  at  a  neighbouring 
turnpike  says  the  piece  is  hopelessly  bad;  and  a  chemist 
tested  it,  returning  a  like  unfavourable  opinion.  A  cab- 
man, who  had  brought  me  from  a  club,  left  it  with  the 
club  porter,  appealing  to  the  gent  who  gave  it  a  pore 
cabby,  at  ever  so  much  o'clock  of  a  rainy  night,  which  he 
hoped  he  would  give  him  another.  I  have  taken  that  cab- 
man at  his  word.  He  has  been  provided  with  a  sound 
coin.  The  bad  piece  is  on  the  table  before  me,  and  shall 
have  a  hole  drilled  through  it,  as  soon  as  this  essay  is  writ- 
ten, by  a  loyal  subject  who  does  not  desire  to  deface  the 
Sovereign's  fair  image,  but  to  protest  against  the  rascal 
who  has  taken  her  name  in  vain.  Fid.  Def.,  md-eedl  Is 
this  what  you  call  defending  the  faith?  You  dare  to  forge 
your  Sovereign's  name,  and  pass  your  scoundrel  pewter  as 
her  silver?  I  wonder  who  you  are,  wretch  and  most  con- 
summate trickster?  This  forgery  is  so  complete  that  even 
now  I  am  deceived  by  it — I  can't  see  the  difference  between 
the  base  and  sterling  metal.  Perhaps  this  piece  is  a  little 
lighter; — I  don't  know.  A  little  softer: — is  it?  I  have 
not  bitten  it,  not  being  a  connoisseur  in  the  tasting  of  pew- 
ter or  silver.  I  take  the  word  of  three  honest  men,  though 
it  goes  against  me :  and  though  I  have  given  two-and-six- 
pence  worth  of  honest  consideration  for  the  counter,  I  shall 
not  attempt  to  implicate  anybody  else  in  my  misfortune, 
or  transfer  my  ill-luck  to  a  deluded  neighbour. 

I  say  the  imitation  is  so  curiously  successful,  the  stamp- 
ing, milling  of  the  edges,  lettering,  and  so  forth,  are  so 
neat,  that  even  now,  when  my  eyes  are  open,  I  cannot  see 
the  cheat.  How  did  those  experts,  the  cabman,  and  pike- 
man,  and  tradesman,  come  to  find  it  out?  How  do  they 
happen  to  be  more  familiar  with  pewter  and  silver  than  I 
am?  You  see,  I  put  out  of  the  question  another  point 
which  I  might  argue  without  fear  of  defeat,  namely,  the 
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cabman's  statement  that  I  gave  him  this  bad  piece  of 
money.  Suppose  every  cabman  who  took  me  a  shilling 
fare  were  to  drive  away  and  return  presently  with  a  bad 
coin  and  an  assertion  that  I  had  given  it  to  him?  This 
would  be  absurd  and  mischievous;  an  encouragement  of 
vice  amongst  men  who  already  are  subject  to  temptations. 
Being  homo,  I  think  if  I  were  a  cabman  myself,  I  might 
sometimes  stretch  a  furlong  or  two  in  my  calculations  of 
distance.  But  don't  come  twice,  my  man,  and  tell  me  I 
have  given  you  a  bad  half-crown .  No,  no  I  I  have  paid 
once  like  a  gentleman,  and  once  is  enough.  For  instance, 
during  the  Exhibition  time  I  was  stopped  by  an  old  coun- 
try-woman in  black,  with  a  huge  umbrella,  who,  bursting 
into  tears,  said  to  me,  "  Master,  be  this  the  way  to  Har- 
low, in  Essex?  "  "  This  the  way  to  Harlow?  This  is  the 
way  to  Exeter,  my  good  lady,  and  you  will  arrive  there  if 
you  walk  about  170  miles  in  your  present  direction,"  I  an- 
swered courteously,  replying  to  the  old  creature.  Then 
she  fell  a-sobbing  as  though  her  old  heart  would  break. 
She  had  a  daughter  a-dying  at  Harlow.  She  had  walked 
already  "  vif fcy  dree  mile  "  that  day.  Tears  stopped  the 
rest  of  her  discourse,  so  artless,  genuine,  and  abundant 
that — I  own  the  truth — I  gave  her,  in  I  believe  genuine 
silver,  a  piece  of  the  exact  size  of  that  coin  which  forms 
the  subject  of  this  essay.  Well.  About  a  month  since, 
near  to  the  very  spot  where  I  had  met  my  old  woman,  I 
was  accosted  by  a  person  in  black,  a  person  in  a  large  drag- 
gled cap,  a  person  with  a  huge  umbrella,  who  was  begin- 
ning, "  I  say,  master,  can  you  tell  nie  if  this  be  the  way  to 

Har "  but  here  she  stopped.     Her  eyes  goggled  wildly. 

She  started  from  me,  as  IMacbeth  turned  from  Macduff. 
She  would  not  engage  with  me.  It  was  my  old  friend  of 
Harlow,  in  Essex.  I  daresay  she  has  informed  many  other 
people  of  her  daughter's  illness,  and  her  anxiety  to  be  put 
upon  the  right  way  to  Harlow.  Not  long  since  a  very  gen- 
tlemanlike man.  Major  Delamere  let  us  call  him  (I  like  the 
title  of  Major  very  much),  requested  to  see  me,  named  a 
dead  gentleman  who  he  said  had  been  our  mutual  friend, 
and  on  the  strength  of  this  mutual  acquaintance,  begged 
me  to  cash  his  check  for  five  pounds ! 

It  is  these  things,  my  dear  sir,  which  serve  to  make  a 
man  cynical.  I  do  conscientiously  believe  that  had  I 
cashed  the  Major's  cheque,  there  would  have  been  a  diffi- 
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culty  about  payment  on  the  part  of  the  respected  bankers 
on  whom  he  drew.  Ou  your  honour  and  conscience,  do 
you  think  that  old  widow  who  was  walking  from  Tunbridge 
Wells  to  Harlow  had  a  daughter  ill,  and  was  an  honest 
woman  at  all?  The  daughter  couldn't  always,  you  see, 
be  being  ill,  and  her  mother  on  her  way  to  her  dear  child 
through  Hyde  Park.  In  the  same  way  some  habitual 
sneerers  may  be  inclined  to  hint  that  the  cabman's  story 
was  an  invention — or  at  any  rate,  choose  to  ride  off  (so  to 
speak)  on  the  doubt.  No.  My  opinion,  I  own,  is  unfa- 
vourable as  regards  the  widow  from  Tunbridge  Wells,  and 
Major  Delamere ;  but,  believing  the  cabman  was  honest,  I 
am  glad  to  think  he  was  not  injured  by  the  reader's  most 
humble  servant. 

What  a  queer,  exciting  life  this  rogue's  march  must  be: 
this  attempt  of  the  bad  half-crowns  to  get  into  circulation ! 
Had  my  distinguished  friend  the  Major  knocked  at  many 
doors  that  morning,  before  operating  on  miue?  The  sport 
must  be  something  akin  to  the  pleasure  of  tiger  or  elephant 
hunting.  What  ingenuity  the  sportsman  must  have  in 
tracing  his  prey — what  daring  and  caution  in  coming  upon 
him !  What  coolness  in  facing  the  angry  animal  (for,  after 
all,  a  man  on  whom  you  draw  a  cheque  a  bout  portant  will 
be  angry).  What  a  delicious  thrill  of  triumph,  if  you  can 
bring  him  down!  If  I  have  money  at  the  banker's  and 
draw  for  a  portion  of  it  over  the  counter,  that  is  mere 
prose — any  dolt  can  do  that.  But,  having  no  balance,  say, 
I  drive  up  in  a  cab,  present  a  cheque  at  Coutts's,  and, 
receiving  the  amount,  drive  off?  What  a  glorious  morn- 
ing' s  sport  that  has  been !  How  superior  in  excitement  to 
the  common  transactions  of  every-day  life!  *  *  *  I 
must  tell  a  story ;  it  is  against  myself,  I  know,  but  it  will 
out,  and  perhaps  my  mind  will  be  the  easier. 

More  than  twenty  years  ago,  in  an  island  remarkable  for 
its  verdure,  I  met  four  or  five  times  one  of  the  most  agree- 
able companions  with  whom  I  have  passed  a  night.  I 
heard  that  evil  times  had  come  upon  this  gentleman ;  and, 
overtaking  him  in  a  road  near  my  own  house  one  evening, 
I  asked  him  to  come  home  to  dinner.  In  two  days,  he  was 
at  my  door  again.  At  breakfast-time  was  this  second  ap- 
pearance. He  was  in  a  cab  (of  course  he  was  in  a  cab, 
they  always  are,  these  unfortunate,  these  courageous  men). 
To  deny  myself  was  absurd.  My  friend  could  see  me  over 
33 
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the  parlour  blinds,  surrounded  by  my  family,  and  cheerfully 
partaking  the  morning  meal.  Might  he  have  a  word  with 
me?  and  can  you  imagine  its  purport?  By  the  most  pro- 
voking delay — his  uncle  the  admiral  not  being  able  to  come 
to  town  till  Friday — would  I  cash  him  a  cheque?  I  need 
not  say  it  would  be  paid  on  Saturday  without  fail.  I  tell 
you  that  man  went  away  with  money  in  his  pocket,  and  I 
regret  to  add  that  his  gallant  relative  has  not  come  to  town 
yet! 

Laying  down  the  pen,  and  sinking  back  in  my  chair, 
here,  perhaps,  I  fall  into  a  five  minutes'  reverie,  and  think 
of  one,  two,  three,  half-a-dozen  cases  in  which  I  have  been 
content  to  accept  that  sham  promissory  coin  in  return  for 
sterling  money  advanced.  Not  a  reader,  whatever  his  age, 
but  could  tell  a  like  story.  I  vow  and  believe  there  are 
men  of  fifty,  who  will  dine  well  to-day,  who  have  not  paid 
their  school  debts  yet,  and  who  have  not  taken  up  their 
long-protested  promises  to  pay.  Tom,  Dick,  Harry,  my 
boys,  I  owe  you  no  grudge,  and  rather  relish  that  wince 
with  which  you  will  read  these  meek  lines  and  say,  "  He 
means  me."  Poor  Jack  in  Hades!  Do  you  remember  a 
certain  pecuniary  transaction,  and  a  little  sum  of  money 
you  borrowed  "  until  the  meeting  of  Parliament?  "  Parlia- 
ment met  often  in  your  lifetime  :  Parliament  has  met  since  : 
but  I  think  I  should  scarce  be  more  surprised  if  your  ghost 
glided  into  the  room  now,  and  laid  down  the  amount  of 
our  little  account,  than  I  should  have  been  if  you  had  paid 
me  in  your  lifetime  with  the  actual  acceptances  of  the  Bank 
of  England.  You  asked  to  borrow,  but  you  never  intended 
to  pay.  I  would  as  soon  have  believed  that  a  promissory 
note  of  Sir  John  Falstaff  (accepted  by  Messrs.  Bardolph 
and  ISTym,  and  payable  in  Aldgate,)  would  be  as  sure  to 
find  payment,  as  that  note  of  the  departed — nay,  lamented 
— Jack  Thriftless. 

He  who  borrows,  meaning  to  pay,  is  quite  a  different 
person  from  the  individual  here  described.  Many — most, 
I  hope — took  Jack's  promise  for  what  it  was  worth — and 
quite  well  knew  that  when  he  said,  "Lend  me,"  he  meant 
"  Give  me  "  twenty  pounds.  "  Give  me  change  for  this 
half-crown,"  said  Jack;  I  know  it's  a  pewter  piece,  and 
you  gave  him  the  change  in  honest  silver,  and  pocketed 
the  (iounterfeit  gravely. 

What  a  queer  consciousness  that  must  be  which  accom- 
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panies  such  a  man  in  his  sleeping,  in  his  waking,  in  his 
walk  through  life,  by  his  fireside  with  his  children  round 
him!  "For  what  we  are  going  to  receive,"  &c. — he  says 
grace  before  his  dinner.  "  My  dears !  Shall  I  help  you 
to  some  mutton?  I  robbed  the  butcher  of  the  meat.  I 
don't  intend  to  pay  him.  Johnson,  my  boy,  a  glass  of 
champagne?  Very  good,  isn't  it?  Not  too  sweet.  Forty- 
six.  I  get  it  from  So-and-so,  whom  I  intend  to  cheat." 
As  eagles  go  forth  and  bring  home  to  their  eaglets  the 
lamb  or  the  pavid  kid,  I  say  there  are  men  who  live  and 
victual  their  nests  by  plunder.  We  all  know  highway 
robbers  in  white  neckcloths,  domestic  bandits,  marauders, 
passers  of  bad  coin.  What  was  yonder  cheque  which 
Major  Delamere  proposed  I  should  cash  but  a  piece  of  bad 
money?  What  was  Jack  Thriftless's  promise  to  pay? 
Having  got  his  booty,  I  fancy  Jack  or  the  Major  returning 
home,  and  wife  and  children  gathering  round  about  him. 
Poor  wife  and  children !  They  respect  papa  very  likely. 
They  don't  know  he  is  false  coin.  Maybe  the  wife  has  a 
dreadful  inkling  of  the  truth,  and,  sickening,  tries  to  hide 
it  from  the  daughters  and  sons.  Maybe  she  is  an  accom- 
plice: herself  a  brazen  forgery.  If  Turpinand  Jack  Shep- 
pard  were  married,  very  likely  Mesdames  Sheppard  and 
Turpin  did  not  know,  at  first,  what  their  husbands'  real 
profession  was,  and  fancied,  when  the  men  left  home  in 
the  morning,  they  only  went  away  to  follow  some  regular 
and  honourable  business.  Then  a  suspicion  of  the  truth 
may  have  come :  then  a  dreadful  revelation :  and  presently 
we  have  the  guilty  pair  robbing  together,  or  passing  forged 
money  each  on  his  own  account.  You  know  Doctor  Dodd? 
I  wonder  whether  his  wife  knows  that  he  is  a  forger,  and 
scoundrel?  Has  she  had  any  of  the  plunder,  think  you, 
and  were  the  darling  children's  new  dresses  bought  with 
it?  The  Doctor's  sermon  last  Sunday  was  certainly  charm- 
ing, and  we  all  cried.  Ah,  my  poor  Dodd!  Whilst  he  is 
preaching  most  beautifully,  pocket-handkerchief  in  hand, 
he  is  peering  over  the  pulpit  cushions,  looking  out  piteously 
for  Messrs.  Peachum  and  Lockit  from  the  police-office. 
By  Doctor  Dodd  you  understand  I  would  typify  the  rogue 
of  respectable  exterior,  not  committed  to  gaol  yet,  but  not 
undiscovered.  We  all  know  one  or  two  such.  This  very 
sermon  perhaps  will  be  read  by  some,  or  more  likely — for, 
depend  upon  it,  your  solemn  hypocritic  scoundrels  don't 
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care  much  for  light  literature — more  likely,  I  say,  this 
discourse  will  be  read  by  some  of  their  wives,  who  think, 
"  Ah  mercy !  does  that  horrible  cynical  wretch  know  how 
my  poor  husband  blacked  my  eye,  or  abstracted  mamma's 
silver  teapot,  or  forced  me  to  write  So-and-so's  name  on 
that  piece  of  stamped  paper,  or  what  not? "  My  good 
creature,  I  am  not  augry  with  you.  If  your  husband  has 
broken  your  nose,  you  will  vow  that  he  had  authority  over 
your  person,  and  a  right  to  demolish  any  part  of  it :  if  he 
has  conveyed  away  your  mamma's  teapot,  you  will  say 
that  she  gave  it  to  him  at  your  marriage,  and  it  was  very 
ugly,  and  what  not:  if  he  takes  your  aunt's  watch,  and  you 
love  him,  you  will  carry  it  ere  long  to  the  pawnbroker's, 
and  perjure  yourself — oh,  how  you  will  perjure  yourself — 
in  the  witness-box!  I  know  this  is  a  degrading  view  of 
woman's  noble  nature,  her  exalted  mission,  and  so  forth, 
and  so  forth.  I  know  you  will  say  this  is  bad  morality. 
Is  it?  Do  you,  or  do  you  not,  expect  your  womankind 
to  stick  by  you  for  better  or  for  worse?  Say  I  have  com- 
mitted a  forgery,  and  the  ofiB.cers  come  in  search  of  me,  is 
my  wife,  Mrs.  Dodd,  to  show  them  into  the  dining-room, 
and  say,  "Pray  step  in,  gentlemen!  My  husband  has  just 
come  home  from  church.  That  bill  with  my  Lord  Chester- 
field's acceptance,  I  am  bound  to  own,  was  never  written 
by  his  lordship,  and  the  signature  is  in  the  doctor's  hand- 
writing? "  I  say,  would  any  man  of  sense  or  honour,  or 
fine  feeling,  praise  his  wife  for  telling  the  truth  under  such 
circumstances?  Suppose  she  made  a  fine  grimace,  and 
said,  "  Most  painful  as  my  position  is,  most  deeply  as  I 
feel  for  my  William,  yet  truth  must  prevail,  and  I  deeply 
lament  to  state  that  the  beloved  partner  of  my  life  did 
commit  the  flagitious  act  with  which  he  is  charged,  and  is 
at  this  present  moment  located  in  the  two-pair  back,  up 
the  chimney,  whither  it  is  my  duty  to  lead  you."  Why, 
even  Dodd  himself,  who  was  one  of  the  greatest  humbugs 
who  ever  lived,  would  not  have  had  the  face  to  say  that  he 
approved  of  his  wife  telling  the  truth  in  such  a  case. 
Would  you  have  had  Flora  Macdonald  beckon  the  officers, 
saying,  "  This  way,  gentlemen !  You  will  find  the  young 
chevalier  asleep  in  that  cavern."  Or  don't  you  prefer  her 
to  be  splendide  mendax,  and  ready  at  all  risks  to  save  him? 
If  ever  I  lead  a  rebellion,  and  my  women  betray  me,  may 
I  be  hanged  but  I  will  not  forgive  them :  and  if  ever  I  steal 
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a  teapot,  and  my  women  don't  stand  up  for  me,  pass  the 
articles  under  their  shawls,  whisk  down  the  street  with  it, 
outbluster  the  policeman,  and  utter  any  amount  of  fibs  be- 
fore Mr.  Beak ;  those  beings  are  not  what  I  take  them  to 
be,  and — for  a  fortune — I  won't  give  them  so  much  as  a 
bad  half-crown. 

Is  conscious  guilt  a  source  of  unmixed  pain  to  the  bosom 
which  harbours  it?  Has  not  your  criminal,  on  the  con- 
trary, an  excitement,  an  enjoyment  within  quite  unknown 
to  you  and  me  who  never  did  anything  wrong  in  our  lives? 
The  housebreaker  must  snatch  a  fearful  joy  as  he  walks 
unchallenged  by  the  policeman  with  his  sack  full  of  spoons 
and  tankards.  Do  not  cracksmen,  when  assembled  to- 
gether, entertain  themselves  with  stories  of  glorious  old 
burglaries  which  they  or  bygone  heroes  have  committed? 
But  that  my  age  is  mature  and  my  habits  formed,  I  should 
really  just  like  to  try  a  little  criminality.  Fancy  passing 
a  forged  bill  to  your  banker ;  calling  on  a  friend  and  sweep- 
ing his  sideboard  of  plate,  his  hall  of  umbrellas  and  coats; 
and  then  going  home  to  dress  for  dinner,  say — and  to  meet 
a  bishop,  a  judge,  and  a  police  magistrate  or  so,  and  talk 
more  morally  than  any  man  at  table!  How  I  shoitld 
chuckle  (as  my  host's  spoons  clinked  softly  in  my  pocket) 
whilst  I  was  uttering  some  noble  speech  about  virtue, 
duty,  charity !  I  wonder  do  we  meet  garotters  in  society? 
In  an  average  tea-party,  now,  how  many  returned  convicts 
are  there?  Does  John  Footman,  when  he  asks  permission 
to  go  and  spend  the  evening  with  some  friends,  pass  his 
time  in  thuggee ;  waylay  and  strangle  an  old  gentleman  or 
two ;  let  himself  into  your  house,  with  the  house-key  of 
course,  and  appear  as  usual  with  the  shaving-water  when 
you  ring  your  bell  in  the  morning?  The  very  possibility  of 
such  a  suspicion  invests  John  with  a  new  and  romantic  in- 
terest in  my  mind.  Behind  the  grave  politeness  of  his 
couutenance  I  try  and  read  the  lurking  treason.  Full  of 
this  pleasing  subject,  I  have  been  talking  thief -stories  with 
a  neighbour.  The  neighbour  tells  me  how  some  friends  of 
hers  used  to  keep  a  jewel-box  under  a  bed  in  their  room ; 
and,  going  into  the  room,  they  thought  they  heard  a  noise 
under  the  bed.  They  had  the  courage  to  look.  The  cook 
was  under  the  bed — under  the  bed  with  the  jewel-box. 
Of  course  she  said  she  had  come  for  purposes  connected 
with  her  business ;  but  this  was  absurd.     A  cook  under  a 
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bed  is  not  there  for  professional  purposes.  A  relation  of 
mine  had  a  box  containing  diamonds  under  her  bed,  which 
diamonds  she  told  me  were  to  be  mine.  Mine !  '  One  day, 
at  dinner-time,  between  the  entrees  and  the  roast,  a  cab 
drove  away  from  my  relative's  house  containing  the  box 
wherein  lay  the  diamonds.  John  laid  the  dessert,  brought 
the  coifee,  waited  all  the  evening — and  oh,  how  frightened 
he  was  when  he  came  to  learn  that  his  niistress's  box  had 
been  conveyed  out  of  her  own  room,  and  it  contained  dia- 
monds— " Law  bless  us,  did  it  now?"  I  wonder  whether 
John's  subsequent  career  has  been  prosperous?  Perhaps 
the  gentlemen  from  Bow  Street  were  all  in  the  wrong  when 
they  agreed  in  suspecting  John  as  the  author  of  the  rob- 
bery. His  noble  nature  was  hurt  at  the  suspicion.  You 
conceive  he  would  not  like  to  remain  in  a  family  where  they 
were  mean  enough  to  suspect  him  of  stealing  a  jewel-box 
out  of  a  bed-room — and  the  injured  man  and  my  relatives 
soon  parted.  But,  inclining  (with  my  usual  cynicism)  to 
think  that  he  did  steal  the  valuables,  think  of  his  life  for 
the  month  or  two  whilst  he  still  remains  in  the  service ! 
He  shows  the  oflSeers  over  the  house,  agrees  with  them  that 
the  coup  must  have  been  made  by  persons  familiar  with  it ; 
gives  them  every  assistance;  pities  his  master  and  mistress 
with  a  manly  compassion ;  points  out  what  a  cruel  m.isfor- 
tune  it  is  to  himself  as  an  honest  man,  with  his  living  to 
get  and  his  family  to  provide  for,  that  this  suspicion  should 
fall  on  him.  Finally,  he  takes  leave  of  his  place,  with  a 
deep  though  natural  melancholy  that  ever  he  had  accepted 
it.  What's  a  thousand  pounds  to  gentlefolks?  A  loss  cer- 
tainly, but  they  will  live  as  well  without  the  diamonds  as 
with  them.  But  to  John  his  Hhhonour  was  worth  more 
than  diamonds,  his  Hhonour  was.  Whohever  is  to  give 
him  back  his  character?  Who  is  to  prevent  hany  one  from 
saying,  "Ho  yes.  This  is  the  butler  which  was  in  the 
family  where  the  diamonds  was  stole?  "  &c. 

I  wonder  has  John  prospered  in  life  subsequently?  If 
he  is  innocent,  he  does  not  interest  me  in  the  least.  The 
interest  of  the  case  lies  in  John's  behaviour,  supposing  him 
to  be  guilty.  Imagine  the  smiling  face,  the  daily  service, 
the  orderly  performance  of  duty,  whilst  within  John  is 
suffering  pangs  lest  discovery  should  overtake  him.  Every 
bell  of  the  door  which  he  is  obliged  to  open  may  bring  a 
police  officer.     The  accomplices  may  peach.     What  an  ex- 
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citing  life  John's  must  have  been  for  a  while.  And  now, 
years  and  years  after,  when  pursuit  has  long  ceased,  and 
detection  is  impossible,  does  he  ever  revert  to  the  little 
transaction?  Is  it  possible  those  diamonds  cost  a  thousand 
pounds?  What  a  rogue  the  fence  must  have  been  who  only 
gave  him  so  and  so !  And  I  pleasingly  picture  to  myself 
an  old  ex-butler  and  an  ancient  receiver  of  stolen  goods 
meeting  and  talking  over  this  matter,  which  dates  from 
times  so  early  that  the  Queen's  fair  image  could  only  just 
have  begun  to  be  coined  or  forged. 

I  choose  to  take  John  at  the  time  when  his  little  pecca- 
dillo is  suspected,  perhaps,  but  when  there  is  no  specific 
charge  of  robbery  against  him.  He  is  not  yet  convicted : 
he  is  not  even  on  his  trial ;  how  then  can  we  venture  to  say 
he  is  guilty?  Now  think  what  scores  of  men  and  women 
walk  the  world  in  a  like  predicament ;  and  what  false  coin 
passes  current !  Pinchbeck  strives  to  pass  off  his  history 
as  sound  coin.  He  knows  it  is  only  base  metal,  washed 
over  with  a  thin  varnish  of  learning.  Poluphloisbos  put 
his  sermons  in  circulation :  sounding  brass,  lackered  over 
with  white  metal,  and  marked  with  the  stamp  and  image 
of  piety.  What  say  you  to  Drawcansir's  reputation  as  a 
military  commander?  to  Tibbs's  pretensions  to  be  a  fine 
gentleman?  to  Sap phira's  claims  asapoetess,  orEodoessa's 
as  a  beauty?  His  bravery,  his  piety,  high  birth,  genius, 
beauty — each  of  these  deceivers  would  palm  his  falsehood 
on  us,  and  have  us  accept  his  forgeries  as  sterling  coin. 
And  we  talk  here,  please  to  observe,  of  weaknesses  rather 
than  crimes.  Some  of  us  have  more  serious  things  to  hide 
than  a  yellow  cheek  behind  a  raddle  of  rouge,  or  a  white 
poll  under  a  wig  of  jetty  curls.  You  know,  neighbour, 
there  are  not  only  false  teeth  in  this  world,  but  false 
tongues :  and  some  make  up  a  bust  and  an  appearance 
of  strength  with  padding,  cotton,  and  what  not;  while 
another  kind  of  artist  tries  to  take  you  in  by  wearing 
under  his  waistcoat,  and  perpetually  thumping,  an  im- 
mense sham  heart.  Dear  sir,  may  yours  and  mine  be 
found,  at  the  right  time,  of  the  proper  size  and  in  the  right 
place. 

And  what  has  this  to  do  with  half-crowns,  good  or  bad? 
Ah,  friend!  may  our  coin,  battered,  and  clipped,  and  de- 
faced though  it  be,  be  proved  to  be  Sterling  Silver  on  the 
day  of  the  Great  Assay ! 
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"STKANGE   TO  SAY,  ON  CLUB  PAPER." 

Before  the  Duke  of  York's  column,  and  between  the 
Athenaeum  and  United  Service  Clubs,  I  have  seen  more 
than  once,  on  the  esplanade,  a  preacher  holding  forth  to  a 
little  congregation  of  badauds  and  street-boys,  whom  he 
entertains  with  a  discourse  on  the  crimes  of  a  rapacious 
aristocracy,  or  warns  of  the  imminent  peril  of  their  own 
souls.  Sometimes  this  orator  is  made  to  "  move  on  "  by 
brutal  policemen.  Sometimes,  on  a  Sunday,  he  points  to 
a  white  head  or  two  visible  in  the  windows  of  the  clubs  to 
the  right  and  left  of  him,  and  volunteers  a  statement  that 
those  quiet  and  elderly  Sabbath-breakers  will  very  soon  be 
called  from  this  world  to  another,  where  their  lot  will  by 
no  means  be  so  comfortable  as  that  which  the  reprobates 
enjoy  here,  in  their  arm-chairs  by  their  snug  fires. 

At  the  end  of  last  month,  had  I  been  a  Pall  Mall  preach- 
er, I  would  have  liked  to  send  a  whip  round  to  all  the 
clubs  in  St.  James's,  and  convoke  the  few  members  remain- 
ing in  London  to  hear  a  discourse  sub  Dio  on  a  text  from 
the  Observe!'  newspaper.  I  would  have  taken  post  under 
the  statue  of  Fame,  say,  where  she  stands  distributing 
wreaths  to  the  three  Crimean  Guardsmen.  (The  crossing- 
sweeper  does  not  obstruct  the  path,  and  I  suppose  is  away 
at  his  villa  on  Sundays.)  And,  when  the  congregation  was 
pretty  quiet,  I  would  have  begun  : — 

In  the  Observer  of  the  27th  September,  1863,  in  the  fifth 
page  and  the  fourth  column,  it  is  thus  written : — 

"  The  codicil  appended  to  the  will  of  the  late  Lord  Clyde, 
executed  at  Chatham,  and.  bearing  the  signature  of  Clyde, 
F.M.,  is  written,  strange  to  say,  on  a  sheet  of  paper  bear- 
ing the  Athenceimi  Club  mark." 

What  the  codicil  is,  my  dear  brethren,  it  is  not  our  busi- 
ness to  inquire.  It  conveys  a  benefaction  to  a  faithful  and 
attached  friend  of  the  good  field-marshal.  The  gift  may 
be  a  lakh  of  rupees,  or  it  may  be  a  house  and  its  contents 
— furniture,  plate,  and  wine-cellar.  My  friends,  I  know 
the  wine-merchant,  and,  for  the  sake  of  the  legatee,  hope 
heartily  that  the  stock  is  large. 
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Am  I  wrong,  dear  brethren,  in  supposing  that  you  expect 
a  preacher  to  say  a  seasonable  word  on  death  here?  If 
you  don't,  I  fear  you  are  but  little  familiar  with  the  habits 
of  preachers,  and  are  but  lax  hearers  of  sermons.  We 
might  contrast  the  vault  where  the  warrior's  remains  lie 
shrouded  and  coffined,  with  that  in  which  his  worldly  pro- 
vision of  wine  is  stowed  away.  Spain  and  Portugal  and 
Prance — all  the  lands  which  supplied  his  store — as  hardy 
and  obedient  subaltern,  as  resolute  captain,  as  colonel  dar- 
ing but  prudent — he  has  visited  the  fields  of  all.  In  India 
and  China  he  marches  always  unconquered;  or  at  the  head 
of  his  dauntless  Highland  brigade  he  treads  the  Crimean 
snow ;  or  he  rides  from  conquest  to  conquest  in  India  once 
more ;  succouring  his  countrymen  in  the  hour  of  their  ut- 
most need;  smiting  down  the  scared  mutiny,  and  trampling 
out  the  embers  of  rebellion ;  at  the  head  of  a  heroic  army, 
a  consummate  chief.  And  now  his  glorious  old  sword  is 
sheathed,  and  his  honours  are  won ;  and  he  has  bought  him 
a  house,  and  stored  it  with  modest  cheer  for  his  friends 
(the  good  old  man  put  water  in  his  own  wine,  and  a  glass 
or  two  sufficed  him) — behold  the  end  comes,  and  his  legatee 
inherits  these  modest  possessions  by  virtue  of  a  codicil  to 
his  lordship's  will,  written,  "strange  to  say,  upon  a  sheet 
of  paper  hearing  the  Athenceum  Club  mark." 

It  is  to  this  part  of  the  text,  my  brethren,  that  I  pro- 
pose to  address  myself  particularly,  and  if  the  remarks  I 
make  are  offensive  to  any  of  you,  you  know  the  doors  of 
our  meeting-house  are  open,  and  you  can  walk  out  when 
you  will.  Around  us  are  magnificent  halls  and  palaces 
frequented  by  such  a  multitude  of  men  as  not  even  the  Ro- 
man Forum  assembled  together.  Yonder  are  the  Martium 
and  the  Palladium.  Next  to  the  Palladium  is  the  elegant 
Viatorium,  which  Barry  gracefully  stole  from  Rome.  By 
its  side  is  the  massive  Eeformatorium :  and  the — the  Ultra- 
torium  rears  its  granite  columns  beyond.  Extending  down 
the  street  palace  after  palace  rises  magnificent,  and  under 
their  lofty  roofs  warriors  and  lawyers,  merchants  and  no- 
bles, scholars  and  seamen,  the  wealthy,  the  poor,  the  busy, 
the  idle  assemble.  Into  the  halls  built  down  this  little 
street  and  its  neighbourhood  the  principal  men  of  all  Lon- 
don come  to  hear  or  impart  the  news ;  and  the  affairs  of  the 
state  or  of  private  individuals,  the  quarrels  of  empires  or 
of  authors,  the  movements  of  the  court  or  the  splendid 
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vagaries  of  fashion,  the  intrigues  of  statesmen  or  of  per- 
sons of  another  sex  yet  more  wily,  the  last  news  of-  battles 
in  the  great  occidental  continents,  nay,  the  latest  betting 
for  the  horse-races,  or  the  advent  of  a  dancer  at  the  theatre 
— all  that  men  do  is  discussed  in  these  Pall  Mall  agorae, 
where  we  of  London  daily  assemble. 

Now,  among  so  many  talkers,  consider  how  many  false 
reports  must  fly  about:  in  such  multitudes  imagine  how 
many  disappointed  men  there  must  be;  how  many  chatter- 
boxes ;  how  many  feeble  and  credulous  (whereof  I  mark 
some  specimens  in  my  congregation);  how  many  mean, 
rancorous,  prone  to  believe  ill  of  their  betters,  eager  to  find 
fault ;  and  then,  my  brethren,  fancy  how  the  words  of  my 
text  must  have  been  read  and  received  iu  Pall  Mall!  (I 
perceive  several  of  the  congregation  looking  most  uncom- 
fortable. One  old  boy  with  a  dyed  moustache  turns  purple 
in  the  face,  and  struts  back  to  the  Martium :  another,  with 
a  shrug  of  the  shoulder  and  a  murmur  of  "  Rubbish,"  slinks 
away  in  the  direction  of  the  Togatorium,  and  the  preacher 
continues. )  The  will  of  Field-Marshal  Lord  Clyde — signed 
at  Chatham,  mind  where  his  lordship  died — is  written, 
strange  to  say,  on  a  sheet  of  paper  bearing  the  Athenaeum 
Club  mark ! 

The  inference  is  obvious.  A  man  cannot  get  Athenaeum 
paper  except  at  the  Athenaeum.  Such  paper  is  not  sold  at 
Chatham,  where  the  last  codicil  to  his  lordship's  will  is 
dated.  And  so  the  painful  belief  is  forced  upon  us,  that 
a  Peer,  a  Field-Marshal,  wealthy,  respected,  illustrious, 
could  pocket  paper  at  his  club,  and  carry  it  away  with  him 
to  the  country.  One  fancies  the  hall  porter  conscious  of 
the  old  lord's  iniquity,  and  holding  down  his  head  as  the 
marshal  passes  the  door.  What  is  that  roll  which  his  lord- 
ship carries?  Is  it  his  marshal's  baton  gloriously  won? 
No;  it  is  a  roll  of  foolscap  conveyed  from  the  club.  What 
has  he  on  his  breast,  under  his  great-coat?  Is  it  his  Star  of 
India?  No;  it  is  a  bundle  of  envelopes,  bearing  the  head 
of  Minerva,  some  sealing-wax,  and  a  half-score  of  pens. 

Let  us  imagine  how  in  the  hall  of  one  or  other  of  these 
clubs  this  strange  anecdote  will  be  discussed. 

"Notorious  screw,"  says  Sneer.  "The  poor  old  fellow's 
avarice  has  long  been  known." 

"  Suppose  he  wishes  to  imitate  the  Duke  of  Marlborough," 
says  Simper. 
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"Habit  of  looting  contracted  in  India,  you  know;  ain't 
so  easy  to  get  over,  you  know,"  says  Snigger. 

"  When  officers  dined  with  him  in  India,"  remarks  Sol- 
emn, "  it  was  notorious  that  the  spoons  were  all  of  a  differ- 
ent pattern." 

"Perhaps  it  isn't  true.  Suppose  he  wrote  his  paper  at 
the  club?  "  interposes  Jones. 

"It  is  dated  at  Chatham,  my  good  man,"  says  Brown. 
"A  man  if  he  is  in  London,  says  he  is  in  London.  A  man 
if  he  is  in  Rochester,  says  he  is  in  Rochester.  This  man 
happens  to  forget  that  he  is  using  the  club  paper :  and  he 
happens  to  be  found  out:  many  men  donH  happen  to  be 
found  out.  I've  seen  literary  fellows  at  clubs  writing  their 
rubbishing  articles ;  I  have  no  doubt  they  take  away  reams 
of  paper.  They  crio  thoughts:  why  shouldn't  they  crib 
stationery?  One  of  your  literary  vagabonds  who  is  capable 
of  stabbing  a  reputation,  who  is  capable  of  telling  any 
monstrous  falsehood  to  support  his  party,  is  surely  capable 
of  stealing  a  ream  of  paper." 

"Well,  well,  we  have  all  our  weaknesses,"  sighs  Robin- 
son. "  Seen  that  article,  Thompson,  in  the  Observer  about 
Lord  Clyde  and  the  club  paper?  You'll  find  it  upstairs. 
In  the  third  column  of  the  fifth  page  towards  the  bottom 
of  the  page.  I  suppose  he  was  so  poor  he  couldn't  afford 
to  buy  a  quire  of  paper.  Hadn't  fourpence  in  the  world. 
Oh,  no ! " 

"And  they  want  to  get  up  a  testimonial  to  this  man's 
memory — a  statue  or  something !  "  cries  Jawkins.  "  A  man 
who  wallows  in  wealth  and  takes  paper  away  from  his 
club !  I  don't  say  he  is  not  brave.  Brutal  courage  most 
men  have.  I  don't  say  he  was  not  a  good  officer :  a  man 
with  such  experience  must  have  been  a  good  officer,  unless 
he  was  born  fool.  But  to  think  of  this  man  loaded  with 
honours — though  of  a  low  origin — so  lost  to  self-respect  as 
actually  to  take  away  the  Athenaeum  paper !  These  par- 
venus, sir,  betray  their  origin — betray  their  origin.  I  said 
to  my  wife  this  very  morning,  '  Mrs.  Jawkins,'  I  said, 
'  there  is  talk  of  a  testimonial  to  this  man.  I  will  not  give 
one  shilling.  I  have  no  idea  of  raising  statues  to  fellows 
who  take  away  club  paper.  No,  by  George,  I  have  not. 
Why,  they  will  be  raising  statues  to  men  who  take  club 
spoons  next!  Not  one  penny  of  my  money  shall  they 
have ! ' " 
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And  now,  if  you  please,  we  will  tell  the  real  story  which 
has  furnished  this  scandal  to  a  newspaper,  this  tattle  to 
club  gossips  and  loungers.  The  field-marshal,  wishing  to 
make  a  further  provision  for  a  friend,  informed  his  lawyer 
what  he  desired  to  do.  The  lawyer,  a  member  of  the 
Athenaeum  Club,  there  wrote  the  draft  of  such  a  codicil  as 
he  would  advise,  and  sent  the  paper  by  the  post  to  Lord 
Clyde  at  Chatham.  Lord  Clyde,  finding  the  paper  per- 
fectly satisfactory,  signed  it  and  sent  it  back :  and  hence 
we  have  the  story  of  "  the  codicil  bearing  the  signature  of 
Clyde,  F.M. ,  and  written,  strange  to  say,  upon  paper 
bearing  the  Athenaeum  Club  mark." 

Here  I  have  been  imagining  a  dialogue  between  a  half- 
dozen  gossips  such  as  congregate  round  a  club  fire-place 
of  an  afternoon.  I  wonder  how  many  people  besides — 
whether  any  chance  reader  of  this  very  page,  has  read  and 
believed  this  story  about  the  good  old  lord?  Have  the 
country  papers  copied  the  anecdote,  and  our  "  own  corre- 
spondents "  made  their  remarks  on  it?  If,  my  good  sir, 
or  madam,  you  have  read  it  and  credited  it,  don't  you  own 
to  a  little  feeling  of  shame  and  sorrow,  now  that  the  trum- 
pery little  mystery  is  cleared?  To  "the  new  inhabitant  of 
light,"  passed  away  and  out  of  reach  of  our  censure,  mis- 
representation, scandal,  dulness,  malice,  a  silly  falsehood 
matters  nothing.     Censure  and  praise  are  alike  to  him — 

"  The  music  warbling  to  the  deafened  ear. 
The  incense  wasted  on  the  funeral  bier," 

the  pompous  eulogy  pronounced  over  the  gravestone,  or 
the  lie  that  slander  spits  on  it.  Faithfully  though  this 
brave  old  chief  did  his  duty,  honest  and  upright  though 
his  life  was,  glorious  his  renown — you  see  he  could  write 
at  Chatham  on  London  paper;  you  see  men  can  be  found 
to  point  out  how  "  strange  "  his  behaviour  was. 

And  about  ourselves?  My  good  people,  do  you  by 
chance  know  any  man  or  woman  who  has  formed  unjust 
conclusions  regarding  his  neighbour?  Have  you  ever 
found  yourself  willing,  nay,  eager  to  believe  evil  of  some 
man  whom  you  hate?  Whom  you  hate  because  he  is  suc- 
cessful, and  you  are  not :  because  he  is  rich,  and  you  are 
poor :  because  he  dines  with  great  men  who  don't  invite 
you :  because  he  wears  a  silk  gown,  and  yours  is  still  stufi: : 
because  he  has  been  called  in  to  perform  the  operation, 
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though  you  lived  close  by :  because  his  pictures  have  been 
bought,  and  yours  returned  home  unsold :  because  he  fills 
his  church,  and  you  are  preaching  to  empty  pews?  If 
your  rival  prospers,  have  you  ever  felt  a  twinge  of  anger? 
If  his  wife's  carriage  passes  you  and  Mrs.  Tomkins,  who 
are  in  a  cab,  don't  you  feel  that  those  people  are  giving 
themselves  absurd  airs  of  importance?  If  he  lives  with 
great  people,  are  you  not  sure  he  is  a  sneak?  And  if  you 
ever  felt  envy  towards  another,  and  if  your  heart  has  ever 
been  black  towards  your  brother,  if  you  have  been  peevish 
at  his  success,  pleased  to  hear  his  merit  depreciated,  and 
eager  to  believe  all  that  is  said  in  his  disfavour — my  good 
sir,  as  you  yourself  contritely  own  that  you  are  unjust, 
jealous,  uncharitable,  so  you  may  be  sure,  some  men  are 
uncharitable,  jealous,  and  unjust  regarding  you. 

The  proofs  and  manuscript  of  this  little  sermon  have 
just  come  from  the  printer's,  and  a£  I  look  at  the  writing, 
I  perceive,  not  without  a  smile,  that  one  or  two  of  the 
pages  bear,  "  strange  to  say,"  the  mark  of  a  club  of  which  I 
have  the  honour  to  be  a  member.  Those  lines  quoted  in  a 
foregoing  page  are  from  some  noble  verses  written  by  one  of 
Mr.  Addison's  men,  Mr.  Tickell,  on  the  death  of  Cadogan, 
who  was  amongst  the  most  prominent  "of  Marlborough's 
captains  and  Eugenio's  friends."  If  you  are  acquainted 
with  the  history  of  those  times,  you  have  read  how  Cado- 
gan had  his  feuds  and  hatreds  too,  as  Tickell's  patron  had 
his,  as  Cadogan's  great  chief  had  his.  "The  Duke  of 
Marlborough's  character  has  been  so  variously  drawn" 
(writes  a  famous  contemporary  of  the  duke's),  "that  it  is 
hard  to  pronounce  on  either  side  without  the  suspicion  of 
flattery  or  detraction.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  his  military 
accomplishments,  which  the  opposite  reports  of  his  friends 
and  enemies  among  the  soldiers  have  rendered  problemati- 
cal. Those  maligners  who  deny  him  personal  valour,  seem 
not  to  consider  that  this  accusation  is  charged  at  a  venture, 
since  the  person  of  a  general  is  too  seldom  exposed,  and 
that  fear  which  is  said  sometimes  to  have  disconcerted  him 
before  action  might  probably  be  more  for  his  army  than 
himself."  If  Swift  could  hint  a  doubt  of  Marlborough's 
courage,  what  wonder  that  a  nameless  scribe  of  our  day 
should  question  the  honour  of  Clyde? 
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THE  LAST  SKETCH. 

Not  m&,ny  days  since  I  went  to  visit  a  house  where  in 
former  years  I  had  received  many  a  friendly  welcome.  We 
went  in  to  the  owner's — an  artist's — studio.  Prints,  pic- 
tures, and  sketches  hung  on  the  walls  as  I  had  last  seen 
and  remembered  them.  The  implements  of  the  painter's 
art  were  there.  The  light  which  had  shone  upon  so  many, 
many  hours  of  patient  and  cheerful  toil,  poured  through 
the  northern  window  upon  print  and  bust,  lay  figure  and 
sketch,  and  upon  the  easel  before  which  the  good,  the  gen- 
tle, the  beloved  Leslie  laboured.  In  this  room  the  busy 
brain  had  devised,  and  the  skilful  hand  executed,  I  know 
not  how  many  of  the  noble  works  which  have  delighted  the 
world  with  their  beauty,  and  charming  humour.  Here  the 
poet  called  up  into  pictorial  presence,  and  informed  with 
life,  grace,  beauty,  infinite  friendly  mirth  and  wondrous 
naturalness  of  expression,  the  people  of  whom  his  dear 
books  told  him  the  stories, — his  Shakspeare,  his  Cervantes, 
his  Moliere,  his  Le  Sage.  There  was  his  last  work  on  the 
easel — a  beautiful  fresh  smiling  shape  of  Titania,  such  as 
his  sweet  guileless  fancy  imagined  the  "Midsummer 
Night's"  queen  to  be.  Gracious,  and  pure,  and  bright, 
the  sweet  smiling  image  glimmers  on  the  canvas.  Fairy 
elves,  no  doubt,  were  to  have  been  grouped  around  their 
mistress  in  laughing  clusters.  Honest  Bottom's  grotesque 
head  and  form  are  indicated  as  reposing  by  the  side  of  the 
consummate  beauty.  The  darkling  forest  would  have 
grown  around  them,  with  the  stars  glittering  from  the  mid- 
summer sky:  the  flowers  at  the  queen's  feet,  and  the 
boughs  and  foliage  about  her,  would  have  been  peopled 
with  gambolling  sprites  and  fays.  They  were  dwelling  in 
the  artist's  mind  no  doubt,  and  would  have  been  developed 
by  that  patient,  faithful,  admirable  genius :  but  the  busy 
brain  stopped  working,  the  skilful  hand  fell  lifeless,  the 
loving,  honest  heart  ceased  to  beat.  What  was  she  to 
have  been — that  fair  Titania — when  perfected  by  the  pa- 
tient skill  of  the  poet,  who  in  imagination  saw  the  sweet 
innocent  figure,  and  with  tender  eoui'tesy  and  caresses,  as 
it  were,  posed  and  shaped  and  traced  the  fair  form?     Is 
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there  record  kept  anywhere  of  fancies  conceived,  beautiful, 
unborn?  Some  day  will  they  assume  form  in  some  yet  un- 
developed light?  If  our  bad  unspoken  thoughts  are  regis- 
tered against  us,  and  are  written  in  the  awful  account,  will 
not  the  good  thoughts  unspoken,  the  love  and  tenderness, 
the  pity,  beauty,  charity,  which  pass  through  the  breast, 
and  cause  the  heart  to  throb  with  silent  good,  find  a  re- 
membrance, too?  A  few  weeks  more,  and  this  lovely  off- 
spring of  the  poet's  conception  would  have  been  complete 
— to  charm  the  world  with  its  beautiful  mirth.  May  there 
not  be  some  sphere  unknown  to  us  where  it  may  have  an 
existence?  They  say  our  words,  once  out  of  our  lips,  go 
travelling  in  omne  mvum,  reverberating  forever  and  ever. 
If  our  words,  why  not  our  thoughts?  If  the  Has  Been, 
why  not  the  Might  Have  Been? 

Some  day  our  spirits  may  be  permitted  to  walk  in  gal- 
leries of  fancies  more  wondrous  and  beautiful  than  any 
achieved  works  which  at  present  we  see,  and  our  minds  to 
behold  and  delight  in  masterpieces  which  poets'  and  artists' 
minds  have  fathered  and  conceived  only. 

With  a  feeling  much  akin  to  that  Avith  which  I  looked 
upon  the  friend's? — the  admirable  artist's — unfinished  work, 
I  can  fancy  many  readers  turning  to  these — the  last  pages 
which  were  traced  by  Charlotte  Bronte's  hand.  Of  the 
multitude  that  has  read  her  books,  who  has  not  known  and 
deplored  the  tragedy  of  her  family,  her  own  most  sad  and 
untimely  fate?  Which  of  her  readers  has  not  become  her 
friend?  Who  that  has  known  her  books  has  not  admired 
the  artist's  noble  English,  the  burning  love  of  truth,  the 
bravery,  the  simplicity,  the  indignation  at  wrong,  the  eager 
sympathy,  the  pious  love  and  reverence,  the  passionate 
honour,  so  to  speak,  of  the  woman?  What  a  story  is  that 
of  that  family  of  poets  in  their  solitude  yonder  on  the 
gloomy  northern  moors!  At  nine  o'clock  at  night,  Mrs. 
Gaskell  tells,  after  evening  prayers,  when  their  guardian 
and  relative  had  gone  to  bed,  the  three  poetesses — the  three 
maidens,  Charlotte,  and  Emily,  and  Anne — Charlotte  being 
the  " motherly  friend  and  guardian  to  the  other  two"— 
"  began,  like  restless  wild  animals,  to  pace  up  and  down 
their  parlour,  '  making  out '  their  wonderful  stories,  talk- 
ing over  plans  and  projects,  and  thoughts  of  what  was  to 
be  their  future  life." 

One  evening,  at  the  close  of  1854,  as  Charlotte  Mcholls 
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sat  with  her  husband  by  the  fire,  listenmg  to  the  howling 
of  the  wind  about  the  house,  she  suddenly  said  to  her  hus- 
band, "If  you  had  not  been  with  me,  I  must  have  been 
writing  now."  She  then  ran  upstairs,  and  brought  down, 
and  read  aloud,  the  beginning  of  a  new  tale.  When  she 
had  finished,  her  husband  remarked,  "  The  critics  will  ac- 
cuse you  of  repetition."  She  replied,  "Oh!  I  shall  alter 
that.  I  always  begin  two  or  three  times  before  I  can  please 
myself."  But  it  was  not  to  be.  The  trembling  little  hand 
was  to  write  no  more.  The  heart,  newly  awakened  to  love 
and  happiness,  and  throbbing  with  maternal  hope,  was 
soon  to  cease  to  beat;  that  intrepid  outspeaker  and  cham- 
pion of  truth,  that  eager,  impetuous  redresser  of  wrong, 
was  to  be  called  out  of  the  world's  fight  and  struggle,  to 
lay  down  the  shining  arms,  and  to  be  removed  to  a  sphere 
where  even  a  noble  indignation  cor  ulterius  nequit  lacerare, 
and  where  truth  complete,  and  right  triumphant,  no  longer 
need  to  wage  war. 

I  can  only  say  of  this  lady,  vidi  tantum.  I  saw  her  first 
just  as  I  rose  out  of  an  illness  from  which  I  had  never 
thought  to  recover.  I  remember  the  trembling  little  frame, 
the  little  hand,  the  great  honest  eyes.  An  impetuous  hon- 
estj'  seemed  to  me  to  characterize  the  woman.  Twice  I 
recollect  she  took  me  to  task  for  what  she  held  to  be  errors 
in  doctrine.  Once  about  Fielding  we  had  a  disputation. 
She  spoke  her  mind  out.  She  jumped  too  rapidly  to  con- 
clusions. (I  have  smiled  at  one  or  two  passages  in  the 
"Biography,"  in  which  my  own  disposition  or  behaviour 
forms  the  subject  of  talk.)  She  formed  conclusions  that 
might  be  wrong,  and  built  up  whole  theories  of  character 
upon  them.  New  to  the  London  world,  she  entered  it 
with  an  independent,  indomitable  spirit  of  her  own ;  and 
judged  of  contemporaries,  and  especially  spied  out  arro- 
gance or  affectation,  with  extraordinary  keenness  of  vision. 
She  was  angry  with  her  favourites  if  their  conduct  or  con- 
versation fell  below  her  ideal.  Often  she  seemed  to  me  to 
be  judging  the  London  folk  prematurely  :  but  perhaps  the 
city  is  rather  angry  at  being  judged.  I  fancied  an  austere 
little  Joan  of  Arc  marching  in  upon  us,  and  rebuking  our 
easy  lives,  our  easy  morals.  She  gave  me  the  impression 
of  being  a  very  pure,  and  lofty,  and  high-minded  person. 
A  great  and  holy  reverence  of  right  and  truth  seemed  to  be 
with  her  always.     Such,  in  our  brief  interview,  she  ap- 


ROUNDABOUT   PAPERS.  529 

peared  to  me.  As  one  thinks  of  that  life  so  noble,  so 
lonely — of  that  passion  for  truth — of  those  nights  and 
nights  of  eager  study,  swarming  fancies,  invention,  depres- 
sion, elation,  prayer;  as  one  reads  the  necessarily  incom- 
plete, though  most  touching  and  admirable  history  of  the 
heart  that  throbbed  in  this  one  little  frame — of  this  one 
amongst  the  myriads  of  souls  that  have  lived  and  died  on 
this  great  earth — this  great  earth? — this  little  speck  in  the 
infinite  universe  of  God, — with  what  wonder  do  we  think 
of  to-day,  with  what  awe  await  to-morrow,  when  that 
which  is  now  but  darkly  seen  shall  be  clear !  As  I  read 
this  little  fragmentary  sketch,  I  think  of  the  rest.  Is  it? 
And  where  is  it?  Will  not  the  leaf  be  turned  some  day, 
and  the  story  be  told?  Shall  the  deviser  of  the  tale  some- 
where perfect  the  history  of  little  Emma's  griefs  and  troub- 
les? Shall  Titania  come  forth  complete  with  her  sportive 
court,  with  the  flowers  at  her  feet,  the  forest  around  her, 
and  all  the  stars  of  summer  glittering  overhead? 

How  well  I  remember  the  delight,  and  wonder,  and 
pleasure  with  which  I  read  "Jane  Eyre,"  sent  to  me  by  an 
author  whose  name  and  sex  were  then  alike  unknown  to 
me ;  the  strange  fascinations  of  the  book ;  and  how  with 
my  own  work  pressing  upon  me,  I  could  not,  having  taken 
the  volumes  up,  lay  them  down  until  they  were  read 
through !  Hundreds  of  those  who,  like  myself,  recognized 
and  admired  that  master-work  of  a  great  genius,  will  look 
with  a  mournful  interest  and  regard  and  curiosity  upon 
this,  the  last  fragmentary  sketch  from  the  noble  hand 
which  wrote  "  Jane  Eyre."  W.  M.  T. 

34 
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EMMA. 

(A  Fragment  of  a  Story  by  the  Late  Charlotte  Bronte.) 
CHAPTER  I. 

We  all  seek  an  ideal  in  life.  A  pleasant  fancy  began  to 
visit  me  in  a  certain  year,  that  perhaps  the  number  of  hu- 
man beings  is  few  who  do  not  find  their  quest  at  some  era 
of  life  for  some  space  more  or  less  brief.  I  had  certainly 
not  found  mine  in  youth,  though  the  strong  belief  I  held 
of  its  existence  sufficed  through  all  :ny  brightest  and  fresh- 
est time  to  keep  me  hopeful.  I  had  not  found  it  in  matu- 
rity. I  was  become  resigned  never  to  find  it.  I  had  lived 
certain  dim  years  entirely  tranquil  and  unexpectant.  And 
now  I  was  not  sure  but  something  was  hovering  round  my 
hearth  which  pleased  me  wonderfully. 

Look  at  it,  reader.  Come  into  my  parlour  and  judge  for 
yourself  whether  I  do  right  to  care  for  this  thing.  First, 
you  may  scan  me,  if  you  please.  We  shall  go  on  better 
together  after  a  satisfactory  introduction  and  due  appre- 
hension of  identity.  My  name  is  Mrs.  Chalfont.  I  am  a 
widow.  My  house  is  good,  and  my  income  such  as  need 
not  check  the  impulse  either  of  charity  or  a  moderate  hos- 
pitality. I  am  not  young,  nor  yet  old.  There  is  no  silver 
yet  in  my  hair,  but  its  yellow  lustre  is  gone.  In  my  face 
wrinkles  are  yet  to  come,  but  I  have  almost  forgotten  the 
days  when  it  wore  any  bloom.  I  married  when  I  was  very 
young.  I  lived  for  fifteen  years  a  life  which,  whatever  its 
trials,  could  not  be  called  stagnant.  Then  for  five  years  I 
was  alone,  and,  having  no  children,  desolate.  Lately 
Fortune,  by  a  somewhat  curious  turn  of  her  wheel,  placed 
in  my  way  an  interest  and  a  companion. 

The  neighbourhood  where  I  live  is  pleasant  enough,  its 
scenery  agreeable,  and  its  society  civilized,  though  not 
numerous.  About  a  mile  from  my  house  there  is  a  ladies' 
school,  established  but  lately — not  more  than  three  years 
since.  The  conductresses  of  this  school  were  of  my  ac- 
quaintances ;  and  though  I  cannot  say  that  they  occupied 
the  very  highest  place  in  my  opinion — for  they  had  brought 
back  from  some  months'   residence  abroad,  for  finishing 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  531 

purposes,  a  good  deal  that  was  fantastic,  affected,  and  pre- 
tentious— yet  I  awarded  them  some  portion  of  that  respect 
which  seems  the  fair  due  of  all  women  who  face  life 
bravely,  and  try  to  make  their  own  way  by  their  own  efforts. 

About  a  year  after  the  Misses  Wilcox  opened  their 
school,  when  the  number  of  their  pupils  was  as  yet  exceed- 
ingly limited,  and  when,  no  doubt,  they  were  looking  out 
anxiously  enough  for  augmentation,  the  entrance-gate  to 
their  little  drive  was  one  day  thrown  back  to  admit  a  car- 
riage— "a  very  handsome,  fashionable  carriage,"  Miss  Ma- 
bel Wilcox  said,  in  narrating  the  circumstance  afterwards 
— and  drawn  by  a  pair  of  really  splendid  horses.  The  sweep 
up  the  drive,  the  loud  ring  at  the  door-bell,  the  bustling 
entrance  into  the  house,  the  ceremonious  admission  to  the 
bright  drawing-room,  roused  excitement  enough  in  Fuchsia 
Lodge.  Miss  Wilcox  repaired  to  the  reception-room  in  a 
pair  of  new  gloves,  and  carrying  in  her  hand  a  handker- 
chief of  French  cambric. 

She  found  a  gentleman  seated  on  the  sofa,  who,  as  he 
rose  up,  appeared  a  tall,  fine-looking  personage ;  at  least 
she  thought  him  so,  as  he  stood  with  his  back  to  the  light. 
He  introduced  himself  as  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  inquired  if  Miss 
Wilcox  had  a  vacancy,  and  intimated  that  he  wished  to  in- 
trust to  her  care  a  new  pupil  in  the  shape  of  his  daughter. 
This  was  welcome  news,  for  there  was  many  a  vacancy  in 
Miss  Wilcox's  schoolroom;  indeed,  her  establishment  was 
as  yet  limited  to  the  select  number  of  three,  and  she  and 
her  sisters  were  looking  forward  with  anything  but  confi- 
dence to  the  balancing  of  accounts  at  the  close  of  their  first 
half-year.  Few  objects  could  have  been  more  agreeable  to 
her  then  than  that  to  which,  by  a  wave  of  the  hand,  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon  now  directed  her  attention — the  figure  of  a  child 
standing  near  the  drawing-room  window. 

Had  Miss  Wilcox's  establishment  boasted  fuller  ranks — 
had  she  indeed  entered  well  on  that  course  of  prosperity 
which  in  after  years  an  un  deviating  attention  to  externals 
enabled  her  so  triumphantly  to  realize — an  early  thought 
with  her  would  have  been  to  judge  whether  the  acquisition 
now  offered  was  likely  to  answer  well  as  a  show-pupil. 
She  would  have  instantly  marked  her  look,  dress,  &c.,  and 
inferred  her  value  from  these  indicia.  In  those  anxious 
commencing  times,  however,  Miss  Wilcox  could  scarce 
afford  herself  the  luxury  of  such  appreciation :  a  new  pupil 
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represented  iOl.  a  year,  independently  of  masters'  terms 
— and  40Z.  a  year  was  a  sum  Miss  Wilcox  needed  and  was 
glad  to  secure ;  besides,  tlie  fine  carriage,  the  fine  gentle- 
man, and  the  fine  name  gave  gratifying  assurance,  enough 
and  to  spare,  of  eligibility  in  the  proffered  connection.  It 
was  admitted,  then,  that  there  were  vacancies  in  Fuchsia 
Lodge;  that  Miss  JFitzgibbon  could  be  received  at  once; 
that  she  was  to  learn  all  that  the  school  prospectus  pro- 
posed to  teach ;  to  be  liable  to  every  extra ;  in  short,  to  be 
as  expensive,  and  consequently  as  profitable  a  pupil,  as 
any  directress's  heart  could  wish.  AH  this  was  arranged 
as  upon  velvet,  smoothly  and  liberally.  Mr.  Fitzgibbon 
showed  in  the  transaction  none  of  the  hardness  of  the  bar- 
gain-making man  of  business,  and  as  little  of  the  penurious 
anxiety  of  the  straitened  professional  man.  Miss  Wilcox 
felt  him  to  be  "quite  the  gentleman."  Everything  dis- 
posed her  to  be  partially  inclined  towards  the  little  girl 
whom  he,  on  taking  leave,  formally  committed  to  her  guar- 
dianship ;  and  as  if  no  circumstance  should  be  wanting  to 
complete  her  happy  impression,  the  address  left  written  on 
a  card  served  to  fill  up  the  measure  of  Miss  Wilcox's  satis- 
faction— Conway  Fitzgibbon,  Esq.,  May  Park,  Midland 
County.  That  very  day  three  decrees  were  passed  in  the 
new-comer's  favour: — 

1st.  That  she  was  to  be  Miss  Wilcox's  bed-fellow. 

2nd.     To  sit  next  her  at  table. 

3rd.     To  walk  out  with  her. 

In  a  few  days  it  became  evident  that  a  fourth  secret 
clause  had  been  added  to  these,  viz.,  that  Miss  Fitzgibbon 
was  to  be  favoured,  petted,  and  screened  on  all  possible 
occasions. 

An  ill-conditioned  pupil,  who  before  coming  to  Fuchsia 
Lodge  had  passed  a  year  under  the  care  of  certain  old- 
fashioned  Misses  Sterling,  of  Hartwood,  and  from  them 
had  picked  up  unpractical  notions  of  justice,  took  it  upon 
her  to  utter  an  opinion  on  this  system  of  favouritism. 

"The  Misses  Sterling,"  she  injudiciously  said,  "never 
distinguished  any  girl  because  she  was  richer  or  better 
dressed  than  the  rest.  They  would  have  scorned  to  do  so. 
The;/  always  rewarded  girls  according  as  they  behaved  well 
to  their  school-fellows  and  minded  their  lessons,  not  ac- 
cording to  the  number  of  their  silk  dresses,  and  fine  laces 
and  feathers." 
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For  it  must  not  be  forgotten  that  Miss  Fitzgibbon's 
trunks,  when  opened,  disclosed  a  splendid  wardrobe;  so 
fine  were  the  various  articles  of  apparel,  indeed,  that  in- 
stead of  assigning  for  their  accommodation  the  painted 
deal  drawers  of  the  school  bedroom.  Miss  Wilcox  had  them 
arranged  in  a  mahogany  bureau  in  her  own  room.  With 
her  own  hands,  too,  she  would  on  Sundays  array  the  little 
favourite  in  her  quilted  silk  pelisse,  her  hat  and  feathers, 
her  ermine  boa,  and  little  French  boots  and  gloves.  And 
very  self-complacent  she  felt  when  she  led  the  young  heir- 
ess_  (a  letter  from  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  received  since  his  first 
visit,  had  communicated  the  additional  particulars  that  his 
daughter  was  his  only  child,  and  would  be  the  inheritress 
of  his  estates,  including  May  Park,  Midland  County) — 
when  she  led  her,  I  say,  into  the  church,  and  seated  her 
stately  by  her  side  at  the  top  of  the  gallery-pew.  Unbi- 
assed observers  might,  indeed,  have  wondered  what  there 
was  to  be  proud  of,  and  puzzled  their  heads  to  detect  the 
special  merits  of  this  little  woman  in  silk — for,  to  speak 
truth.  Miss  Fitzgibbon  was  far  from  being  the  beauty  of  the 
school :  there  were  two  or  three  blooming  little  faces  amongst 
her  companions  lovelier  than  hers.  Had  she  been  a  poor 
child.  Miss  Wilcox  herself  would  not  have  liked  her  physi- 
ognomy at  all :  rather,  indeed,  would  it  have  repelled  than 
attracted  her ;  and,  moreover — though  Miss  Wilcox  hardly 
confessed  the  circumstance  to  herself,  but,  on  the  contrary 
strove  hard  not  to  be  conscious  of  it — there  were  moments 
when  she  became  sensible  of  a  certain  strange  weariness  in 
continuing  her  system  of  partiality.  It  hardly  came  natu- 
ral to  her  to  show  this  special  distinction  in  this  particular 
instance.  An  undefined  wonder  would  smite  her  some- 
times that  she  did  not  take  more  real  satisfaction  in  flatter- 
ing and  caressing  this  embryo  heiress — that  she  did  not 
like  better  to  have  her  always  at  her  side,  under  her  special 
charge.  On  principle  Miss  Wilcox  continued  the  plan  she 
had  begun.  On  principle,  for  she  argued  with  herself: 
This  is  the  most  aristocratic  and  richest  of  my  pupils ;  she 
brings  me  the  most  credit  and  the  most  profit:  therefore, 
I  ought  in  justice  to  show  her  a  special  indulgence ;  which 
she  did — but  with  a  gradually  increasing  peculiarity  of 
feeling. 

Certainly,  the  undue  favours  showered  on  little  Miss 
Fitzgibbon  brought  their  object  no  real   benefit.     Unfitted 
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for  the  character  of  playfellow  by  her  position  of  favourite, 
her  fellow-pupils  rejected  her  company  as  decidedly  as 
they  dared.  Active  rejection  was  not  long  necessary;  it 
was  soon  seen  that  passive  avoidance  would  suffice;  the 
pet  was  not  social.  No ;  even  Miss  Wilcox  never  thought 
her  social.  When  she  sent  for  her  to  show  her  fine  clothes 
in  the  drawing-room  when  there  was  company,  and  espe- 
cially when  she  had  her  into  her  parlour  of  an  evening  to 
be  her  own  companion,  Miss  Wilcox  used  to  feel  curiously 
perplexed.  She  would  try  to  talk  affably  to  the  young 
heiress,  to  draw  her  out,  to  amuse  her.  To  herself  the 
governess  could  render  no  reason  why  her  efforts  soon 
flagged;  but  this  was  invariably  the  case.  However,  Miss 
Wilcox  was  a  woman  of  courage ;  and  be  the  protegee  what 
she  might,  the  patroness  did  not  fail  to  continue  on  princi- 
ple her  system  of  preference. 

A  favourite  has  no  friends;  and  the  observation  of  a 
gentleman,  who  about  this  time  called  at  the  Lodge  and 
chanced  to  see  Miss  Fitzgibbon,  was,  "  That  child  looks 
consummately  unhappy : "  he  was  watching  Miss  Fitzgib- 
bon, as  she  walked,  by  herself,  fine  and  solitary,  while  her 
schoolfellows  were  merrily  playing. 

"  Who  is  the  miserable  little  wight?  "  he  asked. 

He  was  told  her  name  and  dignity. 

"Wretched  little  soul!"  he  repeated;  and  he  watched 
her  pace  down  the  walk  and  back  again;  marching  up- 
right, her  hands  in  her  ermine  muff,  her  fine  pelisse  show- 
ing a  gay  sheen  to  the  winter's  sun,  her  large  Leghorn  hat 
shading  such  a  face  as  fortunately  had  not  its  parallel  on 
the  premises. 

"  Wretched  little  soul!  "  reiterated  this  gentleman.  He 
opened  the  drawing-room  window,  watched  the  bearer  of 
the  muff  till  he  caught  her  eye,  and  then  summoned  her 
with  his  finger.  She  came ;  he  stooped  his  head  down  to 
her ;  she  lifted  her  face  up  to  him. 

"  Don't  you  play,  little  girl?  " 

"No,  sir." 

"No!  why  not?  Do  you  think  yourseK  better  than 
other  children?  " 

No  answer. 

"  Is  it  because  people  tell  you  you  are  rich,  you  won't 
play?  " 

The  young  lady  was  gone.     He  stretched  his  hand  to 
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arrest  her,  but  she  wheeled  beyond  his  reach,  and  ran 
quickly  out  of  sight. 

"An  only  child,"  pleaded  Miss  Wilcox;  "possibly 
spoiled  by  her  papa,  you  know ;  we  must  excuse  a  little 
pettishness." 

"Humph!  I  am  afraid  there  is  not  a  little  to  excuse." 

CHAPTER   II. 

Me.  Ellin — the  gentleman  mentioned  in  the  last  chap- 
ter— was  a  man  who  went  where  he  liked,  and  being  a  gos- 
.siping,  leisurely  person,  he  liked  to  go  almost  anywhere. 
He  could  not  be  rich,  he  lived  so  quietly ;  and  yet  he  must 
have  had  some  money,  for,  without  appai-ent  profession, 
he  continued  to  keep  a  house  and  a  servant.  He  always 
spoke  of  himself  as  having  once  been  a  worker ;  but  if  so, 
that  could  not  have  been  very  long  since,  for  he  still  looked 
far  from  old.  Sometimes  of  an  evening,  under  a  little  so- 
cial conversational  excitement,  he  would  look  quite  young ; 
but  he  was  changeable  in  mood,  and  complexion,  and  ex- 
pression, and  had  chameleon  eyes,  sometimes  blue  and 
merrjr,  sometimes  grey  and  dark,  and  anon  green  and 
gleaming.  On  the  whole  "he  might  be  called  a  fair  man,  of 
average  height,  rather  thin  and  rather  wiry.  He  had  not 
resided  more  than  two  years  in  the  present  neighbourhood; 
his  antecedents  were  unknown  there;  but  as  the  Kector,  a 
man  of  good  family  and  standing,  and  of  undoubted  scru- 
pulousness in  the  choice  of  acquaintance,  had  introduced 
him,  he  found  everywhere  a  prompt  reception,  of'  which 
nothing  in  his  conduct  had  yet  seemed  to  prove  him  un- 
worthy. Some  people,  indeed,  dubbed  him  "  a  character," 
and  fancied  him  "eccentric;  "  but  others  could  not  see  the 
appropriateness  of  the  epithets.  He  always  seemed  to 
them  very  harmless  and  quiet,  not  always  perhaps  so  per- 
fectly unreserved  and  comprehensible  as  might  be  wished. 
He  had  a  discomposing  expression  in  his  eye;  and  some- 
times in  conversation  an  ambiguous  diction;  but  still  they 
believed  he  meant  no  harm. 

Mr.  Ellin  often  called  on  the  Misses  Wilcox;  he  some- 
times took  tea  with  them;  he  appeared  to  like  tea  and 
muffins,  and  not  to  dislike  the  kind  of  conversation  which 
usually  accompanies  that  refreshment;  he  was  said  to  be  a 
good  shot,  a  good  angler. — He  proved  himself  an  excellent 
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gossip — he  liked  gossip  well.  On  the  whole  he  liked 
women's  society,  and  did  not  seem  to  be  particular  in  re- 
quiring difficult  accomplishments  or  rare  endowments  in 
his  female  acquaintance.  The  Misses  Wilcox,  for  instance, 
were  not  much  less  shallow  than  the  china  saucer  which 
held  their  teacups;  yet  Mr.  Ellin  got  on  perfectly  well 
with  them,  and  had  apparently  great  pleasure  in  hearing 
them  discuss  all  the  details  of  their  school.  He  knew  the 
names  of  all  their  young  ladies  too,  and  would  shake 
hands  with  them  if  he  met  them  walking  out ;  he  knew 
their  examination  days  and  gala  days,  and  more  than  once 
accompanied  Mr.  Cecil,  the  curate,  when  he  went  to  exam- 
ine in  ecclesiastical  history. 

This  ceremony  took  place  weekly,  on  Wednesday  after- 
noons, after  which  Mr.  Cecil  sometimes  stayed  to  tea,  and 
usually  found  two  or  three  lady  parishioners  invited  to 
meet  him.  Mr.  Ellin  was  also  pretty  sure  to  be  there. 
Rumour  gave  one  of  the  Misses  Wilcox  in  anticipated  wed- 
lock to  the  curate,  and  furnished  his  friend  with  a  second 
in  the  same  tender  relation ;  so  that  it  is  to  be  conjectured 
they  made  a  social,  pleasant  party  under  such  interest- 
ing circumstances.  Their  evenings  rarely  passed  without 
Miss  Fitzgibbon  being  introduced — all  worked  muslin  and 
streaming  sash  and  elaborated  ringlets ;  others  of  the  pu- 
pils would  also  be  called  in,  perhaps  to  sing,  to  show  off  a 
little  at  the  piano,  or  sometimes  to  repeat  poetry.  Miss 
Wilcox  conscientiously  cultivated  display  in  her  young  la- 
dies, thinking  she  thus  fulfilled  a  duty  to  herself  and  to 
them,  at  once  spreading  her  own  fame  and  giving  the  chil- 
dren self-possessed  manners. 

It  was  curious  to  note  how,  on  these  occasions,  good, 
genuine  natural  qualities  still  vindicated  their  superiority 
to  counterfeit,  artificial  advantages.  While  "dear  Miss 
Fitzgibbon,"  dressed  up  and  flattered  as  she  was,  could 
only  sidle  round  the  circle  with  the  crestfallen  air  which 
seemed  natural  to  her,  just  giving  her  hand  to  the  guests, 
then  almost  snatching  it  away,  and  sneaking  in  unmannerly 
haste  to  the  place  allotted  to  her  at  Miss  Wilcox's  side, 
which  place  she  filled  like  a  piece  of  furniture,  neither 
smiling  nor  speaking  the  evening  through  —  while  such 
was  her  deportment,  certain  of  her  companions,  as  Mary 
Franks,  Jessy  Newton,  &c.,  handsome,  open-countenanced 
little    damsels — fearless  because    harmless — would  enter 


ROUNDABOUT  PAPERS.  537 

with  a  smile  of  salutation  and  a  blush  of  pleasure,  make 
their  pretty  reverence  at  the  drawing-room  door,  stretch  a 
friendly  little  hand  to  such  visitors  as  they  knew,  and  sit 
down  to  the  piano  to  play  their  well-practised  duet  with  an 
innocent,  obliging  readiness  which  won  all  hearts. 

There  was  a  girl  called  Diana— the  girl  alluded  to  before 
as  having  once  been  Miss  Sterling's  pupil— a  daring,  brave 
girl,  much  loved  and  a  little  feared  by  her  comrades.  She 
had  good  faculties,  both  physical  and  mental — was  clever, 
honest,  and  dauntless.  In  the  schoolroom  she  set  her 
young  brow  like  a  rock  against  Miss  Fitzgibbon's  preten- 
sions ;  she  found  also  heart  and  spirit  to  withstand  them 
in  the  drawing-room.  One  evening,  when  the  curate  had 
been  summoned  away  by  some  piece  of  duty  directly  after 
tea,  and  there  was  no  stranger  present  but  Mr.  Ellin, 
Diana  had  been  called  in  to  play  a  long,  difficult  piece  of 
music  which  she  could  execute  like  a  master.  She  was 
still  in  the  midst  of  her  performance,  when — Mr.  Ellin 
having  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  recognized  the  existence 
of  the  heiress  by  asking  if  she  was  cold — Miss  Wilcox  took 
the  opportunity  of  launching  into  a  strain  of  commendation 
on  Miss  Fitzgibbon's  inanimate  behaviour,  terming  it  lady- 
like, modest,  and  exemplary.  Whether  Miss  Wilcox's 
constrained  tone  betrayed  how  far  she  was  from  really  feel- 
ing the  approbation  she  expressed,  how  entirely  she  spoke 
from  a  sense  of  duty,  and  not  because  she  felt  it  possible 
to  be  in  any  degree  charmed  by  the  personage  she  praised 
- — or  whether  Diana,  who  was  by  nature  hasty,  had  a  sud- 
den fit  of  irritability — is  not  quite  certain,  but  she  turned 
on  her  music-stool : — 

"Ma'am,"  said  she  to  Miss  Wilcox,  "that  girl  does  not 
deserve  so  much  praise.  Her  behaviour  is  not  at  all  exem- 
plary. In  the  schoolroom  she  is  insolently  distant.  For 
my  part  I  denounce  her  airs ;  there  is  not  one  of  us  but 
is  as  good  or  better  than  she,  though  we  may  not  be  as 
rich.'' 

And  Diana  shut  up  the  piano,  took  her  music-book  under 
her  arm,  curtsied,  and  vanished. 

Strange  to  relate.  Miss  Wilcox  said  not  a  word  at  the 
time ;  nor  was  Diana  subsequently  reprimanded  for  this 
outbreak.  Miss  Fitzgibbon  had  now  been  three  months  in 
the  school,  and  probably  the  governess  had  had  leisure  to 
wear  out  her  early  raptures  of  partiality. 
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Indeed,  as  time  advanced,  this  evil  often  seemed  likely 
to  right  itself ;  again  and  again  it  seemed  that  Miss  Fitz- 
gibbon  was  about  to  fall  to  her  proper  level,  but  then, 
somewhat  provokingly  to  the  lovers  of  reason  and  justice, 
some  little  incident  would  occur  to  invest  her  insignificance 
with  artificial  interest.  Once  it  was  the  arrival  of  a  great 
basket  of  hothouse  fruit — melons,  grapes,  and  pines — as 
a  present  to  Miss  Wilcox  in  Miss  Fitzgibbon's  name. 
Whether  it  was  that  a  share  of  these  luscious  productions 
was  imparted  too  freely  to  the  nominal  donor,  or  whether 
she  had  had  a  surfeit  of  cake  on  Miss  Mabel  Wilcox's 
birthday,  it  so  befell,  that  in  some  disturbed  state  of  the 
digestive  organs  Miss  Fitzgibbon  took  to  sleep-walking. 
She  one  night  terrified  the  school  into  a  panic  by  passing- 
through  the  bedrooms,  all  white  in  her  night-dress,  moan- 
ing and  holding  out  her  hands  as  she  went. 

Dr.  Percy  was  then  sent  for ;  his  medicines,  probably,, 
did  not  suit  the  case ;  for  within  a  fortnight  after  the  som- 
nambulistic feat.  Miss  Wilcox  going  upstairs  in  the  dark, 
trod  on  something  which  she  thought  was  the  cat,  and  on 
calling  for  a  light,  found  her  darling  Matilda  Fitzgibbon 
curled  round  on  the  landing,  blue,  cold,  and  stiff,  without 
any  light  in  her  half -open  eyes,  or  any  colour  in  her  lips, 
or  movement  in  her  limbs.  She  was  not  soon  roused  from 
this  fit;  her  senses  seemed  half  scattered;  and  Miss  Wil- 
cox had  now  an  undeniable  excuse  for  keeping  her  all  day 
on  the  drawing-room  sofa,  and  making  more  of  her  than. 
ever. 

There  comes  a  day  of  reckoning  both  for  petted  heiresses 
and  partial  governesses. 

One  clear  winter  morning,  as  Mr.  Ellin  was  seated  at 
breakfast,  enjoying  his  bachelor's  easy  chair  and  damp, 
fresh  London  newspaper,  a  note  was  brought  to  him  marked 
"private,"  and  "in  haste."  The  last  injunction  was  vain, 
for  William  Ellin  did  nothing  in  haste — he  had  no  haste 
in  him ;  he  wondered  anybody  should  be  so  foolish  as  to 
hurry ;  life  was  short  enough  without  it.  He  looked  at 
the  little  note — three-cornered,  scented,  and  feminine.  He 
knew  the  handwriting ;  it  came  from  the  very  lady  Rumour 
had  so  often  assigned  him  as  his  own.  The  bachelor  took 
out  a  morocco  case,  selected  from  a  variety  of  little  instru- 
ments a  pair  of  tiny  scissors,  cut  round  the  seal,  and  read : 
— "Miss    Wilcox's   compliments   to  Mr.   Ellin,   and    she 
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should  be  truly  glad  to  see  him  for  a  few  minutes,  if  at 
leisure.  Miss  W.  requires  a  little  advice.  She  will  re- 
serve explanations  till  she  sees  Mr.  E." 

Mr.  Ellin  very  quietly  finished  his  breakfast;  then,  as  it 
was  a  very  fine  December  day — hoar  and  crisp,  but  serene, 
and  not  bitter — he  carefully  prepared  himself  for  the  cold, 
took  his  cane,  and  set  out.  He  liked  the  walk ;  the  air 
was  still;  the  sun  not  wholly  ineffectual ;  the  path  firm, 
and  but  lightly  powdered  with  snow.  He  made  his  jour- 
ney as  long  as  he  could  by  going  round  through  many  fields, 
and  through  winding,  unfrequented  lanes.  When  there 
was  a  tree  in  the  way  conveniently  placed  for  support,  he 
would  sometimes  stop,  lean  his  back  against  the  trunk, 
fold  his  arms,  and  muse.  If  Rumour  could  have  seen  him, 
she  would  have  affirmed  that  he  was  thinking  about  Miss 
Wilcox;  perhaps  when  he  arrives  at  the  Lodge  his  de- 
meanour will  inform  us  whether  such  an  idea  be  warranted. 

At  last  he  stands  at  the  door  and  rings  the  bell;  he  is 
admitted,  and  shown  into  the  parlour — a  smaller  and  a 
more  private  room  than  the  drawing-room.  Miss  Wilcox 
occupies  it ;  she  is  seated  at  her  writing-table ;  she  rises — 
not  without  air  and  grace — to  receive  her  visitor.  This  air 
and  grace  she  learnt  in  France ;  for  she  was  in  a  Parisian 
school  for  six  months,  and  learnt  there  a  little  French,  and 
a  stock  of  gestures  and  courtesies.  No :  it  is  certainly  not 
impossible  that  Mr.  Ellin  may  admire  Miss  Wilcox.  She 
is  not  without  prettiness,  any  more  than  are  her  sisters ; 
and  she  and  they  are  one  and  all  smart  and  showy.  Bright 
stone-blue  is  a  colour  they  like  in  dress ;  a  crimson  bow 
rarely  fails  to  be  pinned  on  somewhere  to  give  contrast ; 
positive  colours  generally — grass-greens,  red  violets,  deep 
yellows — are  in  favour  with  them ;  all  harmonies  are  at  a 
discount.  Many  people  would  think  Miss  Wilcox,  stand- 
ing there  in  her  blue  merino  dress  and  pomegranate  ribbon, 
a  very  agreeable  woman.  She  has  regular  features ;  the 
nose  is  a  little  sharp,  the  lips  a  little  thin,  good  complex- 
ion, light  red  hair.  She  is  very  business-like,  very  practi- 
cal ;  she  never  in  her  life  knew  a  refinement  of  feeling  or 
of  thought;  she  is  entirely  limited,  respectable,  and  self- 
satisfied.  She  has  a  cool,  prominent  eye ;  sharp  and  shal- 
low pupil,  unshrinking  and  inexpansive;  pale  irid;  light 
eyelashes,  light  brow.  Miss  Wilcox  is  a  very  proper  and 
decorous  person ;  but  she  could  not  be  delicate  or  modest. 
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because  she  is  naturally  destitute  of  sensitiveness.  Her 
voice,  when  she  speaks,  has  no  vibration ;  her  face  no  ex- 
pression; her  manner  no  emotion.  Blush  or  tremor  she 
never  knew. 

"What  can  I  do  for  you.  Miss  Wilcox?  "  says  Mr.  Ellin, 
approaching  the  writing-table,  and  taking  a  chair  beside  it. 

"Perhaps  you  can  advise  me,"  was  the  answer;  "or  per- 
haps you  can  give  me  some  information.  I  feel  so  thor- 
oughly puzzled,  and  really  fear  all  is  not  right." 

"Where?  and  how?" 

"  I  will  have  redress  if  it  be  possible,"  pursued  the  lady ; 
"  but  how  to  set  about  obtaining  it !  Draw  to  the  fire,  Mr. 
Ellin ;  it  is  a  cold  day. " 

They  both  drew  to  the  fire.     She  continued : — 

"  You  know  the  Christmas  holidays  are  near?  " 

He  nodded. 

"  Well,  about  a  fortnight  since,  I  wrote,  as  is  customary, 
to  the  friends  of  my  pupils,  notifying  the  day  when  we 
break  up,  and  requesting  that,  if  it  was  desired  that  any 
girl  should  stay  the  vacation,  intimation  should  be  sent  ac- 
cordingly. Satisfactory  and  prompt  answers  came  to  all 
the  notes  except  one — that  addressed  to  Conway  Fitzgib- 
bon.  Esquire,  May  Park,  Midland  County — Matilda  Eitz- 
gibbon's  father,  you  know." 

"  What?  won't  he  let  her  go  home?  " 

"Let  her  go  home,  my  dear  sir !  you  shall  hear.  Two 
weeks  elapsed,  during  which  I  daily  expected  an  answer ; 
none  came.  I  felt  annoyed  at  the  delay,  as  I  had  particu- 
larly requested  a  speedy  reply.  This  very  morning  I  had 
made  up  my  mind  to  write  again,  when — what  do  you 
think  the  post  brought  me?  " 

"  I  should  like  to  know." 

"  My  own  letter — actually  my  own — returned  from  the 
post-office,  with  an  intimation — such  an  intimation! — but 
read  for  yourself." 

She  handed  to  Mr.  Ellin  an  envelope ;  he  took  from  it 
the  returned  note  and  a  paper — the  paper  bore  a  hastily- 
scrawled  line  or  two.  It  said,  in  brief  terms,  that  there 
was  no  such  place  in  Midland  County  as  May  Park,  and 
that  no  such  person  had  ever  been  heard  of  there  as  Con- 
way Fitzgibbon,  Esquire. 

On  reading  this,  Mr.  Ellin  slightly  opened  his  eyes. 

"  I  hardly  thought  it  was  so  bad  as  this,"  said  he. 
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"  What?  you  did  think  it  was  bad  then?  You  suspected 
that  something  was  wrong?  " 

"  Eeally !  I  scarcely  knew  what  I  thought  or  suspected. 
How  very  odd,  no  such  place  as  May  Park !  The  grand 
mansion,  the  grounds,  the  oaks,  the  deer,  vanished  clean 
away.  And  then  Fitzgibbon  himself !  But  you  saw  Fitz- 
gibbon — he  came  in  his  carriage?  " 

"  In  his  carriage !  "  echoed  Miss  Wilcox ;  "  a  most  stylish 
equipage,  and  himself  a  most  distinguished  person.  Do 
you  think,  after  all,  there  is  some  mistake?  " 

"  Certainly,  a  mistake ;  but  when  it  is  rectified  I  don't 
think  Fitzgibbon  or  May  Park  will  be  forthcoming.  Shall 
I  run  down  to  Midland  County  and  look  after  these  two 
precious  objects?  " 

"  Oh !  would  you  be  so  good,  Mr.  Ellin?  I  knew  you 
would  be  so  kind;  personal  inquiry,  you  know — there's 
nothing  like  it." 

"  Nothing  at  all.  Meantime,  what  shall  you  do  with  the 
child — the  pseudo-heiress,  if  pseudo  she  be?  Shall  you 
correct  her — let  her  know  her  place?  " 

"I  think,"  responded  Miss  Wilcox,  reflectively — "I 
think  not  exactly  as  yet ;  my  plan  is  to  do  nothing  in  a 
hurry ;  we  will  inquire  first.  If  after  all  she  should  turn 
out  to  be  connected  as  was  at  first  supposed,  one  had  better 
not  do  anything  which  one  might  afterwards  regret.  No ; 
I  shall  make  no  difference  with  her  till  I  hear  from  you 
again. " 

"  Very  good.  As  you  please,"  said  Mr.  Ellin,  with  that 
coolness  which  made  him  so  convenient  a  counsellor  in 
Miss  Wilcox's  opinion.  In  his  dry  laconism  she  found  the 
response  suited  to  her  outer  worldliness.  She  thought  he 
said  enough  if  he  did  not  oppose  her.  The  comment  he 
stinted  so  avariciously  she  did  not  want. 

Mr.  Ellin  "  ran  down,"  as  he  said,  to  Midland  County. 
It  was  an  errand  that  seemed  to  suit  him ;  for  he  had  curi- 
ous predilections  as  well  as  peculiar  methods  of  his  own. 
Any  secret  quest  was  to  his  taste ;  perhaps  there  was  some- 
thing of  the  amateur  detective  in  him.  He  could  conduct 
an  inquiry  and  draw  no  attention.  His  quiet  face  never 
looked  inquisitive,  nor  did  his  sleepless  eye  betray  vigi- 
lance. 

He  was  away  about  a  week.  The  day  after  his  return, 
he  appeared  in  Miss  Wilcox's  presence  as  cool  as  if  he  had 
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seen  her  but  yesterday.  Confronting  ter  with  that  fathom- 
less face  he  liked  to  show  her,  he  first  told  her  he  had  done 
nothing. 

Let  Mr.  Ellin  be  as  enigmatical  as  he  would,  he  never 
puzzled  Miss  Wilcox,  She  never  saw  enigma  in  the  man. 
Some  people  feared,  because  they  did  not  understand,  him ; 
to  her  it  had  not  yet  occurred  to  begin  to  spell  his  nature 
or  analyze  his  character.  If  she  had  an  impression  about 
him,  it  was,  that  he  was  an  idle  but  obliging  man,  not  ag- 
gressive, of  few  words,  but  often  convenient.  Whether 
he  were  clever  and  deep,  or  deficient  and  shallow,  close  or 
open,  odd  or  ordinary,  she  saw  no  practical  end  to  be  an- 
swered by  inquiry,  and  therefore  did  not  inquire. 

"  Why  had  he  done  nothing?  "  she  now  asked. 

"  Chiefly  because  there  was  nothing  to  do. " 

"  Then  he  could  give  her  no  information?  " 

"  Not  much :  only  this,  indeed — Conway  Fitzgibbon  was 
a  man  of  straw ;  May  Park  a  house  of  cards.  There  was 
no  vestige  of  such  man  or  mansion  in  Midland  County,  or 
in  any  other  shire  in  England.  Tradition  herself  had  noth- 
ing to  say  about  either  the  name  or  the  place.  The  Oracle 
of  old  deeds  and  registers,  when  consulted,  had  not  re- 
sponded. 

"  Who  can  he  be,  then,  that  came  here,  and  who  is  this 
Qhild?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  can't  tell  you : — an  incapacity  which 
makes  me  say  I  have  done  nothing." 

"  And  how  am  I  to  get  paid?  " 

"Can't  tell  you  that  either." 

"A  quarter's  board  and  education  owing,  and  masters'' 
terms  besides,"  pursued  Miss  Wilcox.  "  How  infamous  I 
I  can't  afford  the  loss." 

"  And  if  we  were  only  in  the  good  old  times,"  said  Mr. 
Ellin,  "where  we  ought  to  be,  you  might  just  send  Miss 
Matilda  out  to,  the  plantations  in  Virginia,  sell  her  for 
what  she  is  ,worth,  and  pay  yourself. " 

"Matilda,  indeed,  and  Fitzgibbon!  A  little  impostor T 
I  wonder  what  her  real  name  is?  " 

"B.etty  Hodge?  Poll  Smith?,  Hannah  Jones?"  sug- 
gested Mr.  Ellin. 

"  Now,"  cried  Miss  Wilcox,  "  give  me  credit  for  sagacity! 
It's  very  odd,  but  try  as  I  would — and  I  made  every  effort 
—I  never  could  really  like  that  child.     She  has  had  every 
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indulgence  in  this  house ;  and  I  am  sure  I  made  great  sac- 
rifice of  feeling  to  principle  in  showing  her  much  attention ; 
for  I  could  not  make  any  one  believe  the  degree  of  antipa- 
thy I  have  all  along  felt  towards  her." 

"Yes.     I  can  believe  it.     I  saw  it." 

"Did  you?  Well — it  proves  that  my  discernment  is 
rarely  at  fault.  Her  game  is  up  now,  however;  and  time 
it  was.     I  have  said  nothing  to  her  yet ;  but  now " 

"Have  her  in  whilst  I  am  here,"  said  Mr.  Ellin.  "Has 
she  known  of  this  business?  Is  she  in  the  secret?  Is  she 
herself  an  accomplice,  or  a  mere  tool?     Have  her  in." 

Miss  Wilcox  rang  the  bell,  demanded  Matilda  Fitzgib- 
bon,  and  the  false  heiress  soon  appeared.  She  came  in  her 
ringlets,  her  sash,  and  her  furbelowed  dress  adornments — 
alas !  no  longer  acceptable. 

"  Stand  there !  "  said  Miss  Wilcox,  sternly,  checking  her 
as  she  approached  the  hearth.  "  Stand  there  on  the  farther 
side  of  the  table.  I  have  a  few  questions  to  put  to  you, 
and  your  business  will  be  to  answer  them.  And  mind — let 
us  have  the  truth.      We  will  not  endure  lies." 

Ever  since  Miss  Fitzgibbon  had  been  found  in  the  fit, 
her  face  had  retained;  a  peculiar  paleness  and  her  eyes  a 
dark  orbit.  When  thus  addressed,  she  began  to  shake  and 
blanch  like  conscious  guilt  personified. 

"  Who  are  you?  "  demanded  Miss  Wilcox.  "  Wliat  do 
you  know  about  yourself?  " 

A  sort  of  half -interjection  escaped  the  girl's  lips ;  it  was 
■a,  sound  expressing  partly  fear,  and  partly  the  shock  the 
nerves  feel  when  an  evil,  very  long  expected,  at  last  and 
suddenly  arrives. 

"  Keep  yourself  still,  and  reply,  if  you  please,"  said  Miss 
Wilcox,  whom  nobody  should  blame  for  lacking  pity,  be- 
cause nature  had  not  made  her  compassionate.  "  What  is 
your  name?.  We  know  you  have  no  right  to  that  of  Ma- 
tilda Fitzgibbon." 

She  gave  no  answer. 

"  I  do  iusist  upon  a  reply.  Speak  you  shall,  sooner  or 
later.     So  you  had  better  do  it  at  once." 

This  iuquisition  had  evidently  a  very  strong  effect  upon 
the  subject  of  it.  She  stood  as  if,  palsied,  trying  to  speak, 
but  apparently  not  competent  to  articulate. 

Miss  Wilcox  did  not  fly  into  a  passion,  but  she  grew  very 
stern  and  urgent ;  spoke  a  little  loud ;  and  there  was  a  dry 
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clamour  in  her  raised  voice  which  seemed  to  beat  upon  the 
ear  and  bewilder  the  brain.  Her  interest  had  been  injured 
— her  pocket  woutided — she  was  vindicating  her  rights — 
and  she  had  no  eye  to  see,  and  no  nerve  to  feel,  but  for  the 
point  in  hand.  Mr.  Ellin  appeared  to  consider  himself 
strictly  a  looker-on ;  he  stood  on  the  hearth  very  quiet. 

At  last  the  culprit  spoke.  A  low  voice  escaped  her  lips. 
"  Oh,  my  head !  "  she  cried,  lifting  her  hands  to  her  fore- 
head. She  staggered,  but  caught  the  door  and  did  not  fall. 
Some  accusers  might  have  been  startled  by-such  a  cry — 
even  silenced;  not  so  Miss  Wilcox.  She  was'neither  cruel 
nor  violent;  but  she  was  coarse,  because  inseii'^ible.  Hav- 
ing just  drawn  breath,  she  went  on,  harsh  as  ever. 

Mr.  Ellin,  leaving  the  hearth,  deliberately*,paced  up  the 
room  as  if  he  were  tired  of  standing  still,  arid  would  walk 
a  little  for  a  change.  In  returning  and  passing  near  the 
door  and  the  criminal,  a  faint  breath  seemed  to  seek  his 
ear,  whispering  his  name — 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Ellin !  " 

The  child  dropped  as  she  spoke.  A  curious  voice — not 
like  Mr.  Ellin's,  though  it  came  from  his  lips — asked  Miss 
Wilcox  to  cease  speaking,  and  say  no  more.  He  gathered 
from  the  floor  what  had  fallen  on  it.  She  seemed  over- 
come, but  not  unconscious.  Resting  beside  Mr.  Ellin,  in 
a  few  minutes  she  again  drew  breath.  She  raised  her  eyes 
to  him. 

"  Come,  my  little  one ;  have  no  fear,"  said  he. 

Reposing  her  head  against  him,  she  gradually  became 
Teassured.  It  did  not  cost  him  another  word  to  bring  her 
Tound ;  even  that  strong  trembling  was  calmed  by  the  mere 
•effects  of  his  protection.  He  told  Miss  Wilcox,  with  re- 
markable tranquillity,  but  still  with  a  certain  decision,  that 
the  little  girl  must  be  put  to  bed.  He  carried  her  upstairs, 
:and  saw  her  laid  there  himself.  Returning  to  Miss  Wil- 
cox, he  said : 

"  Say  no  more  to  her.  Beware,  or  you  will  do  miore  mis- 
cMef  than  you  think  or  wish.  That  kind  of  nature  is  very 
different  from  yours.  It  is  not  possible  that  you  should 
like  it|  but  let  it  alone.  We  will  talk  more  on  the  subject 
*o-morrow.     Let  me  question  her." 
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THE  SECOND  FUNERAL  OF  NAPOLEON. 

(By  MICHAEL  ANGELO  TITMARSH.) 


I.— ON  THE  DISINTERMENT  OF  NAPO- 
LEON  AT  ST.  HELENA. 

My  Dxab, — It  is  no  easy  task  iu  this  world  to  distinguish 
between  what  is  great  in  it,  and  what  is  mean ;  and  many 
and  many  is  the  puzzle  that  I  have  had  in  reading  History 
(or  the  works  of  fiction  which  go  by  that  name),  to  know 
whether  I  should  laud  up  to  the  skies,  and  endeavour,  to 
the  best  of  my  small  capabilities,  to  imitate  the  remarkable 
character  about  whom  I  was  reading,  or  whether  I  should 
fling  aside  the  book  and  the  hero  of  it,  as  things  altogether 
base,  unworthy,  laughable,  and  get  a  novel,  or  a  game  of 
billiards,  or  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  or  the  report  of  the  last  de- 
bate in  the  House,  or  any  other  employment  which  would 
leave  the  mind  in  a  state  of  easy  vacuity,  rather  than  pes- 
ter it  with  a  vain  set  of  dates  relating  to  actions  which  are 
in  themselves  not  worth  a  tig,  or  with  a  parcel  of  names  of 
people  whom  it  can  do  one  no  earthly  good  to  remember. 

It  is  more  than  probable,  my  love,  that  you  are  acquainted 
with  what  is  called  Grecian  and  Eoman  history,  chiefly 
from  perusing,  in  very  early  youth,  the  little  sheepskin- 
bound  volumes  of  the  ingenious  Dr.  Goldsmith,  and  have 
been  indebted  for  your  knowledge  of  our  English  annals  to 
a  subsequent  study  of  the  more  voluminous  works  of  Hume 
and  Smollett.  The  first  and  the  last-named  authors,  dear 
Miss  Smith,  have  written  each  an  admirable  history, — that 
of  the  Keverend  Dr.  Primrose,  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  and 
that  of  Mr.  Robert  Bramble,  of  Bramble  Hall — in  both  of 
which  works  you  will  find  true  and  instructive  pictures  of 
human  life  and  which  you  may  always  think  over  with  ad- 
vantage.    But  let  me  caution  you  against  putting  any  con- 


548         THE  SECOND  FUNERAL  OP  NAPOLEON. 

siderable  trust  in  the  other  works  of  these  authors,  which 
were  placed  in  your  hands  at  school  and  afterwards,  and 
in  which  you  were  taught  to  believe.  Modern  historians, 
for  the  most  parb,  know  very  little,  and,  secondly,  only 
tell  a  little  of  what  they  know. 

As  for  those  Greeks  and  Romans  whom  you  have  read 
of  in  "  sheepskin,"  were  you  to  know  really  what  those 
monsters  were,  you  would  blush  all  over  as  red  as  a  holly- 
hock, and  put  down  the  history  book  in  a  fury.  Many  of 
our  English  worthies  are  no  better.  You  are  not  in  a  situa- 
tion to  know  the  real  characters  of  any  one  of  them.  They 
appear  before  you  in  their  public  capacities,  but  the  indi- 
viduals you  know  not.  Suppose,  for  instance,  your  mamma 
had  purchased  her  tea  in  the  Borough  from  a  grocer  living; 
there  by  the  name  of  Greenacre :  suppose  you  had  been 
asked  out  to  dinner,  and  the  gentleman  of  the  house  had 
said:  "Ho!  Francois!  a  glass  of  champagne  for  Miss; 
Smith ;  " — Courvoisier  would  have  served  you  just  es  any 
other  footman  would ;  you  would  never  have  known  that 
there  was  anything  extraordinary  in  these  individuals,  but 
would  have  thought  of  them  only  in  their  respective  public- 
characters  of  Grocer  and  Footman.  This,  Madam,  is  His- 
tory, in  which  a  man  always  appears  dealing  with  the- 
world  in  his  apron,  or  his  laced  livery,  but  which  has  not 
the  power  or  the  leisure,  or,  perhaps,  is  too  high  andi 
mighty  to  condescend  to  follow  and  study  him  in  his  prir 
vacy.  Ah,  my  dear,  when  big  and  little  men  come  to  be- 
measured  rightly,  and  great  and  small  actions  to  be  weighed 
properly,  and  people  to  be  stripped  of  their  royal  robes,, 
beggars'  rags,  generals'  uniforms,  seedy  out-at-elbowed 
coats,  and  the  like- — or  the  contrary,  say,  when  souls  come 
to  be  stripped  of  their  wicked  deceiving  bodies,  and  turued 
out  stark  naked  as  they  were  before  they  were  born — what 
a  strange  startling  sight  shall  we  see,  and  what  a  pretty 
figure  shall  some  of  us  cut !  Fancy  how  we  shall  see  Pride, 
with  his  Stulz-clothes  and  padding  pulled  off,  and  dwindled 
down  to  a  forked  radish!  Fancy  some  Angelic  Virtue, 
whose  white  raiment  is  suddenly  whisked  over  his  head, 
showing  us  cloven  feet  and  a  tail!  Fancy  Humility,  eased 
of  its  sad  load  of  cares  and  want  and  scorn,  walking  up  to 
the  very  highest  place  of  all,  and  blushing  as  he  takes  it ! 
Fancy, — but  we  must  not  fancy  such  a  scene  at  all,  which 
would  be  an  outrage  on  public  decency.     Should  we  be' 
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;any  better  than  our  neighbours?  No,  certainly.  And  as 
iwe  can't  be  virtuous,  let  us  be  decent.  Fig-leaves  are  a 
very  decent,  becoming  wear,  and  have  been  now  in  fashion 
for  four  thousand  years.  And  so,  my  dear,  History  is 
written  on  fig-leaves.  Would  you  have  anything  further? 
•0  fie! 

Yes,  four  thousand  years  ago,  that  famous  treie  was 
planted.  At  their  very  first  lie,  our  first  parents  made  for 
it,  and  there  it  is  still  the  great  Humbug  Plant,  stretching 
its  wide  arms,  and  sheltering  beneath  its  leaves,  as  broad 
and  green  as  ever,  all  the  generations  of  men.  Thus,  my 
'dear,  coquettes  of  your  fascinating  sex  cover  their  persons 
with  figgery,  fantastically  arranged,  and  call  their  mas- 
-querading,  modesty.  Cowards  fig  themselves  out  fiercely 
as  "salvage  men,"  and  make  us  believe  that  they  are  war- 
riors. Fools  look  very  solemnly  out  from  the  dusk  of  the 
leaves,  and  we  fancy  in  the  gloom  that  they  are  sages. 
And  many  a  man  sets  a  great  wreath  about  his  pate  and 
■struts  abroad  a  hero,  whose  claims  we  would  all  of  us  laugh 
at,  could  we  but  remove  the  ornament  and  see  his  numskull 
■bare. 

And  such — (excuse  my  sermonizing) — such  is  the  consti- 
tution of  mankind,  that  men  have  as  it  were  entered  into  a 
•compact  among  themselves  to  pursue  the  fig-leaf  system  a 
Voutrance,  and  to  cry  down  all  who  oppose  it.  Humbug 
4;hey  will  have.  Humbugs  themselves,  they  will  respect 
humbugs.  Their  daily  victuals  of  life  must  be  seasoned 
with  humbug.  Certain  things  are  there  in  the  world  that 
they  will  not  allow  to  be  called  by  their  right  names,  and 
will  insist  upon  our  admiring,  whether  we  will  or  no. 
Woe  be  to  the  man  who  would  enter  too  far  into  the 
recesses  of  that  magnificent  temple  where  our  Goddess  is 
•enshrined,  peep  through  the  vast  embroidered  curtains  in- 
■discreetly,  penetrate  the  secret  of  secrets,  and  expose  the 
•Gammon  of  Gammons!  And  as  you  must  not  peer  too 
■curiously  within,  so  neither  must  you  remain  scornfully 
without.  Humbug-worshippers,  let  us  Come  into  our  great 
temple  regularly  and  decently ;  take  our  seats,  and  settle 
■our  clothes  decently ;  open  our  books,  and  go  through  the 
service  with  decent  gravity;  listen,  and  be  decently  affected 
■by  the  expositions  of  the  decent  priest  of  the  place ;  and 
if  by  chance  some  straggling  vagabond,  loitering  in  the  sun- 
shine out  of  doors,  dares  to  laugh  or  to  sing,  and  disturb 
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the  sanctified  dulness  of  the  faithful ; — quick !  a  couple  of 
big  beadles  rush  out  and  belabour  the  wretch,  and  his  yells 
make  our  devotions  more  comfortable. 

Some  magnificent  religious  ceremonies  of  this  nature  are 
at  present  taking  place  in  Prance ;  and  thinking  that  you 
miglit  perhaps  while  away  some  long  winter  evening  with 
an  account  of  them,  I  have  compiled  the  following  pages 
for  your  use.  Newspapers  have  been  filled,  for  some  days 
past,  with  details  regarding  the  Saint  Helena  expedition, 
many  pamphlets  have  been  published,  men  go  about  crying 
little  books  and  broadsheets  filled  with  real  or  sham  par- 
ticulars :  and  from  these  scarce  and  valuable  documents  the 
following  pages  are  chiefly  compiled. 

We  must  begin  at  the  beginning,  premising,  in  the  first 
place,  that  Monsieur  Gruizot,  when  Frencli  ambassador  at 
London,  waited  upon  Lord  Palmerston  with  a  request  that 
the  body  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  should  be  given  up  to 
the  French  nation,  in  order  that  it  might  find  a  final  rest- 
ing-place in  French  earth.  To  this  demand  the  English 
Government  gave  a  ready  assent ;  nor  was  there  any  par- 
ticular explosion  of  sentiment  upon  either  side,  only  some 
pretty  cordial  expressions  of  mutual  good-will.  Orders 
were  sent  out  to  St.  Helena  that  the  corpse  should  be  dis- 
interred in  due  time  when  the  French  expedition  had  ar- 
rived in  search  of  it,  and  that  every  respect  and  atten- 
tion should  be  paid  to  those  who  came  to  carry  back  to 
their  country  the  body  of  the  famous  dead  warrior  and 
sovereign . 

This  matter  being  arranged  in  very  few  words  (as  in 
England  upon  most  points  is  the  laudable  fashion),  the 
French  Chambers  began  to  debate  about  the  place  in  which 
they  should  bury  the  body  when  they  got  it ;  and  number- 
less pamphlets  and  newspapers  out  of  doors  joined  in  the 
talk.  Some  people  there  were  who  had  fought  and  con- 
quered and  been  beaten  with  the  great  Napoleon,  and  loved 
him  and  his  memory.  Many  more  were  there  who,  be- 
cause of  his  great  genius  and  valour,  felt  excessively  proud 
in  their  own  particular  persons,  and  clamoured  for  the  re- 
turn of  their  hero.  And  if  there  was  some  few  individuals 
in  this  great,  hot-headed,  gallant,  boasting,  sublime,  absurd 
French  nation,  who  had  taken  a  cool  view  of  the  dead  Em- 
peror's character;  if,  perhaps,  such  men  as  Louis  Philippe, 
and  Monsieur  A.  Thiers,  Minister  and  Deputy,  and  Mon- 
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sieur  Franqois  Guizot,  Deputy  and  Excellency,  had,  from 
interest  or  conviction,  opinions  at  all  differing  from  those 
of  the  majority;  why,  they  knew  what  was  what,  and  kept 
their  opinions  to  themselves,  coming  with  a  tolerably  good 
grace  and  flinging  a  few  handfuls  of  incense  upon  the  altar 
of  the  popular  idol. 

In  the  succeeding  debates,  then,  various  opinions  were 
given  with  regard  to  the  place  to  be  selected  for  the  Em- 
peror's sepulture.  "Some  demanded,"  says  an  eloquent 
anonymous  Captain  in  the  Navy  who  has  written  an  "  Itin- 
erary from  Toulon  to  St.  Helena,"  "that  the  cofSn  should 
be  deposited  under  the  bronze  taken  from  the  enemy  by  the 
French  army — under  the  Column  of  the  Place  Vendome. 
The  idea  was  a  line  one.  This  is  the  most  glorious  monu- 
ment that  was  ever  raised  in  a  conqueror's  honour.  This 
column  has  been  melted  out  of  foreign  cannon.  These 
same  cannons  have  furrowed  the  bosoms  of  our  braves  with 
noble  cicatrices ;  and  this  metal — conquered  by  the  soldier 
first,  by  the  artist  afterwards — has  allowed  to  be  imprinted 
on  its  front  its  own  defeat  and  our  glory.  Napoleon  might 
sleep  in  peace  under  this  audacious  trophy.  But,  would 
his  ashes  find  a  shelter  sufficiently  vast  beneath  this  ped- 
estal? And  his  puissant  statue  dominating  Paris,  beams 
with  sufficient  grandeur  on  this  place :  whereas  the  wheels 
of  carriages  and  the  feet  of  passengers  would  profane  the 
funereal  sanctity  of  the  spot  in  trampling  on  the  soil  so 
near  his  head. " 

■  You  must  not  take  this  description,  dearest  Amelia,  "  at 
the  foot  of  the  letter,"  as  the  French  phrase  it,  but  you 
will  here  have  a  masterly  exposition  of  the  arguments  for 
and  against  the  burial  of  the  Emperor  under  the  Column  of 
the  Place  Vendome.  The  idea  was  a  fine  one,  granted; 
but,  like  all  other  ideas,  it  was  open  to  objections.  You 
must  not  fancy  that  the  cannon,  or  rather  the  cannon-balls, 
were  in  the  habit  of  furrowing  the  bosoms  of  French  braves, 
or  any  other  braves,  with  cicatrices :  on  the  contrary,  it 
is  a  known  fact  that  cannon-balls  make  wounds,  and  not 
cicatrices  (which,  my  dear,  are  wounds  partially  healed) ; 
nay,  that  a  man  generally  dies  after  receiving  one  such 
projectile  on  his  chest,  much  more  after  having  his  bosom 
furrowed  by  a  score  of  them.  No,  my  love ;  no  bosom, 
however  heroic,  can  stand  such  applications,  and  the  author 
only  means  that  the  French  soldiers  faced  the  cannon  and 
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took  them.  Nor,  my  love,  must  you  suppose  that  the  col- 
umn was  melted ;  it  was  the  cannon  was  melted,  not  the  col- 
umn ;  but  such  phrases  are  often  used  by  orators  when  they 
wish  to  give  a  particular  force  and  emphasis  to  their 
opinions. 

Well,  again,  although  Napoleon  might  have  slept  in 
peace  under  this  audacious  trophy,  how  could  he  do  so 
and  carriages  go  rattling  by  all  night,  and  people  with 
great  iron  heels  to  their  boots  pass  clattering  over  the 
stones?  Nor  indeed  could  it  be  expected  that  a  man  whose 
reputation  stretches  from  the  Pyramids  to  the  Kremlin, 
should  find  a  column  of  which  the  base  is  only  five-and- 
twenty  feet  square,  a  shelter  vast  enough  for  his  bones.  In 
a  word,  then,  although  the  proposal  to  bury  Napoleon 
under  the  column  was  ingenious,  it  was  found  not  to  suit ; 
whereupon  somebody  else  proposed  the  Madelaine. 

"  It  was  proposed,"  says  the  before-quoted  author  with 
his  usual  felicity,  "to  consecrate  the  Madelaine  to  his 
exiled  manes  " — that  is,  to  his  bones  when  they  were  not 
in  exile  any  longer.  "  He  ought  to  have,  it  was  said,  a 
temple  entire.  His  glory  fills  the  world.  His  bones  could 
not  contain  themselves  in  the  cofiin  of  a  man — in  the  tomb 
of  a  king !  "  In  this  case  what  was  Mary  Magdalen  to  do? 
■"This  proposition,  I  am  happy  to  say,  was  rejected,  and 
a  new  one — that  of  the  President  of  the  Council — -adopted. 
Napoleon  and  his  braves  ought  not  to  quit  each  other. 
Under  the  immense  gilded  dome  of  the  Invalides  he  would 
find  a  sanctuary  worthy  of  himself.  A  dome  imitates  the 
vault  of  heaven,  and  that  vault  alone  "  (meaning  of  course 
the  other  vault)  "should  dominate  above  his  head.  His 
old  mutilated  Guard  shall  watch  around  him :  the  last  vet- 
eran, as  he  has  shed  his  blood  in  his  combats,  shall  break 
his  last  sigh  near  his  tomb,  and  all  these  tombs  shall  sleep 
under  the  tattered  standards  that  have  been  won  from  all 
the  nations  of  Europe." 

The  original  words  are  "  sous  les  lambeaux  cribles  des 
drapeaux  cueillis  chez  toutes  les  nations ; "  in  English, 
"  under  the  riddled  rags  of  the  flags  that  have  been  culled 
or  plucked  "  (like  roses  or  buttercups)  "  in  all  the  nations." 
Sweet,  innocent  flowers  of  victory!  there  they  are,  my 
dear,  sure  enough,  and  a  pretty  considerable  hortus  sicmis 
may  any  man  examine  who  chooses  to  walk  to  the  Inva- 
lides.    The  burial-place  being  thus  agreed  on,  the  expedi- 
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tion  was  prepared,  and  on  the  7th  July  the  Belle  Poule 
frigate,  in  company  with  La  Favorite  corvette,  quitted  Tou- 
lon harbour.  A  couple  of  steamers,  the  Trident  and  the 
Ocean,  escorted  the  ships  as  far  as  Gibraltar,  and  there  left 
them  to  pursue  their  voyage. 

The  two  ships  quitted  the  harbour  in  the  sight  of  a  vast 
concourse  of  people,  and  in  the  midst  of  a  great  roaring  of 
cannons.  Previous  to  the  departure  of  the  Belle  Poule,  the 
Bishop  of  Frejus  went  on  board,  and  gave  to  the  cenotaph, 
in  which  the  Emperor's  remains  were  to  be  deposited,  his 
episcopal  benediction.  Napoleon's  old  friends  and  fol- 
lowers, the  two  Bertrands,  Gourgaud,  Emanuel  Las  Cases, 
"  companions  in  exile,  or  sons  of  the  companions  in  exile 
of  the  prisoner  of  the  infdme  Hudson,"  says  a  French 
writer,  were  passengers  on  board  the  frigate.  Marchand,, 
Denis,  Pierret,  Novaret,  his  old  and  faithful  servants,  were 
likewise  in  the  vessel.  It  was  commanded  by  his  Royal 
Highness  Francis  Ferdinand  Philip  Louis  Marie  d'Orleans, 
Prince  de  Joinville,  a  young  prince  two-and-twenty  years 
of  age,  who  was  already  distinguished  in  the  service  of  his 
country  and  king. 

On  the  8th  of  October,  after  a  voyage  of  six-and-sixty 
days,  the  Belle  Potole  arrived  in  James  Town  harbour,  and 
on  its  arrival,  as  on  its  departure  from  France,  a  great 
firing  of  guns  took  place.  First,  the  Oreste  French  brig- 
of-war  began  roaring  out  a  salutation  to  the  frigate ;  then 
the  Dolphin  English  schooner  gave  her  one-and-twenty 
guns;  then  the  frigate  returned  the  compliment  of  the 
Dolphin  schooner ;  then  she  blazed  out  with  one-and-twenty 
guns  more,  as  a  mark  of  particular  politeness  to  the  shore 
— which  kindness  the  forts  acknowledged  by  similar  detona- 
tions. 

These  little  compliments  concluded  on  both  sides,  Lieu- 
tenant Middlemore,  son  and  aide-de-camp  of  the  Governor 
of  St.  Helena,  came  on  board  the  French  frigate,  and 
brought  his  father's  best  respects  to  his  Eoyal  Highness. 
The  Governor  was  at  home  ill,  and  forced  to  keep  his  room ;, 
but  he  had  made  his  house  at  James  Town  ready  for  Cap- 
tain Joinville  and  his  suite,  and  begged  that  they  would 
make  use  of  it  during  their  stay. 

On  the  9th,  H.  E.  H.  the  Prince  of  Joiuville  put  on  his 
full  uniform  and  landed,  in  company  with  Generals  Ber- 
trand  and  Gourgaud,  Messrs.  Las  Cases,  Marchand,  M. 
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Coquereau,  the  chaplain  of  the  expedition,  and  M.  de 
Rohan  Chabot,  who  acted  as  chief  mourner.  .  AH  the  garri- 
son was  under  arms  to  receive  the  illustrious  Prince  and 
the  other  members  of  the  expedition — who  forthwith  re- 
paired to  Plantation  House,  and  had  a  conference  with  the 
Governor  regarding  their  mission. 

On  the  10th,  11th,  12th,  these  conferences  continued; 
the  crews  of  the  French  ships  were  permitted  to  come  on 
shore  and  see  the  tomb  of  Napoleon.  Bertrand,  Gourgaud, 
Las  Cases  wandered  about  the  island  and  revisited  the  spots 
to  which  they  had  been  partial  in  the  lifetime  of  the 
Emperor. 

The  16th  October  was  fixed  on  for  the  day  of  the  ex- 
humation :  that  day  five-and-twenty  years,  the  Emperor 
Napoleon  first  set  his  foot  upon  the  island. 

On  the  day  previous  all  things  had  been  made  ready : 
the  grand  coffins  and  ornaments  brought  from  France,  and 
the  articles  necessary  for  the  operation  were  carried  to  the 
valley  of  the  Tomb. 

The  operations  commenced  at  midnight.  The  well- 
known  friends  of  Napoleon  before  named,  and  some  other 
attendants  of  his,  the  chaplain  and  his, acolytes,  the  doctor 
of  the  Belle  Poule,  the  captains  of  the  French  ships,  and 
Captain  Alexander  of  the  Engineers,  the  English  Commis- 
sioner, attended  the  disinterment.  His  Royal  Highness 
Prince  de  Joinville  could  not  be  present  because  the  work- 
men were  under  English  command. 

The  men  worked  for  nine  hours  incessantly,  when  at 
length  the  earth  was  entirely  removed  from  the  vault,  all 
the  horizontal  strata  of  masonry  demolished,  and  the  large 
slab  which  covered  the  place  where  the  stone  sarcophagus 
lay,  removed  by  a  crane.  This  outer  cofln  of  stone  was 
perfect,  and  could  scarcely  be  said  to  be  damp. 

"  As  soon  as  the  Abbe  Coquereau  had  recited  the  prayers, 
the  coffin  was  removed  with  tlie  greatest  care,  and  carried 
by  the  eugineer-soldiers,  bareheaded,  into  a  tent  that  had 
been  prepared  for  the  purpose.  After  the  religious  cere- 
monies, the  inner  coffins  were  opened.  The  outermost 
coffin  was  slightly  injured :  then  came  one  of  lead,  which 
was  in  good  condition,  and  enclosed  two  others — one  of 
tin  and  one  of  wood.  The  last  coffin  was  lined  inside 
with  white  satin,  which,  having  become  detached  by  the 
effect  of  time,  had  fallen  upon  the  body  and  enveloped  it 
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like  a  winding-sheet,  and  had  become  slightly  attached 
to  it. 

"  It  is  difficult  to  describe  with  what  anxiety  and  emo- 
tion those  who  were  present  waited  for  the  moment  which 
was  to  expose  to  them  all  that  death  had  left  of  Napoleon. 
Notwithstanding  the  singular  state  of  preservation  of  the 
tomb  and  coffins,  we  could  scarcely  hope  to  find  anything 
but  some  misshapen  remains  of  the  least  perishable  part  of 
the  costume  to  evidence  the  identity  of  the  body.  But 
when  Doctor  Guillard  raised  the  sheet  of  satin,  an  inde- 
scribable feeling  of  surprise  and  affection  was  expressed 
by  the  spectators,  many  of  whom  burst  into  tears.  The 
Emperor  was  himself  before  their  eyes !  The  features  of 
the  face,  though  changed,  were  perfectly  recognized ;  the 
hands  extremely  beautiful;  his  well-known  costume  had 
suffered  but  little,  and  the  colours  were  easily  distinguished. 
The  attitude  itself  was  full  of  ease,  and  but  for  the  frag- 
ments of  the  satin  lining  which  covered,  as  with  a  tine 
gauze,  several  parts  of  the  uniform,  we  might  have  believed 
we  still  saw  Napoleon  before  us  lying  on  his  bed  of  state. 
■General  Bertrand  and  M.  Marchand,  who  were  both  pres- 
ent at  the  interment,  quickly  pointed  out  the  different  arti- 
cles which  each  had  deposited  in  the  coffin,  and  remained 
in  the  precise  position  in  which  they  had  previously  de- 
scribed them  to  be. 

"  The  two  inner  coffins  were  carefully  closed  again ;  the 
old  leaden  coffin  was  strongly  blocked  up  with  wedges  of 
wood,  and  both  were  once  more  soldered  up  with  the  most 
minute  precautions,  under  the  direction  of  Dr.  Guillard. 
These  different  operations  being  terminated,  the  ebony 
sarcophagus  was  closed  as  well  as  its  oak  case.  On  deliv- 
ering the  key  of  the  ebony  sarcophagus  to  Count  de  Chabot, 
the  King's  Commissioner,  Captain  Alexander  declared  to 
him,  in  the  name  of  the  Governor,  that  this  coffin,  contain- 
ing the  mortal  remains  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon,  was  con- 
sidered as  at  the  disposal  of  the  French  Government,  from 
that  day  and  from  the  moment  at  which  it  should  arrive  at 
the  place  of  embarkation,  towards  which  it  was  about  to  be 
sent  under  the  orders  of  General  Middlemore.  The  King's 
•Commissioner  replied  that  he  was  charged  by  his  Govern- 
inent,  and  in  its  name,  to  accept  the  coffin  from  the  hands 
■of  the  British  authorities,  and  that  he  and  the  other  per- 
sons composing  the  French  mission  were  ready  to  follow  it 
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to  James  Town,  where  the  Prince  de  Joinville,  superior 
commandant  of  the  expedition,  would  be  ready  to  receive- 
it  and  conduct  it  on  board  his  frigate.  A  car  drawn  by 
four  horses,  decked  with  funereal  emblems,  had  been  pre- 
pared before  the  arrival  of  the  expedition,  to  receive  the- 
coffin,  as  well  as  a  pall,  and  all  the  other  suitable  trappings- 
of  mourning.  When  the  sarcophagus  was  placed  on  the- 
car,  the  whole  was  covered  with  a  magnificent  imperial 
mantle  brought  from  Paris,  the  four  corners  of  which  were- 
borne  by  G-enerals  Bertrand  and  Gourgaud,  Baron  Las 
Cases  and  M.  Marchand.  At  half-past  three  o'clock  the- 
funeral  car  began  to  move,  preceded  by  a  chorister  bearing: 
the  cross,  and  by  the  Abb^  Coquereau.  M.  de  Chabot 
acted  as  chief  mourner.  All  the  authorities  of  the  island^ 
all  the  principal  inhabitants,  and  the  whole  of  the  garrison,, 
followed  in  procession  from  the  tomb  to  the  quay.  But 
with  the  exception  of  the  artillerymen  necessary  to  lead 
the  horses,  and  occasionally  support  the  car  when  descend- 
ing some  steep  parts ,  of  the  way,  the  places  nearest  the 
coffin  were  reserved  for  the  French  mission.  General  Mid- 
dlemore,  although  in  a  weak  state  of  health,  persisted  in 
following  the  whole  way  ou  foot,  together  with  General 
Churchill,  chief  of  the  staff  in  India,  who  had  arrived  only 
two  days  before  from  Bombay.  The  immense  weight  of 
the  coffins,  and  the  unevenness  of  the  road,  rendered  the 
utmost  carefulness  necessary  throughout  the  whole  distance. 
Colonel  Trelavrney  commanded  in  person  the  small  detach- 
ment of  artillerymen  who  conducted  the  car,  and,  thanks 
to  his  great  care,  not  the  slightest  accident  took  place. 
From  the  moment  of  departure  to  the  arrival  at  the  quay, 
the  cannons  of  the  forts  and  the  Belle  Poule  fired  minute- 
guns.  After  an  hour's  march  the  rain  ceased  for  the  first 
time  since  the  commencement  of  the  operations,  and  on 
arriving  in  sight  of  the  town  we  found  a  brilliant  sky  and 
beautiful  weather.  From  the  morning  the  three  French 
vessels  of  war  had  assumed  the  usual  signs  of  deep  mourn- 
ing; their  yards  crossed  and  their  flags  lowered.  Twa 
French  merchantmen.  Bonne  Amie  and  Indien,  which  had 
been  in  the  roads  for  two  days,  had  put  themselves  under 
the  Prince's  orders,  and  followed  during  the  ceremony  alt 
the  manoeuvres  of  the  Belle  Poule.  The  forts  of  the  towm 
and  the  houses  of  the  consuls,  had  also  their  flags  haK- 
mast  high. 
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"  On  arriving  at  the  entrance  of  the  town,  the  troops  of 
the  garrison  and  the  militia  formed  in  two  lines  as  far  as- 
the  extremity  of  the  quay.  According  to  the  order  for 
mourning  prescribed  for  the  English  army,  the  men  had< 
their  arms  reversed  and  the  officers  had  crape  on  their- 
arms,  with  their  swords  reversed.  All  the  inhabitants  had 
been  kept  away  from  the  line  of  march,  but  they  lined  the 
terraces  commanding  the  town,  and  the  streets  were  occu- 
pied only  by  the  troops,  the  91st  Regiment  being  on  the- 
right  and  the  militia  on  the  left.  The  cortege  advanced 
slowly  between  two  ranks  of  soldiers  to  the  sound  of  a 
funeral  march,  while  the  cannons  of  the  forts  were  fired,, 
as  well  as  from  the  Belle  Poule  and  the  Dolphin,  the  echoes- 
being  repeated  a  thousand  times  by  the  rocks  above  James- 
Town.  After  two  hours'  march  the  cortege  stopped  at  the- 
end  of  the  quay,  where  the  Prince  de  Joinville  had  sta- 
tioned himself  at  the  head  of  the  of&cers  of  the  three- 
French  ships  of  war.  The  greatest  official  honours  had 
been  rendered  by  the  English  authorities  to  the  memory  of 
the  Emperor- — the  most  striking  testimonials  of  respect  had 
marked  the  adieu  given  by  St.  Helena  to  his  coffin ;  and 
from  this  moment  the  mortal  remains  of  the  Emperor  were- 
about  to  belong  to  France.  When  the  funeral-car  stopped,, 
the  Prince  de  Joinville  advanced  alone,  and  in  presence  of ' 
all  around,  who  stood  with  their  heads  uncovered,  received,, 
in  a  solemn  manner,  the  imperial  coffin  from  the  hands  of 
General-  Middlemore.  His  Royal  Highness  then  thanked 
the  Governor,  in  the  name  of  France,  for  all  the  testimo- 
nials of  sympathy  and  respect  with  which  the  authorities- 
and  inhabitants  of  St.  Helena  had  surrounded  the  memo- 
rable ceremonial.  A  cutter  had  been  expressly  prepared 
to  receive  the  coffin.  During  the  embarkation,  which  the- 
Prince  directed  himself,  the  bands  played  funeral  airsj  and 
all  the  boats  were  stationed  round  with  their  oars  shipped.. 
The  moment  the  sarcophagus  touched  the  cutter,  a  magnifi- 
cent royal  flag,  which  the  ladies  of  James  Town  had  em- 
broidered for  the  occasion,  was  unfurled,  and  the  Belle- 
Poule  immediately  squared  her  masts  and  unfurled  her- 
colours.  All  the  manoeuvres  of  the  frigate  were  imme- 
diately followed  by  the  other  vessels.  Our  mourning  had 
ceased  with  the  exile  of  Napoleon,  and  the  French  naval 
division  dressed  itself  out  in  all  its  festal  ornaments  tO' 
receive   the  imperial  coffin  under  the  French  flag.     The; 
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sarcophagus  was  covered  in  the  cutter  with  the  imperial 
mantle.  The  Prince  de  Joinville  placed  himself  at  the 
rudder,  Commandant  Guyet  at  the  head  of  the  boat;  Gen- 
•  erals  Bertrand  and  Gourgaud,  Baron  de  Las  Cases,  M. 
Marchand,  and  the  Abb^  Coquereau  occupied  the  same 
places  as  during  the  march.  Count  Chabot  and  Comman- 
'  dant  Hernoux  were  astern,  a  little  in  advance  of  the  Prince. 
As  soon  as  the  cutter  had  pushed  off  from  the  quay,  the 
batteries  ashore  fired  a  salute  of  twenty-one  guns,  and 
our  ships  returned  the  salute  with  all  their  artillery.  Two 
■other  salutes  were  fired  during  the  passage  from  the  quay 
to  the  frigate,  the  cutter  advancing  very  slowly,  and  sur- 
rounded by  the  other  boats.  At  half-past  six  o'clock  it 
reached  the  Belle  Poule,  all  the  men  being  on  the  yards 
with  their  hats  in  their  hands.  The  Prince  had  had  ar- 
ranged on  the  deck  a  chapel,  decked  withfiags  and  trophies 
•of  arms,  the  altar  being  placed  at  the  foot  of  the  mizzen- 
mast.  The  cofSn,  carried  by  our  sailors,  passed  between 
two  ranks  of  officers  with  drawn  swords,  and  was  placed 
on  the  quarter-deck.  The  absolution  was  pronounced  by 
the  Abbe  Coquereau  the  same  evening.  Next  day,  at  ten 
o'clock,  a  solemn  mass  was  celebrated  on  the  deck,  in  pres- 
ence of  the  officers  and  part  of  the  crews  of  the  ships.  His 
Eoyal  Highness  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  coffin.  The  can- 
non of  the  Favorite  and  Oreste  fired  minute-guns  during 
this  ceremony,  which  terminated  by  a  solemn  absolution ; 
and  the  Prince  de  Joinville,  the  gentlemen  of  the  mis- 
sion, the  officers,  and  the  premiers  maitres  of  the  ship, 
sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  coffin.  At  eleven,  all  the 
■ceremonies  of  the  church  were  accomplished,  all  the  honours 
■done  to  a  sovereign  had  been  paid  to  the  mortal  remains 
■of  Napoleon.  The  coffin  was  carefully  lowered  between 
■decks,  and  placed  in  the  chapelle  ardente  which  had  been 
prepared  at  Toulon  for  its  reception.  At  this  moment, 
the  vessels  fired  a  last  salute  with  all  their  artillery,  and 
the  frigate  took  in  her  flags,  keeping  up  only  her  flag  at  the 
stern,  and  the  royal  standard  at  the  maintopgallant-mastj 
On  Sunday,  the  ISth,  at  eight  in  the  morning,  the  Belle 
Poule  quitted  St.  Helena  with  her  precious  deposit  on 
board. 

"  During  the  whole  time  that  the  mission  remained  at 
James  Town,  the  best  understanding  never  ceased  to  exist 
between  the  population  of  the  island  and  the   French. 
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The  Prince  de  Joinville  and  his  companions  met  in  all 
quarters  and  at  all  times  with  the  greatest  good-will  and  the 
warmest  testimonials  of  sympathy.  The  authorities  and 
the  inhabitants  must  have  felt,  no  doubt,  great  regret  at 
seeing  taken  away  from  their  island  the  cof&n  that  had 
rendered  it  so  celebrated ;  but  they  repressed  their  feelings 
with  a  courtesy  that  dees  honour  to  the  frankness  of  their 
character." 
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II.— ON  THE  VOYAGE  FROM  ST.  HELENA 
TO  PARIS. 

•  On  the   18th  October  the  French  frigate  quitted    the 
island  with  its  precious  burden  on  board. 

His  Eoyal  Highness  the  Captain  acknowledged  cordially 
the  kindness  and  attention  which  he  and  his  crew  had  re- 
ceived from  the  English  authorities  and  the  inhabitants  of 
the  Island  of  St.  Helena;  nay,  promised  a  pension  to  an 
old  soldier  who  had  been  for  many  years  the  guardian  of 
the  imperial  tomb,  and  went  so  far  as  to  take  into  consid- 
eration the  petition  of  a  certain  lodging-house  keeper,  who 
prayed  for  a  compensation  for  the  loss  which  the  removal 
of  the  Emperor's  body  would  occasion  to  her.  And  al- 
though it  was  not  to  be  expected  that  the  great  French 
nation  should  forego  its  natural  desire  of  recovering  the 
remains  of  a  hero  so  dear  to  it  for  the  sake  of  the  individ- 
ual interest  of  the  landlady  in  question,  it  must  have  been 
satisfactory  to  her  to  find  that  the  peculiarity  of  her  posi- 
tion was  so  delicately  appreciated  by  the  august  Prince 
who  commanded  the  expedition,  and  carried  away  with  him 
animce  dimidium  suce — the  half  of  the  genteel  indepen- 
dence which  she  derived  from  the  situation  of  her  hotel. 
In  a  word,  politeness  and  friendship  could  not  be  carried 
farther.  The  Prince's  realm  and  the  landlady's  were 
bound  together  by  the  closest  ties  of  amity.  M.  Thiers 
was  Minister  of  France,  the  great  patron  of  the  English 
alliance.  At  London  M.  Guizot  was  the  worthy  repre- 
sentative of  the  French  good-will  towards  the  British  peo- 
ple ;  and  the  remark  frequently  made  by  our  orators  at 
public  dinners,  that  "  France  and  England,  while  united, 
might  defy  the  world,"  was  considered  as  likely  to  hold 
good  for  many  years  to  come, — the  union  that  is.  As  for 
defying  the  world,  that  was  neither  here  nor  there;  nor 
did  English  politicians  ever  dream  of  doing  any  such  thing, 
except  perhaps  at  the  tenth  glass  of  port  at  Freemason's 
Tavern. 

Little,  however,  did  Mrs.  Corbett,  the  Saint  Helena 
landlady,  little  did  his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Ferdinand 
Philip  Marie    de  Joinville   know   what   was  going  on  in 
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Europe  all  this  time  (when  I  say  in  Europe,  I  mean  in 
Turkey,  Syria,  and  Egypt) ;  how  clouds,  in  fact,  were 
gathering  upon  what  you  call  the  political  horizon ;  and 
how  tempests  were  rising  that  were  to  blow  to  pieces  our 
Anglo-Gallic  temple  of  friendship.  Oh,  but  it  is  sad  to 
think  that  a  single  wicked  old  Turk  should  be  the  means 
of  setting  our  two  Christian  nations  by  the  ears ! 

Yes,  my  love,  this  disreputable  old  man  had  been  for 
some  time  past  the  object  of  the  disinterested  attention  of 
the  great  sovereigns  of  Europe.  The  Emperor  Nicholas  (a 
moral  character,  though  following  the  Greek  superstition, 
and  adored  for  his  mildness  and  benevolence  of  disposi- 
tion), the  Emperor  Ferdinand,  the  King  of  Prussia,  and 
our  own  gracious  Queen,  had  taken  such  just  offence  at  his 
conduct  and  disobedience  towards  a  young  and  interesting 
sovereign,  whose  authority  he  had  disregarded,  whose  fleet 
he  had  kidnapped,  whose  fair  provinces  he  had  pounced 
upon,  that  they  determined  to  come  to  the  aid  of  Abdul 
Medjid  the  Eirst,  Emperor  of  the  Turks,  and  bring  his 
rebellious  vassal  to  reason.  In  this  project  the  French  na- 
tion was  invited  to  join,  but  they  refused  the  invitation, 
saying,  that  it  was  necessary  for  the  maintenance  of  the 
balance  of  power  in  Europe  that  his  Highness  Mehemet 
Ali  should  keep  possession  of  what  by  hook  or  by  crook  he 
had  gotten,  and  that  they  would  have  no  hand  in  injuring 
him.  But  why  continue  this  argument,  which  you  have 
read  in  the  newspapers  for  many  months  past?  You,  my 
dear,  must  know  as  well  as  I,  that  the  balance  of  power  in 
Europe  could  not  possibly  be  maintained  in  any  such  way ; 
and  though,  to  be  sure,  for  the  last  fifteen  years,  the  prog- 
ress of  the  old  robber  has  not  made  much  difference  to  us 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Eussell  Square,  and  the  battle  of 
Nezib  did  not  in  the  least  affect  our  taxes,  our  homes,  our 
institutions,  or  the  price  of  butcher's  meat,  yet  there  is  no 
knowing  what  might  have  happened  had  Mehemet  Ali  been 
allowed  to  remain  quietly  as  he  was :  and  the  balance  of 
power  in  Europe  might  have  been — the  deuce  knows  where. 

Here,  then,  in  a  nutshell,  you  have  the  whole  matter  in 
dispute.  While  Mrs.  Corbett  and  the  Prince  de  Joinville 
were  innocently  interchanging  compliments  at  Saint  Helena, 
— bang !  bang !  Commodore  Napier  was  pouring  broadsides 
into  Tyre  and  Sidou;  our  gallant  navy  was  storming 
breaches  and  routing  armies ;  Colonel  Hodges  had  seized 
36 
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upon  the  green  standard  of  Ibrahim  Pacha ;  and  the  pow- 
der-magazine of  Saint  John  of  Acre  was  blown  up  sky- 
high,  with  eighteen  hundred  Egyptian  soldiers  in  company 
with  it.  The  French  said  that  I' or  Anglais  had  achieved 
all  these  successes,  and  no  doubt  believed  that  the  poor  fel- 
lows at  Acre  were  bribed  to  a  man. 

It  must  have  been  particularly  unpleasant  to  a  high- 
minded  nation  like  the  French — at  the  very  moment  when 
the  Egyptian  affair  and  the  balance  of  Europe  had  been 
settled  in  this  abrupt  way — to  find  out  all  of  a  sudden  that 
the  Pasha  of  Egypt  was  their  dearest  friend  and  ally. 
They  had  suffered  in  the  person  of  their  friend ;  and  though, 
seeing  that  the  dispute  was  ended,  and  the  territory  out 
of  his  hand,  they  could  not  hope  to  get  it  back  for  him,  or 
to  aid  him  in  any  substantial  way,  yet  Monsieur  Thiers 
determined,  just  as  a  mark  of  politeness  to  the  Pasha,  to 
fight  all  Europe  for  maltreating  him, — all  Europe,  England 
included.  He  was  bent  on  war,  and  an  immense  majority 
of  the  nation  went  with  him.  He  called  for  a  million  of 
soldiers,  and  would  have  had  them  too,  had  not  the  King 
been  against  the  project  and  delayed  the  completion  of  it 
at  least  for  a  time. 

Of  these  great  European  disputes  Captain  Joinville  re- 
ceived a  notification  while  he  was  at  sea  on  board  his  frig- 
ate, as  we  find  by  the  official  account  which  has  been  pub- 
lished of  his  mission. 

"  Some  days  after  quitting  Saint  Helena,"  says  that 
document,  "  the  expedition  fell  in  with  a  ship  coming  from 
Europe,  and  was  thus  made  acquainted  with  the  warlike 
rumours  then  afloat,  by  which  a  collision  with  the  English 
marine  was  rendered  possible.  The  Prince  de  Joinville 
immediately  assembled  the  officers  of  the  Belle  Poule,  to- 
deliberate  on  an  event  so  unexpected  and  important. 

"  The  council  of  war  having  expressed  its  opinion  that  it 
was  necessary  at  all  events  to  prepare  for  an  energetic  de- 
fence, preparations  were  made  to  place  in  battery  all  the 
guns  that  the  frigate  could  bring  to  bear  against  the  enemy. 
The  provisional  cabins  that  had  been  fitted  up  in  the  bat- 
tery were  demolished,  the  partitions  removed,  and,  with  all 
the  elegant  furniture  of  the  cabins,  flung  into  the  sea.  The 
Prince  de  Joinville  was  the  first '  to  execute  himself,'  and 
the  frigate  soon  found  itself  armed  with  six  or  eight  more- 
guns. 


THE  SECOND  FUNERAL  OF  NAPOLEON.        563: 

"  That  part  of  the  ship  where  these  cabins  had  previ- 
ously been,  went  by  the  name  of  Lacedsemon :  everything: 
luxurious  being  banished  to  make  way  for  what  was  useful. 

"Indeed,  all  persons  who  were  on  board  agree  in  saying, 
that  Monseigneur  the  Prince  de  Joinville  most  worthily 
acquitted  himself  of  the  great  and  honourable  mission 
which  had  been  confided  to  him.  All  affirm  not  only  that 
the  commandant  of  the  expedition  did  everything  at  St. 
Helena  which  as  a  Frenchman  he  was  bound  to  do  in  order 
that  the  remains  of  the  Emperor  should  receive  all  the 
honours  due  to  them,  but  moreover  that  he  accomplished 
his  mission  with  all  the  measured  solemnity,  all  the  pious- 
and  severe  dignity,  that  the  son  of  the  Emperor  himself 
would  have  shown  upon  a  like  occasion.  The  comman- 
dant had  also  comprehended  that  the  remains  of  the  Em- 
peror must  never  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  stranger,  and 
being  himself  decided  rather  to  sink  his  ship  than  to  give 
up  his  precious  deposit,  he  had  inspired  every  one  about 
him  with  the  same  energetic  resolution  that  he  had  himself 
taken  '  against  an  extreme  eventuality. '  " 

Monseigneur,  my  dear,  is  really  one  of  the  finest  young: 
fellows  it  is  possible  to  see.  A  tall,  broad-chested,  slim- 
waisted,  brown-faced,  dark-eyed  young  prince,  with  a  great  ■ 
beard  (and  other  martial  qualities  no  doubt)  beyond  his: 
years.  As  he  strode  into  the  Chapel  of  the  Invalides  on 
Tuesday  at  the  head  of  his  men,  he  made  no  small  impres- 
sion, I  can  tell  you,  upon  the  ladies  assembled  to  witness 
the  ceremony.  Nor  are  the  crew  of  the  Belle  Poule  less 
agreeable  to  look  at  than  their  commander.  A  more  clean, 
smart,  active,  well-limbed  set  of  lads  never  "  did  dance  " 
upon  the  deck  of  the  famed  Belle  Poule  in  the  days  of  her 
memorable  combat  with  the  Saucy  Arethusa.  "  These  five 
hundred  sailors,"  says  a  French  newspaper,  speaking  of 
them  in  the  proper  French  way,  "  sword  in  hand,  in  the 
severe  costume  of  board-ship  {la  severe  tenue  du  bord), 
seemed  proud  of  the  mission  that  they  had  just  accom- 
plished. Their  blue  jackets,  their  red  cravats,  the  turned- 
down  collars  of  blue  shirts  edged  with  white,  aI>ove  all  their - 
resolute  appearance  and  martial  air,  gave  a  favourable- 
specimen  of  the  present  state  of  our  marine — a  marine  of 
which  so  much  might  be  expected  and  from  which  so  little- 
has  been  required." — Le  Commerce  :  16th  December. 

There  they  were,  sure  enough ;  a  cutlass  upon  one  hip^. 
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;a  pistol  on  tlie  other^-a  gallant  set  of  young  men  indeed. 
I  doubt,  to  be  sure,  whether  the  severe  tenue  du  bord  re- 
quires that  the  seaman  should  be  always  furnished  with 
these  ferocious  weapons,  which  in  sundry  maritime  ma- 
incBuvres,  such  as  going  to  sleep  in  your  hammock  for  in- 
:stance,  or  twinkling  a  binnacle,  or  luffing  a  marlinspike,  or 
keelhauling  a  maintopgallant  (all  naval  operations,  my 
'dear,  which  any  seafaring  novelist  will  explain  to  you) — 
I  doubt,  I  say,  whether  these  weapons  are  always  worn  by 
;sailors,  and  have  heard  that  they  are  commonly,  and  very 
^sensibly  too,  locked  up  until  they  are  wanted.  Take 
another  example:  suppose  artillerymen  were  incessantly 
(Compelled  to  walk  about  with  a  pyramid  of  twenty-four- 
pound  shot  in  one  pocket,  a  lighted  fuse  and  a  few  barrels 
of  gunpowder  in  the  other — these  objects  would,  as  you 
may  imagine,  greatly  inconvenience  the  artilleryman  in  his 
{peaceful  state. 

The  newspaper  writer  is  therefore  most  likely  mistaken 
in  saying  that  the  seamen  were  in  the  severe  tenue  du  bord, 
lOr  by  "  bord  "  meaning  "  abordage  " — ^ which  operation  they 
were  not,  in  a  harmless  church,  hung  round  with  velvet  and 
wax-candles,  and  filled  with  ladies,  surely  called  upon  to 
perform.  Nor  indeed  can  it  be  reasonably  supposed  that 
the  picked  men  of  the  crack  frigate  of  the  Trench  navy  are 
a,  "  good  specimen  "  of  the  rest  of  the  French  marine,  any 
more  than  a  cuirassed  colossus  at  the  gate  of  the  Horse 
Guards  can  be  cojisidered  a  fair  sample  of  the  British  sol- 
dier of  the  line.  The  sword  and  pistol,  however,  had  no 
doubt  their  effect — the  former  was  in  its  sheath,  the  latter 
not  loaded,  and  I  hear  that  the  French  ladies  are  quite  in 
xaptures  with  these  charming  loups-de-mer. 

Let  the  warlike  accoutrements  then  pass.  It  was  neces- 
sary, perhaps,  to  strike  the  Parisians  with  awe,  and  there- 
fore the  crew  was  armed  in  this  tierce  fashion;  but  why 
should  the  Captain  begin  to  swagger  as  well  as  his  men? 
and  why  did  the  Prince  de  Joinville  lug  out  sword  and 
pistol  so  early?  or  why,  if  he  thought  fit  to  make  prepara- 
tions, should  the  official  journals  brag  of  them  afterwards 
as  proofs  of  his  extraordinary  courage? 

Here  is  the  case.  The  English  Government  makes  him 
;a  present  of  the  bones  of  Napoleon :  English  workmen  work 
for  nine  hours  without  ceasing,  and  dig  the  coffin  out  of 
the  ground :  the  English  Commissioner  hands  over  the  key 
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of  the  box  to  the  French  representative,  Monsieur  Chabot :. 
English  horses  carry  the  funeral-car  down  to  the  sea-shore,, 
accompanied  by  the  English  Governor,  who  has  actually 
left  his  bed  to  walk  in  the  procession  and  to  do  the  French 
nation  honour. 

After  receiving  and  acknowledging  these  politenesses, 
the  French  Captain  takes  his  charge  on  board,  and  the  first 
thing  we  afterwards  hear  of  him  is  the  determination  "  g'lt't^ 
a  su  faire  passer "  into  all  his  crew,  to  sink  rather  than 
yield  up  the  body  of  the  Emperor  aux  mains  de  I' Stranger 
— into  the  hands  of  the  foreigner.  My  dear  Monseigneur, 
is  not  this  par  trap  fort  ?  Suppose  "  the  foreigner  "  had 
wanted  the  coffin,  could  he  not  have  kept  it?  Why  show 
this  uncalled-for  valour,  this  extraordinary  alacrity  at  sink- 
ing? Sink  or  blow  yourself  up  as  much  as  you  please,  but 
your  Eoyal  Highness  must  see  that  the  genteel  thing  would 
have  been  to  wait  until  you  were  asked  to  do  so,  before  you; 
offended  good-natured,  honest  people,  who — heaven  help 
them ! — have  never  shown  themselves  at  all  murderously 
inclined  towards  you.  A  man  knocks  up  his  cabins  for- 
sooth, throws  his  tables  and  chairs  overboard,  runs  guns 
into  the  portholes,  and  calls  le  quartier  du  bord  ou  existaient 
oes  chambres,  Lacedmmon.  Lacedsemon !  There  is  a  prov- 
ince, O  Prince,  in  your  royal  father's  dominions,  a  fruitful 
parent  of  heroes  in  its  time,  which  would  have  given  a 
much  better  nickname  to  your  quartier  du  bord :  you  should 
have  called  it  Gascony. 

Sooner  than  strike  we'll  all  ex-pi-er 
On  board  of  the  Bell-e  Pou-le. 

Such  fanfaronnading  is  very  well  on  the  part  of  Tom 
Dibdin,  but  a  person  of  your  Eoyal  Highness' s  "  pious  and 
severe  dignity  "  should  have  been  above  it.  If  you  enter- 
tained an  idea  that  war  was  imminent,  would  it  not  have 
been  far  better  to  have  made  your  preparations  in  quiet, 
and  when  you  found  the  war-rumour  blown  over,  to  have 
said  nothing  about  what  you  intended  to  do?  Fie  upon 
such  cheap  Laeedaemonianism !  There  is  no  poltroon  in  the 
world  but  can  brag  about  what  he  would  have  done ;  how- 
ever, to  do  your  Eoyal  Highness's  nation  justice,  they  braig 
and  fight  too. 

This  narrative,  my  dear  Miss  Smith,  as  you  will  have 
remarked,  is  not  a  simple  tale  merely,  but  is  accompanied 
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iby'many  moral  and  pithy  remarks  which  form  its '  chief 
value  in  the  writer's  eyes  at  least,  and  the  above  account 
of  the  sham  Lacedaemon  on  board  the  Belle  JPoule  has  a 
■double-barrelled  morality,  as  I  conceive.  Besides  justly 
reprehending  the  French  propensity  towards  braggadocio, 
it  proves  very  strongly  a  point  on  which  I  am  the  only 
statesman  in  Europe  who  has  strongly  insisted.  In  the 
■"  Paris  Sketch  Book  "  (one  copy,  I  believe,  is  still  to  be 
had  at  the  publisher's) — in  the  "Paris  Sketch  Book"  it 
•was  stated  that  the  French  hate  us.  They  hate  us,  my 
■dear,  profoundly  and  desperately,  and  there  never  was  such 
a  hollow  humbug  in  the  world  as  the  French  alliance. 
Men  get  a  character  for  patriotism  in  France  merely  by 
"hating  England.  Directly  they  go  into  strong  opposition 
(where,  you  know,  people  are  always  more  patriotic  than 
•on  the  ministerial  side),  they  appeal  to  the  people,  and 
have  their  hold  on  the  people  by  hating  England  in  com- 
mon with  them.  Why?  it  is  a  long  story,  and  the  hatred 
may  be  accounted  for  by  many  reasons,  both  political  and 
■social.  Any  time  these  eight  hundred  years  this  ill-will 
has  been  going  on,  and  has  been  transmitted  on  the  French 
;side  from  father  to  son.  On  the  French  side,  not  on  ours : 
we  have  had  no,  or  few,  defeats  to  complain  of,  no  iuva- 
isions  to  make  us  angry ;  but  you  see  that  to  discuss  such  a 
period  of  time  would  demand  a  considerable  number  of 
pages,  and  for  the  present  we  will  avoid  the  examination 
•of  the  question. 

But  they  hate  us,  that  is  the  long  and  short  of  it,  and 
you  see  how  this  hatred  has  exploded  just  now,  not  upon  a 
^serious  cause  of  difference,  but  upon  an  argument ;  for  what 
is  the  Pasha  of  Egypt  to  us  or  them  but  a  mere  abstract 
opinion?  For  the  same  reason  the  Littleendians  in  Lilli- 
put  abhorred  the  Bigendians ;  and  I  beg  you  to  remark  how 
his  Royal  Highness  Prince  Ferdinand  Mary,  upon  hearing 
that  this  argument  was  in  the  course  of  debate  between  us, 
rstraightway  flung  his  furniture  overboard  and  expressed  a 
preference  for  sinking  his  ship  rather  than  yielding  it  to 
the  etranger.  Nothing  came  of  this  wish  of  his,  to  be 
rsure;  but  the  intention  is  everything.  Unlucky  circum- 
stances denied  him  the  power,  but  he  had  the  will. 

Well,  beyond  this  disappointment,  the  Prince  de  Join- 
ville  had  nothing  to  complain  of  during  the  voyage,  which 
terminated  happily  by  the  arrival  of  the  Belle  Poule  at 
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Cherbourg,  on  the  30th  of  November,  at  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  A  telegraph  made  the  glad  news  known  at 
Paris,  where  the  Minister  of  the  Interior,  Tanneguy- 
Duchatel  (you  will  read  the  name,  Madam,  in  the  old 
Anglo-French  wars), had  already  made  "immense  prepara- 
tions "  for  receiving  the  body  of  Napoleon. 

The  entry  was  fixed  for  the  15th  of  December. 

On  the  8th  of  December  at  Cherbourg  the  body  was  trans- 
ferred from  the  Belle  Poule  frigate  to  the  Normandie 
steamer.  On  which  occasion,  the  mayor  of  Cherbourg  de- 
posited, in  the  name  of  his  town,  a  gold  laurel  branch  upon 
the  coffin — which  was  saluted  by  the  forts  and  dikes  of  the 
place  with  one  thousand  guns  !  There  was  a  treat  for 
the  inhabitants. 

There  was  on  board  the  steamer  a  splendid  receptacle  for 
the  coffin :  "  a  temple  with  twelve  pillars  and  a  dome  to 
cover  it  from  the  wet  and  moisture,  surrounded  with  vel- 
vet hangings  and  silver  fringes.  At  the  head  was  a  gold 
■cross,  at  the  foot  a  gold  lamp :  other  lamps  were  kept  con- 
stantly burning  within,  and  vases  of  burning  incense  were 
hung  around.  An  altar,  hung  with  velvet  and  silver,  was 
at  the  mizzen-mast  of  the  vessel,  and  four  silver  eagles  at 
■each  corner  of  the  altar."  It  was  a  compliment  at  once  to 
Napoleon  and — excuse  me  for  saying  so,  but  so  the  facts 
are — to  Napoleon  and  to  God  Almighty. 

Three  steamers,  the  Normandie,  the  Veloce,  and  the 
Courrier,  formed  the  expedition  from  Cherbourg  to  Havre, 
■at  which  place  they  arrived  on  the  evening  of  the  9th  of 
November,  and  where  the  Veloce  was  replaced  by  the  Seine 
steamer,  having  in  tow  one  of  the  state-coasters,  which 
was  to  fire  the  salute  at  the  moment  when  the  body 
was  transferred  into  one  of  the  vessels  belonging  to  the 
Seine. 

The  expedition  passed  Havre  the  same  night,  and  came 
to  anchor  at  Val  de  la  Haye  on  the  Seine,  three  leagues 
below  Kouen. 

Here  the  next  morning  (10th),  it  was  met  by  the  flotilla 
•of  steamboats  of  the  Upper  Seine,  consisting  of  the  three 
Dorades,  the  three  ^toiles,  the  Elbeuvien,  the  Parisien,  the 
Parisienne,  and  the  Zampa.  The  Prince  de  Joinville,  and 
the  persons  of  the  expedition,  embarked  immediately  in 
the  flotilla,  which  arrived  the  same  day  at  Eouen. 

At  Eouen  salutes  were  fired,  the  National  Guard  on 
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both  sides  of  the  river  paid  military  honours  to  the  body ; 
and  over  the  middle  of  the  suspension-bridge  a  magnificent 
cenotaph  was  erected,  decorated  with  flags,  fasces,  violet 
hangings,  and  the  imperial  arms.  Before  the  cenotaph  the 
expedition  stopped,  and  the  absolution  was  given  by  the 
archbishop  and  the  clergy.  After  a  couple  of  hours'  stay, 
the  expedition  proceeded  to  Pont  de  I'Arche.  On  the  11th 
it  reached  Vernon,  on  the  12th  Mantes,  on  the  13th  Mai- 
sons-sur-Seine. 

"  Everywhere,"  says  the  official  account  from  which  the 
above  particulars  are  borrowed,  "the  authorities,  the  Na- 
tional Guard,  and  the  people  flocked  to  the  passage  of  the 
flotilla,  desirous  to  render  the  honours  due  to  his  glory, 
which  is  the  glory  of  France.  In  seeing  its  hero  return, 
the  nation  seemed  to  have  found  its  Palladium  again, — the 
sainted  relics  of  victory. " 

At  length,  on  the  14th,  the  coffin  was  transferred  from 
the  Dorade  steamer  on  board  the  imperial  vessel  arrived 
from  Paris.  In  the  evening,  the  imperial  vessel  arrived  at 
Courbevoie,  which  was  the  last  stage  of  the  journey. 

Here  it  was  that  M.  Guizot  went  to  examine  the  vessel, 
and  was  very  nearly  flung  into  the  Seine,  as  report  goes,  by 
the  patriots  assembled  there.  It  is  now  lying  on  the  river, 
near  the  Invalides,  amidst  the  drifting  ice,  whither  the 
people  of  Paris  are  flocking  out  to  see  it. 

The  vessel  is  of  a  very  elegant  antique  form,  and  I  can 
give  you  on  the  Thames  no  better  idea  of  it  than  by  re- 
questing you  to  fancy  an  immense  wherry,  of  which  the 
stern  has  been  cut  straight  off,  and  on  which  a  temple  on 
steps  has  been  elevated.  At  the  figure-head  is  an  immense 
gold  eagle,  and  at  the  stern  is  a  little  terrace,  filled  with 
evergreens  and  a  profusion  of  banners.  Upon  pedestals 
along  the  sides  of  the  vessel  are  tripods  in  which  incense 
was  burned,  and  underneath  them  are  garlands  of  flowers 
called  here  "immortals."  Four  eagles  surmount  the  tem- 
ple, and  a  great  scroll  or  garland,  held  in  their  beaks,  sur- 
rounds it.  It  is  hung  with  velvet  and  gold ;  four  gold 
caryatides  support  the  entry  of  it ;  and  in  the  midst,  upon 
a  large  platform  hung  with  velvet,  and  bearing  the  imperial 
arms,  stood  the  coffin.  A  steamboat,  carrying  two  hun- 
dred musicians  playing  funereal  marches  and  military  sym- 
phonies, preceded  this  magnificent  vessel  to  Courbevoie, 
where  a  funereal  temple  was  erected,  and  "  a  statue  of  Notre 
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Dame  de  Grace,  before  which  the  seamen  of  the  Belle 
Poule  inclined  themselves,  in  order  to  thank  her  for  having 
granted  them  a  noble  and  glorious  voyage. " 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  16th  December,  amidst 
clouds  of  incense,  and  thunder  of  cannon,  and  innumerable 
■shouts  of  people,  the  coffin  was  transferred  from  the  barge, 
and  carried  by  the  seamen  of  the  Belle  Poule  to  the  Imperial 
Car. 

And  now  having  conducted  our  hero  almost  to  the  gates 
of  Paris,  I  must  tell  you  what  preparations  were  made  in 
the  capital  to  receive  him. 

Ten  days  before  the  arrival  of  the  body,  as  you  walked 
across  the  Deputies'  Bridge,  or  over  the  Esplanade  of  the 
Invalides,  you  saw  on  the  bridge  eight,  on  the  esplanade 
thirty-two,  mysterious  boxes  erected,  wherein  a  couple  of 
score  of  sculptors  were  at  work  night  and  day. 

In  the  middle  of  the  Invalid  Avenue,  there  used  to 
stand,  on  a  kind  of  shabby  fountain  or  pump,  a  bust  of 
Lafayette,  crowned  with  some  dirty  wreaths  of  "  immor- 
tals," and  looking  down  at  the  little  streamlet  which  occa- 
sionally dribbled  below  him.  The  spot  of  ground  was  now 
clear,  and  Lafayette  and  the  pump  had  been  consigned  to 
some  cellar,  to  make  way  for  the  mighty  procession  that 
was  to  pass  over  the  place  of  their  habitation. 

Strange  coincidence !  If  I  had  been  Mr.  Victor  Hugo, 
my  dear,  or  a  poet  of  any  note,  I  would,  in  a  few  horn's, 
have  made  an  impromptu  concerning  that  Lafayette- 
crowned  pump,  and  compared  its  lot  now  to  the  fortune  of 
its  patron  some  fifty  years  back.  From  him  then  issued, 
as  from  his  fountain  now,  a  feeble  dribble  of  pure  words ; 
then,  as  now,  some  faint  circle  Of  disciples  were  willing  to 
admire  him.  Certainly  in  the  midst  of  the  war  and  storrt 
without,  this  pure  fount  of  eloquence  went  dribbling,  drib- 
bling on,  till  of  a  sudden  the  revolutionary  workmen 
knocked  down  statue  and  fountain,  and  the  gorgeous  impe- 
lial  cavalcade  trampled  over  the  spot  where  they  stood. 

As  for  the  Champs  Elysees,  there  was  no  end  to  the  prep- 
arations :  the  first  day  you  saw  a  couple  of  hundred  scaf- 
foldings erected  at  intervals  between  the  handsome  gilded 
gas-lamps  that  at  present  ornament  that  avenue ;  next  day, 
all  these  scaffoldings  were  filled  with  brick  and  mortar. 
Presently,  over  the  bricks  and  mortar  rose  pediments  of 
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statues,  legs  of  urns,  legs  of  goddesses,  legs  and  bodies  of 
goddesses,  legs,  bodies,  and  busts  of  goddesses.  Finally, 
on  the  13th  December,  goddesses  complete.  On  the  14th, 
they  were  painted  marble-colour;  and  the  basements  of 
wood  and  canvas  on  which  they  stood  were  made  to  resem- 
ble the  same  costly  material.  The  funereal  urns  were 
ready  to  receive  the  frankincense  and  precious  odours  which 
.  were  to  burn  in  them.  A  vast  number  of  white  columns 
stretched  down  the  avenue,  each  bearing  a  bronze  buckler 
on  which  was  written,  in  gold  letters,  one  of  the  victories 
of  the  Emperor,  and  each  decorated  with  enormous  impe- 
rial flags.  On  these  columns  golden  eagles  were  placed; 
and  the-  newspapers  did  not  fail  to  remark  the  ingenious 
position  in  which  the  royal  birds  had  been  set :  for  while 
those  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  way  had  their  heads 
turned  towards  the  procession,  as  if  to  watch  its  coming, 
those  on  the  left  were  looking  exactly  the  other  way,  as  if 
to  regard  its  progress.  Do  not  fancy  I  am  joking :  this 
point  was  gravely  and  emphatically  urged  in  many  news- 
papers ;  and  I  do  believe  no  mortal  Prenchman  ever  thought 
it  anything  but  sublime. 

Do  not  interrupt  me,  sweet  Miss  Smith.  I  feel  that  you 
are  angry.  I  can  see  from  here  the  pouting  of  your  lips, 
and  know  what  you  are  going  to  say.  You  are  going  to 
say,  "  I  will  read  no  more  of  this  Mr.  Titmarsh ;  there  is 
no  subject,  however  solemn,  but  he  treats  it  with  flippant 
irreverence,  and  no  character,  however  great,  at  whom  he 
does  not  sneer." 

Ah,  my  dear !  you  are  young  now  and  enthusiastic ;  and 
your  Titmarsh  is  old,  very  old,  sad,  and  grey-headed.  I 
have  seen  a  poor  mother  buy  a  halfpenny  wreath  at  the 
gate  of  Montmartre  burying-ground,  and  go  with  it  to  her 
little  child's  grave,  and  hang  it  there  over  the  little  hum- 
ble stone ;  and  if  ever  you  saw  me  scorn  the  nj-ean  ofEering 
of  the  poor  shabby  creature,  I  will  give  you  leave  to  be  as 
angry  as  you  will.  They  say  that  on  the  passage  of  Napo- 
leon's coffin  down  the  Seine,  old  soldiers  and  country-peo- 
ple walked  miles  from  their  villages  just  to  catch  a  sight  of 
the  boat  which  carried  his  body,  and  to  kneel  down  on  the 
shore  and  pray  for  him.  God  forbid  that  we  should  quar- 
rel with  such  prayers  and  sorrow,  or  question  their  sincer- 
ity. Something  great  and  good  must  have  been  in  this 
man,  something  loving  and  kindly,  that  has  kept  his  name 


THE  SECOND  FUNERAL  OF  NAPOLEON.        571 

so  cherished  in  the  popular  memory,  and  gained  him  suet 
lasting  reverence  and  affection. 

But,  Madam,  one  may  respect  the  dead  without  feeling 
awe-stricken  at  the  plumes  of  the  hearse ;  and  1  see  no 
reason  why  one  should  sympathize  with  the  train  of  mutes, 
and  undertakers,  however  deep  may  be  their  mourning. 
Look,  I  pray  you,  at  the  manner  in  which  the  French 
nation  has  performed  Napoleon's  funeral.  Time  out  of 
mind,  nations  have  raised,  in  memory  of  their  heroes, 
august  mausoleums,  grand  pyramids,  splendid  statues  of 
gold  or  marble,  sacrificing  whatever  they  had  that  was  most, 
costly  and  rare,  or  that  was  most  beautiful  in  art,  as  tokens 
of  their  respect  and  love  for  the  dead  person.  What  a  fine 
example  of  this  sort  of  sacrifice  is  that  (recorded  in  a  book 
of  which  Simplicity  is  the  great  characteristic)  of  the  poor 
woman  who  brought  her  pot  of  precious  ointment — her  all, 
and  laid  it  at  the  feet  of  the  Object  which,  upon. earth,  she 
most  loved  and  respected.  "  Economists  and  calculators  " 
there  were  even  in  those  days  who  quarrelled  with  the- 
manner  in  which  the  poor  woman  lavished  so  much  "  capi- 
tal ;  "  but  you  will  remember  how  nobly  and  generously  the 
sacrifice  was  appreciated,  and  how  the  economists  were  put. 
to  shame. 

With  regard  to  the  funeral  ceremony  that  has  just  been 
performed  here,  it  is  said  that  a  famous  public  personage 
and  statesman.  Monsieur  Thiers  indeed,  spoke  with  the 
bitterest  indignation  of  the  general  style  of  the  prepara- 
tions, and  of  their  mean  and  tawdry  character.  He  would 
have  had  a  pomp  as  magnificent,  he  said,  as  that  of  Eome 
at  the  triumph  of  Aurelian :  he  would  have  decorated  the 
bridges  and  avenues  through  which  the  procession  was  to- 
pass,  with  the  costliest  marbles  and  the  finest  works  of  art, 
and  have  had  them  to  remain  there  forever  as  monuments 
of  the  great  funeral. 

The  economists  and  calculators  might  here  interpose  with 
a  great  deal  of  reason  (for,  indeed,  there  was  no  reason 
why  a  nation  should  impoverish  itself  to  do-  honour  to  the 
memory  of  an  individual  for  whom,  after  all,  it  can  feel 
but  a  qualified  enthusiasm)  :  but  it  surely  might  have  em- 
ployed the  large  sum  voted  for  the  purpose  more  wisely 
and  generously,  and  recorded  its  respect  for  Napoleon  by- 
some  worthy  and  lasting  memorial,  rather  than  have  erected! 
yonder  thousand  vain  heaps  of  tinsel,  paint,  aadi  plaster,. 
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that  are  already  cracking  and  crumbling  in  the  frost,  at 
three  days  old. 

Scarcely  one  of  the  statues,  indeed,  deserves  to  last  a 
month :  some  are  odious  distortions  and  caricatures,  which 
never  should  have  been  allowed  to  stand  for  a  moment. 
On  the  very  day  of  the  fgte,  the  wind  was  shaking  the 
canvas  pedestals,  and  the  flimsy  wood-work  had  begun  to 
gape  and  give  way.  At  a  little  distance,  to  be  sure,  you 
could  not  see  the  cracks,  and  pedestals  and  statues  looked 
like  marble.  At  some  distance  you  could  not  tell  but  that 
the  wreaths  and  eagles  were  gold  embroidery,  and  not  gilt 
paper — tlie  great  tricolour  flags  damask,  and  not  striped 
calico.  One  would  think  that  these  sham  splendours  be- 
tokened sham  respect,  if  one  had  not  known  that  the  name 
of  Napoleon  is  held  in  real  reverence,  and  observed  some- 
what of  the  character  of  the  nation.  Eeal  feelings  they 
have,  but  they  distort  them  by  exaggeration ;  real  courage, 
which  they  render  ludicrous  by  intolerable  braggadocio; 
and  I  think  the  above  ofiS.cial  account  of  the  Prince  de 
Joinville's  proceedings,  of  the  manner  in  which  the  Em- 
peror's remains  have  been  treated  in  their  voyage  to  the 
capital,  and  of  the  preparations  made  to  receive  him  in  it, 
will  give,  my  dear  Miss  Smith,  some  means  of  understand- 
ing the  social  and  moral  condition  of  this  worthy  people  of 
France. 
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III.— ON  THE  FUNERAL  CEREMONY. 

Shall  I  tell  you,  my  dear,  that  when  Frangois  woke  me 
at  a  very  early  hour  on  this  eventful  mornings  while  the 
keen  stars  were  still  glittering  overhead,  a  half-moon,  as 
sharp  as  a  razor,  beaming  in  the  frosty  sky,  and  a  wicked 
■north  wind  blowing,  that  blew  the  blood  out  of  one's  fin- 
gers and  froze  your  leg  as  you  put  it  out  of  bed;— shall  I 
tell  you,  my  dear,  that  when  Francois  called  me,  and  said, 
"Via  vot'  cafe,  Monsieur  Titemasse,  buvez-le,  tiens,  il  est 
tout  chaud,"  I  felt  myself,  after  imbibing  the  hot  break- 
fast, so  comfortable  under  three  blankets  and  a  mackin- 
tosh, that  for  at  least  a  quarter-of-an-hour  no  man  in  Europe 
"Could  say  whether  Titmarsh  would  or  would  not  be  present 
at  the  burial  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon. 

Besides,  my  dear,  the  cold,  there  was  another  reason  for 
doubting.  Did  the  French  nation,  or  did  they  not,  intend 
to  offer  up  some  of  us  English  over  the  imperial  grave? 
And  were  the  games  to  be  concluded  by  a  massacre?  It 
was  said  in  the  newspapers  that  Lord  Granville  had  de- 
spatched circulars  to  all  the  English  resident  in  Paris, 
begging  them  to  keep  their  homes.  The  French  journals 
announced  this  news,  and  warned  us  charitably  of  the  fate 
intended  for  us.  Had  Lord  Granville  written?  Certainly 
not  to  me.  Or  had  he  written  to  all  excerpt  me  ?  And  was 
I  the  victim — the  doomed  one? — to  be  seized  directly  I 
showed  my  face  in  the  Champs  Elysees,  and  torn  in  pieces 
by  French  Patriotism  to  the  frantic  chorus  of  the  Marseil- 
laise? Depend  on  it.  Madam,  that  high  and  low  in  this 
■city  on  Tuesday  were  not  altogether  at  their  ease,  and  that 
the  bravest  felt  no  small  tremor.  And  be  sure  of  this, 
that  as  his  Majesty  Louis  Philippe  took  his  nightcap  off 
his  royal  head  that  morning,  he  prayed  heartily  that  he 
might,  at  night,  put  it  on  in  safety. 

Weil,  as  my  companion  and  I  came  out  of  doors,  being 
bound  for  the  Church  of  the  Invalides,  for  which  a  Deputy 
had  kindly  furnished  us  with  tickets,  we  saw  the  very 
prettiest  sight  of  the  whole  day,  and  I  can't  refrain  from, 
mentioning  it  to  my  dear  tender-hearted  Miss  Smith. 
In  the  same  house  where  I  live  (but  about  five  storiea 
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nearer  the  ground),  lodges  an  English  family,  consisting  of 
— 1.  A  great-grandmother,  a  hale,  handsome  old  lady  of 
seventy,  the  very  best-dressed  and  neatest  old  lady  in  Paris. 
2.  A  grandfather  and  grandmother,  tolerably  young  to 
bear  that  title.  3.  A  daughter.  And  4.  Two  little  great- 
grand,  or  grand  children,  that  may  be  of  the  age  of  three- 
and  one,  and  belong  to  a  son  and  daughter  who  are  in 
India.  The  grandfather,  who  is  as  proud  of  his  wife  as  he 
was  thirty  years  ago  when  he  married,  and  pays  her  com- 
pliments still  twice  or  thrice  in  a  day,  and  when  he  leads 
her  into  a  room  looks  round  at  the  persons  assembled,  and 
says  in  his  heart,  "  Here,  gentlemen,  here  is  my  wife — 
show  me  such  another  woman  in  England," — this  gentle- 
man had  hired  a  room  on  the  Champs  Elysees,  for  h& 
would  not  have  his  wife  catch  cold  by  exposing  her  to  the- 
balconies  in  the  open  air. 

When  I  came  to  the  street,  I  found  the  family  assembled 
in  the  following  order  of  march : — 

No.  1,  the  great-grandmother  walking  daintily  along,  sup- 

ported by  No.  3,  her  granddaughter. 

A  nurse  carrying  No.  4  junior,  who  was  sound  asleep:  and 

a  huge  basket  containing  saucepans,  bottles  of  milk,  par- 
cels of  infants'  food,  certain  dimity  napkins,  a  child's 
coral,  and  a  little  horse  belonging  to  No.  4  senior. 

A  servant  bearing  a  basket  of  condiments. 

No.   3,   grandfather,    spick    and  span,   clean  shaved,   hat 

brushed,  white  buckskin  gloves,  bamboo  cane,  brown 
great-coat,  walking  as  upright  and  solemn  as  may  be,  hav- 
ing his  lady  on  his  arm. 

No.  4  senior,  with  mottled  legs  and  a  tartan  costume,  who 

was  frisking  about  between  his  grandpapa's  legs,  who 
heartily  wished  him  at  home. 

"My  dear,"  his  face  seemed  to  say  to  his  lady,  "I  think 
you  might  have  left  the  little  things  in  the  nursery,  for  we 
shall  have  to  squeeze  through  a  terrible  crowd  in  the 
Champs  Elysees." 

The  lady  was  going  out  for  a  day's  pleasure,  and  her 
face  was  full  of  care-:  she  had  to  look  first  after  her  old 
mother  who  was  walking  ahead,  then  after  No.  4  junior 
with  the  nurse — he  might  fall  into  all  sorts  of  danger,  wake 
up,  cry,  catch  cold,  nurse  might  slip  down,  or  heaven 
knows  what.  Then  she  had  to  look  her  husband  in  the- 
face,  who  had  gone  to  such  expense  and  been  so  kind  for 
ier  sake,  and  make  that  gentleman  believe  she  was  thor- 
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oughly  happy ;  and,  finally,  she  had  to  keep  an  eye  upon 
No.  4  senior,  who,  as  she  was  perfectly  certain,  was  about 
in  two  minutes  to  be  lost  forever  or  trampled  to  pieces  in 
the  crowd. 

These  events  took  place  in  a  quiet  little  street  leading- 
into  the  Champs  Elys^es,  the  entry  of  which  we  had  al- 
most reached  by  this  time.  The  four  detachments  abov& 
described,  which  had  been  straggling  a  little  in  their  pas- 
sage down  the  street,  closed  up  at  the  end  of  it,  and  stood 
for  a  moment  huddled  together.  No.  3,  Miss  X—,  began 
speaking  to  her  companion  the  great-grandmother. 

"Hush,  my  dear,"  said  that  old  lady,  looking  round 
alarmed  at  her  daughter.  "Speak  French."  And  she 
straightway  began  nervously  to  make  a  speech  which  she 
supposed  to  be  in  that  language,  but  which  was  as  much 
like  Trench  as  Iroquois.  The  whole  secret  was  out :  you 
could  read  it  in  the  grandmother's  face,  who  was  doing^ 
all  she  could  to  keep  from  crying,  and  looked  as  frightened, 
as  she  dared  to  look.  The  two  elder  ladies  had  settled 
between  them  that  there  was  going  to  be  a  general  English 
slaughter  that  day,  and  had  brought  the  children  with 
them,  so  that  they  might  all  be  murdered  in  company. 

God  bless  you,  O  women,  moist-eyed  and  tender-hearted ! 
In  those  gentle  silly  tears  of  yours  there  is  something 
touches  one,  be  they  never  so  foolish.  I  don't  think  there 
were  many  such  natural  drops  shed  that  day  as  those  which 
just  made  their  appearance  in  the  grandmother's  eyes,  and 
then  went  back  again  as  if  they  had  been  ashamed  of  them- 
selves, while  the  good  lady  and  her  little  troop  walked 
across  the  road.  Think  how  happy  she  will  be  when  night 
comes,  and  there  has  been  no  murder  of  English,  and  the 
brood  is  all  nestled  under  her  wings  sound  asleep,  and  she 
is  lying  awake,  thanking  God  that  the  day  and  its  pleasures 
and  pains  are  over.  Whilst  we  were  considering  these 
things,  the  grandfather  had  suddenly  elevated  No.  4  senior 
upon  his  left  shoulder,  and  I  saw  the  tartan  hat  of  that 
young  gentleman,  and  the  bamboo  cane  which  had  been 
transferred  to  him,  high  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd  on  the 
opposite  side  through  which  the  party  moved. 

After  this  little  procession  had  passed  away — you  may 
laugh  at  it,  but  upon  my  word  and  conscience,  Miss  Smith,. 
I  saw  nothing  in  the  course  of  the  day  which  affected  me 
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more — after  this  little  procession  had  passed  away,  the 
other  came,  accompanied  by  gun-banging,  flag-waving, 
incense-burning,  trumpets  pealing,  drums  rolling,  and  at 
the  close,  received  by  the  voice  of  six  hundred  choristers, 
sweetly  modulated  to  the  tones  of  fifteen  score  of  fiddlers. 
Then  you  saw  horse  and  foot,  jack-boots  and  bearskin, 
cuirass  and  bayonet,  national  guard  and  line,  marshals  and 
generals  all  over  gold,  smart  aides-de-camp  galloping  about 
like  mad,  and  high  in  the  midst  of  all,  riding  on  his  golden 
buckler,  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  forsooth — Imperial  Caesar 
with  his  crown  over  his  head,  laurels  and  standards  waving 
about  his  gorgeous  chariot,  and  a  million  of  people  looking 
on  in  wonder  and  awe. 

His  Majesty  the  Emperor  and  King  reclined  on  his 
shield,  with  his  head  a  little  elevated.  His  Majesty's  skull 
is  voluminous,  his  forehead  broad  and  large.  We  remarked 
that  his  Imperial  Majesty's  brow  was  of  a  yellowish  colour, 
which  appearance  was  also  visible  about  the  orbits  of  the 
eyes.  He  kept  his  eyelids  constantly  closed,  by  which  we 
had  the  opportunity  of  observing  that  the  upper  lids  were 
garnished  with  eye-lashes.  Years  and  climate  have  effected 
upon  the  face  of  this  great  monarch  only  a  trifling  altera- 
tion; we  may  say,  indeed,  that  Time  has  touched  his  Im- 
perial and  Royal  Majesty  with  the  lightest  feather  in  his 
wing.  In  the  nose  of  the  Conqueror  of  Austerlitz  we  re- 
marked very  little  alteration :  it  is  of  the  beautiful  shape 
which  we  remember  it  possessed  five-and-twenty  years 
since,  ere  unfortunate  circumstances  induced  him  to  leave 
us  for  a  while.  The  nostril  and  the  tube  of  the  nose  ap- 
pear to  have  undergone  some  slight  alteration,  but  in 
examining  a  beloved  object  the  eye  of  affection  is  perhaps 
too  critical.  Vive  VHmpereur  I  the  soldier  of  Marengo  is 
among  us  again.  His  lips  are  thinner,  perhaps,  than  they 
were  before!  how  white  his  teeth  are!  you  can  just  see 
three  of  them  pressing  his  under  lip ;  and  pray  remark  the 
fulness  of  his  cheeks  and  the  round  contour  of  his  chin. 
Oh,  those  beautiful  white  hands !  many  a  time  have  they 
patted  the  cheek  of  poor  Josephine,  and  played  with  the 
black  ringlets  of  her  hair.  She  is  dead  now  and  cold,  poor 
creature;  and  so  are  Hortense  and  bold  Eugene,  "than 
whom  the  world  never  saw  a  curtier  knight,"  as  was  said 
of  King  Arthur's  Sir  Lancelot.  What  a  day  would  it  have 
been  for  those  three  could  they  but  have  lived  until  now, 
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and  seen  their  hero  returning!  Where's  Ney?  His  wife- 
fiits  looking  oat  from  M.  Flahaut's  window  yonder,  but  the 
bravest  of  the  brave  is  not  with  her.  Murat  too  is  absent : 
honest  Joachim  loves  the  Emperor  at  heart,  and  repents, 
that  he  was  not  at  Waterloo :  who  knows  but  that  at  th& 
sight  of  the  handsome  swordsman  those  stubborn  English 
"canaille"  would  have  given  way?  A  king,  Sire,  is,  you 
know,  the  greatest  of  slaves— State  affairs  of  consequence — 
his  Majesty  the  King  of  Naples  is  detained  no  doubt. 
When  we  last  saw  the  King,  however,  and  his  Highness; 
the  Prince  of  Elchingen,  they  looked  to  have  as  good 
health  as  ever  they  had  in  their  lives,  and  we  heard  each 
of  them  calmly  calling  out  "  Fire  !  "  as  they  have  done  in 
numberless  battles  before. 

Is  it  possible?  can  the  Emperor  forget?  We  don't  like- 
to  break  it  to  him,  but  has  he  forgotten  all  about  the  farm 
at  Pizzo,  and  the  garden  of  the  Observatory?  Yes,  truly:: 
there  he  lies  on  his  golden  shield,  never  stirring,  never 
so  much  as  lifting  his  eyelids,  or  opening  his  lips  any 
wider. 

0  vanitas  vanitatum  !  Here  is  our  Sovereign  in  all  his: 
glory,  and  they  fired  a  thousand  guns  at  Cherbourg  and. 
never  woke  him ! 

However,  we  are  advancing  matters  by  several  hours,, 
and  you  must  give  just  as  much  credence  as  you  please  to- 
the  subjoined  remarks  concerning  the  Procession,  seeing 
that  your  humble  servant  could  not  possibly  be  present  at. 
it,  being  bound  for  the  church  elsewhere. 

Programmes,  however,  have  been  published  of  the  affair, 
and  your  vivid  fancy  will  not  fail  to  give  life  to  them,  and. 
the  whole  magnificent  train  will  pass  before  you. 

Fancy  then,  that  the  guns  are  fired  at  Neuilly :  the  body- 
landed  at  daybreak  from  the  funereal  barge,  and  trans- 
ferred to  the  car ;  and  fancy  the  car,  a  huge  Juggernaut  of 
a  machine,  rolling  on  four  wheels  of  an  antique  shape, 
which  supported  a  basement  adorned  with  golden  eagles,, 
banners,  laurels,  and  velvet  hangings.  Above  the  hang- 
ings stand  twelve  golden  statues  with  raised  arms  support- 
ing a  huge  shield,  on  which  the  coffin  lay.  On  the  coffin 
was  the  imperial  crown,  covered  with  violet  velvet  crape,, 
and  the  whole  vast  machine  was  drawn  by  horses  in  superb 
housings,  led  by  valets  in  the  imperial  livery. 
37 
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Fancy  at  the  head  of  the  procession  first  of  all — 

The  Gendarmerie  of  the  Seine,  with  their  trumpets  and  Colonel. 

The  Municipal  Guard  (horse),  with  their  trumpets,  standard,  and 
Colonel. 

Two  squadrons  of  the  7th  Lancers,  with  Colonel,  standard,  and 
music. 

The  Commandant  of  Paris  and  his  Staff. 

A  battalion  of  Infantry  of  the  Line,  with  their  flag,  sappers,  drums, 
music,  and  Colonel. 

The  Municipal  Guard  (foot),  with  flag,  drums,  and  Colonel. 

The  Sapper-pumpers,  with  ditto. 

Then  picture  to  yourself  more  squadrons  of  Lancers  and  Cuirassiers. 
The  General  of  the  Division,  and  his  Staff ;  all  officers  of  all  arms 
employed  at  Paris,  and  unattached ;  the  Military  School  of  Saint 
Cyr,  the  Polytechnic  School,  the  School  of  the  fitat-Major ;  and 
the  Professors  and  Staff  of  each.  Go  on  imagining  more  battal- 
ions of  Infantry,  of  Artillery,  cotc^anies  of  Engineers,  squadrons 
of  Cuirassiers,  ditto  of  the  Cavalry,  of  the  National  Guard,  and 
the  first  and  second  legions  of  ditto. 

Pancy  a  carriage,  containing  the  Chaplain  of  the  St.  Helena  expedi- 
tion, the  only  clerical  gentleman  that  formed  a  part  of  the  proces- 
sion. 

Pancy  you  hear  the  funereal  music,  and  then  figure  in  your  mind's 
eye — 

The  Emperok's  Ceulbgeb,  that  is.  Napoleon's  own  saddle  and 
bridle  (when  First  Consul)  upon  a  white  horse.  The  saddle  (which 
has  been  kept  ever  since  in  the  Garde  Meuble  of  the  Crown)  is  of 
amaranth  velvet,  embroidered  in  gold :  the  holsters  and  housings 
are  of  the  same  rich  material.  On  them  you  remark  the  attributes 
of  War,  Commerce,  Science,  and  Art.  The  bits  and  stirrups  are 
silver-gilt  chased.  Over  the  stirrups,  two  eagles  were  placed  at 
the  time  of  the  empire ;  the  horse  was  covered  with  a  violet  crape 
embroidered  with  golden  bees. 

After  this,  came  more  Soldiers,  General  Officers,  Sub-Officers,  Mar- 
shals, and  what  was  said  to  be  the  prettiest  sight  almost  of  the 
whole,  the  banners  of  the  eighty-six  Departments  of  France. 
These  are  due  to  the  invention  of  M.  Thiers,  and  were  to  have 
been  accompanied  by  federates  from  each  Department.  But  the 
Government  very  wisely  mistrusted  this  and  some  other  projects 
of  Monsieur  Thiers,  and  as  for  a  federation,  my  dear,  it  has  been 
tried.     Next  comes — 

His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  de  Joinville. 

The  500  sailors  of  the  Belle  Poule  marching  in  double  files  on  each 
side  of 

THE  CAR. 

[Hush  1  the  enormous  crowd  thrills  as  it  passes,  and  only  some  few 
voices  cry  Vive  I'Bmpereur.  Shining  golden  iu  the  frosty  sun — with 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  eyes  upon  it,  from  houses  and  housetops, 
from  balconies,  black,  purple,  and  tricolor,  from  tops  of  leafless  trees, 
from  behind  long  lines  of  glittering  bayonets  under  schakos  and 
bearskin  caps,  from'  behind   the  Line   and   the  National  Guard 
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again,  pushing,  struggling,  heaving,  panting,  eager,  the  heads  of 
an  enonnous    multitude  stretching  out  to  meet  and   follow 
it,  amidst  long  avenues  of  columns  and  statues  gleam- 
ing white,  of  standards  rainbow-coloured,  of  golden 
eagles,  of  pale  funereal  urns,  of  discharging  odours 
amidst  huge  volumes  of  pitch-black  smoke, 

THE  GREAT  IMPERIAL  CHARIOT 

KOLLS  MAJESTICALLY  ON. 

The  cords  of  the  pall  are  held  by  two  Marshals,  an  Admiral,  and 
General  Bertrand ;  who  are  followed  by — 

The  Prefects  of  the  Seine  and  Police,  &o. 

The  Mayors  of  Paris,  &c. 

The  Members  of  the  Old  Guard,  &c. 

A  Squadron  of  Light  Bragoons,  &c. 

Lieutenant-General  Schneider,  &c. 

More  cavalry,  more  infantry,  more  artillery,  more  everybody ;  and 
as  the  procession  passes,  the  Line  and  the  National  Guard  forming 
line  on  each  side  of  the  road  fall  in  and  follow  it,  until  it  arrives 
at  the  Church  of  the  Invalides,  where  the  last  honours  are  to  be 
paid  to  it. 

Among  the  company  assembled  under  the  dome  of  that 
•edifice,  the  casual  observer  would  not  perhaps  have  re- 
marked a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Michael  Angelo  Tit- 
marsh,  who  nevertheless  was  there.  But  as,  my  dear  Miss 
;Smith,  the  descriptions  in  this  letter,  from  the  words  in 
page  575,  line  39 — the  ■party  moved — up  to  the  words  paid 
to  it,  in  the  last  period,  have  purely  emanated  from  your 
obedient  servant's  fancy,  and  not  from  his  personal  ob- 
servation (for  no  being  on  earth,  except  a  newspaper  re- 
porter, can  be  in  two  places  at  once),  permit  me  now  to 
communicate  to  you  what  little  circumstances  fell  under 
my  own  particular  view  on  the  day  of  the  15th  of  December. 

As  we  came  out,  the  air  and  the  buildings  round  about 
were  tinged  with  purple,  and  the  clear  sharp  half-moon 
before-mentioned  was  still  in  the  sky,  where  it  seemed  to 
be  lingering  as  if  it  would  catch  a  peep  of  the  commence- 
ment of  the  famous  procession.  The  Arc  de  Triomphe  was 
.-shining  in  a  keen  frosty  sunshine,  and  looking  as  clean  and 
rosy  as  if  it  had  just  made  its  toilette.  The  canvas  or 
^pasteboard  image  of  Napoleon,  of  which  only  the  gilded 
legs  had  been  erected  the  night  previous,  was  now  visible, 
^body,  head,  crown,  sceptre  and  all,  and  made  an  imposing 
show.  Long  gilt  banners  were  flaunting  about,  with  the 
imperial  cipher  and  eagle,  and  the  names  of  the  battles 
rand  victories  glittering  in  gold.     The  long  avenues  of  the 
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Champs  Elysfes  had  been  covered  with  sand  for  the  con- 
venience of  the  great  procession  that  was  to  tramp  across 
it  that  day.  Hundreds  of  people  were  marching  to  and 
fro,  laughing,  chattering,  singing,  gesticulating  as  happy 
!Frenchmen  do.  There  is  no  pleasanter  sight  than  a  French 
crowd  on  the  alert  for  a  festival,  and  nothing  more  catch- 
ing than  their  good-humour.  As  for  the  notion  which  has 
been  put  forward  by  some  of  the  opposition  newspapers 
that  the  populace  were  on  this  occasion  unusually  solemn 
or  sentimental,  it  would  be  paying  a  bad  compliment  to  the- 
natural  gaiety  of  the  nation  to  say  that  it  was,  on  the 
morning  at  least  of  the  15th  of  December,  affected  in  any 
such  absurd  way.  Itinerant  merchants  were  shouting  out 
lustily  their  commodities  of  cigars  and  brandy,  and  the. 
weather  was  so  bitter  cold,  that  they  could  not  fail  to  lind. 
plenty  of  customers.  Carpenters  and  workmen  were  still 
making  a  huge  banging  and  clattering  among  the  sheds 
which  were  built  for  the  accommodation  of  the  visitors. 
Some  of  these  sheds  were  hung  with  black,  such  as  one 
sees  before  churches  in  funerals ;  some  were  robed  in  violet, 
in  compliment  to  the  Emperor  whose  mourning  they  put 
on.  Most  of  them  had  fine  tricolour  hangings  with  appro- 
priate inscriptions  to  the  glory  of  the  French  arms. 

All  along  the  Champs  Elysees  were  urns  of  plaster-of- 
Paris  destined  to  contain  funereal  incense  and  flames :  col- 
umns decorated  with  huge  flags  of  blue,  red,  and  white, 
embroidered  with  shining  crowns,  eagles,  and  N's  in  gilt 
paper,  and  statues  of  plaster  representing  Nymphs,  Tri- 
umphs, Victories,  or  other  female  personages,  painted  in 
oil  so  as  to  represent  marble.  Eeal  marble  could  have  had 
no  better  eifect,  and  the  appearance  of  the  whole  was  lively 
and  picturesque  in  the  extreme.  On  each  pillar  was  a 
buckler  of  the  colour  of  bronze,  bearing  the  name  and  date 
of  a  battle  in  gilt  letters :  you  had  to  walk  through  a  mile- 
long  avenue  of  these  glorious  reminiscences,  telling  of  spots 
where,  in  the  great  imperial  days,  throats  had  been  victori- 
ously cut. 

As  we  passed  down  the  avenue,  several  troops  of  sol- 
diers met  us :  the  garde-municipale  a  cheval,  in  brass  hel- 
mets and  shining  jack-boots,  noble-looking  men,  large,  on 
large  horses,  the  pick  of  the  old  army,  as  I  have  heard,  and 
armed  for  the  special  occupation  of  peace-keeping :  not  the- 
onost  glorious,  but  the  best  part  of  the  soldier's  duty,  as  1 
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fancy.  Then  came  a  regiment  of  Carabineers,  one  of  In- 
fantry— little,  alert,  brown-faced,  good-humoured  men,, 
their  band  at  their  head  playing  sounding  marches.  These' 
were  followed  by  a  regiment  or  detachment  of  the  Munici- 
pals on  foot — two  or  three  inches  taller  than  the  men  of  the- 
Line,  and  conspicuous  for  their  neatness  and  discipline. 
By-apd-by  came  a  squadron  or  so  of  dragoons  of  the  Na- 
tional Guards :  they  are  covered  with  straps,  buckles,, 
aiguillettes,  and  cartouche-boxes,  and  made  under  their  tri- 
colour cocks'  plumes  a  show  sufficiently  warlike.  The' 
point  which  chiefly  struck  me  on  beholding  these  military 
men  of  the  National  Guard  and  the  Line,  was  the  admira- 
ble manner  in  which  they  bore  a  cold  that  seemed  to  me  as; 
sharp  as  the  weather  in  'the  Russian  retreat,  through  which 
cold  the  troops  were  trotting  without  trembling  and  in  the- 
utmost  cheerfulness  and  good-humour.  An  aide-de-camp- 
galloped  past  in  white  pantaloons.  By  heavens !  it  mad© 
me  shudder  to  look  at  him. 

With  this  profound  reflection,  we  turned  away  to  the- 
right  towards  the  hanging-bridge  (where  we  met  a  detach- 
ment of  young  men  of  the  Nicole  de  I'ifitat  Major,  fine-look- 
ing lads,  but  sadly  disfigured  by  the  wearing  of  stays  or 
belts,  that  make  the  waists  of  the  French  dandies  of  a, 
most  absurd  tenuity),  and  speedily  passed  into  the  avenue 
of  statues  leading  up  to  the  Invalides.  All  these  were 
statues  of  warriors  from  Ney  to  Charlemagne,  modelled  in 
clay  for  the  nonce,  and  placed  here  to  meet  the  corpse  of 
the  greatest  warrior  of  all.  Passing  these,  we  had  to  walk 
to  a  little  door  at  the  back  of  the  Invalides,  where  was  a 
crowd  of  persons  plunged  in  the  deepest  mourning,  andi 
pushing  for  places  in  the  chapel  within. 

The  chapel  is  spacious  and  of  no  great  architectural  pre- 
tensions, but  was  on  this  occasion  gorgeously  decorated  in 
honour  of  the  great  person  to  whose  body  it  was  about  ta 
give  shelter. 

We  had  arrived  at  nine :  the  ceremony  was  not  to  begin,, 
they  said,  till  two :  we  had  five  hours  before  us  to  see  all 
that  from  our  places  could  be  seen. 

We  saw  that  the  roof,  up  to  the  first  lines  of  architect- 
ure, was  hung  with  violet;  beyond  this  with  black.  We- 
saw  N.'s,  eagles,  bees,  laurel  wreaths,  and  other  such  im- 
perial emblems,  adorning  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  edi- 
fice.    Between  the  arches,  on  each  side  of  the  aisle,  were. 
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painted  trophies,  on  which  were  written  the  names  of  some 
■of  Napoleon's  Generals  and  of  their  principal  deeds  of 
arms^and  not  their  deeds  of  arms  alone,  pardi,  but  their 
•coats-of-arms  too.  0  stars  and  garters!  but  this  is  too 
much.  What  was  Ney's  paternal  coat,  prythee,  or  honest 
Junot's  quarterings,  or  the  venerable  escutcheon  of  King 
Joachim's  father,  the  innkeeper? 

You  and  I,  dear  Miss  Smith,  know  the  exact  value  of 
leraldic  bearings.  We  know  that  though  the  greatest 
pleasure  of  all  is  to  act  like  a  gentleman,  it  is  a  pleasure, 
nay  a  merit,  to  be  one — to  come  of  an  old  stock,  to  have  an 
honourable  pedigree,  to  be  able  to  say  that  centuries  back 
■our  fathers  had  gentle  blood,  and  to  us  transmitted  the 
same.  There  is  a  good  in  gentility :  the  man  who  ques- 
tions it  is  envious,  or  a  coarse  dullard,  not  able  to  perceive 
the  difference  between  high  breeding  and  low.  One  has  in 
the  sa^ie  way  heard  a  man  brag  that  he  did  not  know  the 
•difference  between  wines,  not  he — give  him  a  good  glass  of 
^ort  and  he.  would  pitch  all  your  claret  to  the  deuce.  My 
lovej  men  often  brag  about  their  own  dulness  in  this  way. 

In  the  matter  of  gentlemen,  democrats  cry,  "  Psha !  Give 
us  one  of  Nature's  gentlemen,  and  hang  your  aristocrats." 
And  so  indeed  Nature  does  make  some  gentlemen — a  few 
here  and  there.  But  Art  makes  most.  Good  birth,  that 
is,  good  handsome  well-formed  fathers  and  mothers,  nice 
•cleanly  nursery-maids,  good  meals,  good  physicians,  good 
education,  few  cares,  pleasant  easy  habits  of  life,  and  lux- 
uries not  too  great  or  enervating,  but  only  refining — a 
•course  of  these  going  on  for  a  few  generations  are  the  best 
.gentlemen-makers  in  the  world,  and  beat  Nature  hollow. 

If,  respected  Madam,  you  say  that  there  is  something 
■better  than  gentility  in  this  wicked  world,  and  that  honesty 
and  personal  worth  are  more  valuable  than  all  the  polite- 
ness and  high  breeding  that  ever  wore  red-heeled  pumps, 
knights'  spurs,  or  Hoby's  boots,  Titmai'sh  for  one  is  never 
-going  to  say  you  nay.  If  you  even  go  so  far  as  to  say  that 
the  very  existence  of  this  super-genteel  society  among  us, 
from  the  slavish  respect  that  we  pay  to  it,  from  the  das- 
tardly manner  in  which  we  attempt  to  imitate  its  airs  and 
iape  its  vices,  goes  far  to  destroy  honesty  of  intercourse,  to 
make  us  meanly  ashamed  of  our  natural  affections  and 
ihonest,  harmless  usages,  and  so  does  a  great  deal  more  harm 
than  it  is  possible  it  can  do  good  by  its  example — perhaps. 
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Madam,  you  speak  with  some  sort  of  reason.  Potato  my- 
self, I  can't  help  seeing  that  the  tulip  yonder  has  the  best 
place  in  the  garden,  and  the  most  sunshine,  and  the  most 
water,  and  the  best  tending — and  not  liking  him  over  well. 
But  I  can't  help. acknowledging  that  Nature  has  given  him 
a  much  finer  dress  than  ever  I  can  hope  to  have,  and  of 
this,  at  least,  must  give  him  the  beneiit. 

Or  say,  we  are  so  many  cocks  and  hens,  my  dear  (sans 
<irriere  pensee),  with  our  crops  pretty  full,  our  plumes 
pretty  sleek,  decent  picking  here  and  there  in  the  straw- 
yard,  and  tolerable  snug  roosting  in  the  barn :  yonder  on 
the  terrace,  in  the  sun,  walks  Peacock,  stretching  his  proud 
neck,  squealing  every  now  and  then  in  the  most  pert  fash- 
ionable voice  and  flaunting  his  great  supercilious  dandified 
tail.  Don't  let  us  be  too  angry,  my  dear,  with  the  useless, 
haughty,  insolent  creature,  because  he  despises  us.  Some- 
thing is  there  about  Peacock  that  we  don't  possess.  Strain 
your  neck  ever  so,  you  can't  make  it  as  long  or  as  blue  as 
his — cock  your  tail  as  much  as  you  please,  and  it  will  never 
be  half  so  fine  to  look  at.  But  the  most  absurd,  disgust- 
ing, contemptible  sight  in  the  world  would  you  and  I  be, 
leaving  the  barn-door  for  my  lady's  flower  garden,  forsak- 
ing our  natural  sturdy  walk  for  the  peacock's  genteel 
rickety  stride,  and  adopting  the  squeak  of  his  voice  in  the 
place  of  our  gallant  lusty  cock-a-doodle-dooing. 

Do  you  take  the  allegory?  I  love  to  speak  in  such,  and 
the  above  types  have  been  presented  to  my  mind  while  sit- 
ting opposite  a  gimcrack  coat-of-arms  and  coronet  that  are 
painted  in  the  Invalides  Church,  and  assigned  to  one  of  the 
Emperor's  Generals. 

Ventrehleu  !  Madam,  what  need  have  they  of  coats-of- 
arms  and  coronets,  and  wretched  imitations  of  old  exploded 
aristocratic  gewgaws  that  they  had  flung  out  of  the  country 
— with  the  heads  of  the  owners  in  them  sometimes,  for  in- 
deed they  were  not  particular — a  score  of  years  before? 
What  business,  forsooth,  had  they  to  be  meddling  with 
gentility  and  aping  its  ways,  who  had  courage,  merit,  dar- 
ing, genius  sometimes,  and  a  pride  of  their  own  to  support, 
if  proud  they  were  inclined  to  be?  A  clever  young  man 
(who  was  not  of  high  family  himself,  but  had  been  bred 
up  genteelly  at  Eton  and  the  university) — young  Mr.  George 
Canning,  at  the  commencement  of  the  French  Eevolution, 
sneered  at  "  Eoland  the  Just,  with  ribbons  in  his  shoes," 
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and  the  dandies,  who  then  wore  buckles,  voted  the  sarcasm 
monstrous  killing.  It  was  a  joke,  my  dear,  worthy  of  a 
lackey,  or  of  a  silly  smart  parvenu,  not  knowing  the  society 
into  which  his  luck  had  cast  him  (God  help  him!  in  later 
years,  they  taught  him  what  they  were!),  and  fancying  in 
his  silly  intoxication  that  simplicity  was  ludicrous  and 
fashion  respectable.  See,  now,  fifty  years  are  gone,  and 
where  are  shoebuckles?  Extinct,  defunct,  kicked  into 
the  irrevocable  past  off  the  toes  of  all  Europe! 

How  fatal  to  the  parvenu,  throughout  history,  has  been 
this  respect  for  shoebuckles.  Where,  for  instance,  would 
the  Empire  of  Napoleon  have  been,  if  Ney  and  Lannes  had 
never  sported  such  a  thing  as  a  coat-of-arms,  and  had 
only  written  their  simple  names  on  their  shields,  after  the 
fashion  of  Desaix's  scutcheon  yonder? — the  bold' republi- 
can who  led  the  crowning  charge  at  Marengo,  and  sent  the 
best  blood  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empire  to  the  right-about, 
before  the  wretched  misbegotten  imperial  heraldry  was 
born,  that  was  to  prove  so  disastrous  to  the  father  of  it.  It 
has  always  been  so.  They  won't  amalgamate.  A  country 
must  be  governed  by  the  one  principle  or  the  other.  But 
give,  in  a  republic,  an  aristocracy  ever  so  little  chance,  and 
it  works  and  plots  and  sneaks  and  bullies  and  sneers  itself 
into  place,  and  you  find  democracy  out  of  doors.  Is  it 
good  that  the  aristocracy  should  so  triumph? — that  is  a 
question  that  you  may  settle  according  to  your  own  notions 
and  taste ;  and  permit  me  to  say,  I  do  not  care  twopence- 
how  you  settle  it.  Large  books  have  been  written  upon 
the  subject  in  a  variety  of  languages,  and  coming  to  a 
variety  of  conclusions.  Great  statesmen  are  there  in  our 
country,  from  Lord  Londonderry  down  to  Mr.  Vincent, 
each  in  his  degree  maintaining  his  different  opinion.  But 
here,  in  the  matter  of  Napoleon,  is  a  simple  fact:  he- 
founded  a  great,  glorious,  strong,  potent  republic,  able  to 
cope  with  the  best  aristocracies  in  the  world,  and  perhaps 
to  beat  them  all ;  he  converts  his  republic  into  a  monarchy, 
and  surrounds  his  monarchy  with  what  he  calls  aristocratic 
institutions ;  and  you  know  what  becomes  of  him.  The 
people  estranged,  the  aristocracy  faithless  (when  did  they 
ever  pardon  one  who  was  not  of  themselves?) — the  imperial 
fabric  tumbles  to  the  ground.  If  it  teaches  nothing  else, 
my  dear,  it  teaches  one  a  great  point  of  policy — namely^ 
to  stick  by  one's  party. 
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While  these  thoughts  (and  sundry  others  relative  to  the 
horrible  cold  of  the  place,  the  intense  dulness  of  delay,  the 
stupidity  of  leaving  a  warm  bed  and  a  breakfast  in  order 
to  witness  a  procession  that  is  much  better  performed  at  a 
theatre) — while  these  thoughts  were  passing  in  the  mind, 
the  church  began  to  fill  apace,  and  you  saw  that  the  hour 
of  the  ceremony  was  drawing  near. 

Imprimis,  came  men  with  lighted  staves,  and  set  fire  to 
at  least  ten  thousand  of  wax-candles  that  were  hanging  in 
brilliant  chandeliers  in  various  parts  of  the  chapel.  Cur- 
tains were  dropped  over  the  upper  windows  as  these  illumi- 
nations were  effected,  and  the  church  was  left  only  to  the 
funereal  light  of  the  spermaceti.  To  the  right  was  the 
dome,  round  the  cavity  of  which  sparkling  lamps  were  set, 
that  designed  the  shape  of  it  brilliantly  against  the  dark- 
ness. In  the  midst,  and  where  the  altar  used  to  stand,  rose 
the  catafalque.  And  why  not?  Who  is  God  here  but 
Napoleon?  and  in  him  the  sceptics  have  already  ceased 
to  believe ;  but  the  people  does  still  somewhat.  He  and 
Louis  XIV.  divide  the  worship  of  the  place  between  them. 

As  for  the  catafalque,  the  best  that  I  can  say  for  it  is 
that  it  is  really  a  noble  and  imposing-looking  edifice,  with 
tall  pillars  supporting  a  grand  dome,  with  innumerable 
«scutcheons,  standards,  and  allusions  military  and  funereal. 
A  great  eagle  of  course  tops  the  whole :  tripods  burning 
spirits  of  wine  stand  round  this  kind  of  dead-man's  throne, 
and  as  we  saw  it  (by  peering  over  the  heads  of  our  neigh- 
bours in  the  front  rank),  it  looked,  in  the  midst  of  the 
black  concave,  and  under  the  effect  of  half-a-thousand  flash- 
ing cross-lights,  properly  grand  and  tall.  The  effect  of 
the  whole  chapel,  however  (to  speak  the  jargon  of  the 
painting-room),  was  spoiled  by  being  cm^  up;  there  were 
too  many  objects  for  the  eye  to  rest  upon ;  the  ten  thousand 
wax  candles,  for  instance,  in  their  numberless  twinkling 
chandeliers,  the  raw  tranchant  colours  of  the  new  banners, 
wreaths,  bees,  N.'s,  and  other  emblems  dotting  the  place 
all  over,  and  incessantly  puzzling,  or  rather  bothering  the 
beholder. 

High  overhead,  in  a  sort  of  mist,  with  the  glare  of  their 
original  colours  worn  down  by  dust  and  time,  hung  long 
rows  of  dim  ghostly-looking  standards,  captured  in  old 
days  from  the  enemy.  They  were,  I  thought,  the  best  and 
most  solemn  part  of  the  show. 
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To  suppose  that  the  people  were  bound  to  be  solemn 
daring  the  ceremony  is  to  exact  from  them  something  quite 
needless  and  unnatural.  The  very  fact  of  a  squeeze  dissi- 
pates all  solemnity.  One  great  crowd  is  always,  as  I  imag- 
ine, pretty  much  like  another.  In  the  course  of  the  last 
few  years  I  have  seen  three :  that  attending  the  coronation 
of  our  present  sovereign,  that  which  went  to  see  Courvoisier 
hanged,  and  this  which  witnessed  the  Napoleon  ceremony. 
The  people  so  assembled  for  hours  together  are  jocular 
rather  than  solemn,  seeking  to  pass  away  the  weary  time 
with  the  best  amusements  that  will  offer.  There  was,  to 
be  sure,  in  all  the  scenes  above  alluded  to,  just  one  mo- 
ment— one  particular  moment — when  the  universal  people' 
feels  a  shock  and  is  for  that  second  serious. 

But  except  for  that  second  of  time,  I  declare  I  saw  no- 
seriousness  here  beyond  that  of  ennui.  The  church  began 
to  lill  with  personages  of  all  ranks  and  conditions.  First, 
opposite  our  seats  came  a  company  of  fat  grenadiers  of  the- 
National  Guard,  who  presently,  at  the  word  of  command, 
put  their  muskets  down  against  benches  and  wainscots, 
until  the  arrival  of  the  procession.  For  seven  hours  these- 
men  formed  the  object  of  the  most  anxious  solicitude  of  all 
the  ladies  and  gentlemen  seated  on  our  benches :  they  be- 
gan to  stamp  their  feet,  for  the  cold  was  atrocious,  and  we 
were  frozen  where  we  sate.  Some  of  them  fell  to  blowing^ 
their  fingers;  one  executed  a  kind  of  dance,  such  as  one 
sees  often  here  in  cold  weather — the  individual  jumps  re- 
peatedly upon  one  leg,  and  kicks  out  the  other  violently, 
meanwhile  his  hands  are  flapping  across  his  chest.  Some 
fellows  opened  their  cartouche-boxes,  and  from  them  drew 
eatables  of  various  kinds.  You  can't  think  how  anxious 
we  were  to  know  the  qualities  of  the  same.  "Tiens,  ce 
gros  qui  mange  une  cuisse  de  volaille!  " — "Iladu  jambon, 
celui-la. "  "  I  should  like  some,  too, "  growls  an  English- 
man, "  for  I  hadn't  a  morsel  of  breakfast,"  and  so  on.  This 
is  the  way,  my  dear,  that  we  see  Napoleon  buried. 

Did  you  ever  see  a  chicken  escape  from  clown  in  a  pan- 
tomime, and  hop  over  into  the  pit,  or  amongst  the  fiddlers? 
and  have  you  not  seen  the  shrieks  of  enthusiastic  laugh- 
ter that  the  wondrous  incident  occasions?  We  had  our 
chicken,  of  course :  there  never  was  a  public  crowd  without 
one.  A  pool  unhappy  woman  in  a  greasy  plaid  cloak,  with 
a  battered  rose-coloured  plush  bonnet,  was  seen  taking  her 
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place  among  the  stalls  allotted  to  the  grandees.  "  Voyez 
done  I'Anglaise,"  said  everybody,  and  it  was  too  true. 
You  could  swear  that  the  wretch  was  an  Englishwoman — a 
bonnet  was  never  made  or  worn  so  in  any  other  country. 
Half -an -hour's  delightful  amusement  did  this  lady  give  us 
all.  She  was  whisked  from  seat  to  seat  by  the  huissiers, 
and  at  every  change  of  place  woke  a  peal  of  laughter.  I 
was  glad,  however,  at  the  end  of  the  day  to  see  the  old 
pink  bonnet  over  a  very  comfortable  seat,  which  somebody 
had  not  claimed  and  she  had  kept. 

Are  not  these  remarkable  incidents?  The  next  wonder 
we  saw  was  the  arrival  of  a  set  of  tottering  old  Invalids,, 
who  took  their  places  under  us  with  drawn  sabres.  Then 
came  a  superb  drum-major,  a  handsome  smiling  good-hu- 
moured giant  of  a  man,  his  breeches  astonishingly  embroid- 
ered with  silver  lace.  Him  a  dozen  little  drummer-boys 
followed — "  the  little  darlings !  "  all  the  ladies  cried  out  in. 
a  breath :  they  were  indeed  pretty  little  fellows,  and  came 
and  stood  close  under  us :  the  huge  drum-major  smiled 
over  his  little  red-capped  flock,  and  for  many  hours  in  the 
most  perfect  contentment  twiddled  his  moustaches  and 
played  with  the  tassels  of  his  cane. 

N"ow  the  company  began  to  arrive  thicker  and  thicker. 
A  whole  covey  of  Conseillers-d'  ^tat  came  in,  in  blue  coats, 
embroidered  with  blue  silk :  then  came  a  crowd  of  lawyers- 
in  toques  and  caps,  among  whom  were  sundry  venerable 
Judges  in  scarlet,  purple  velvet,  and  ermine — a  kind  of 
Bajazet  costume.  Look  there !  there  is  the  Turkish  Am- 
bassador in  his  red  cap,  turning  his  solemn  brown  face  about 
and  looking  preternaturally  wise.  The  Deputies  walk  in 
in  a  body.  Guizot  is  not  there :  he  passed  by  just  now  in 
full  ministerial  costume.  Presently  little  Thiers  saunters 
back :  what  a  clear,  broad,  sharp-eyed  face  the  fellow  has, 
with  his  grey  hair  cut  down  so  demure !  A  servant  passes, 
pushing  through  the  crowd  a  shabby  wheel-chair.  It  ha& 
just  brought  old  Monqey,  the  Governor  of  the  Invalids, 
the  honest  old  man  who  defended  Paris  so  stoutly  in  1814. 
He  has  been  very  ill,  and  is  worn  down  almost  by  infirmi- 
ties :  but  in  his  illness  he  was  perpetually  asking,  "  Doctor, 
shall  I  live  till  the  15th?  Give  me  till  then,  and  I  die 
contented?  "  One  can't  help  believing  that  the  old  man's 
wish  is  honest,  however  one  may  doubt  the  piety  of  anoth- 
er illustrious  Marshal,  who  once  carried  a  candle  before. 
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iCharles  X.  in  a  procession,  and  has  been  this  morning  to 
Neuilly  to  kneel  and  pray  at  the  foot  of  Napoleon's  coffin. 
He  might  have  said  his  prayers  at  home,  to  be  sure,  but 
•don't  let  us  ask  too  much ;  that  kind  of  reserve  is  not  a 
Frenchman's  characteristic. 

Bang — bang !  At  about  half -past  two  a  dull  sound  of 
■cannonading  was  heard  without  the  church,  and  signals 
took  place  between  the  Commandant  of  the  Invalids,  of 
-the  National  Guard,  and  the  big  drum-major.  Looking  to 
these  troops  (the  fat  Nationals  were  shuffling  into  line 
:again)  the  two  Commandants  uttered,  as  nearly  as  I  could 
-catch  them,  the  following  words — 

"  Hakkum  Hump  !  " 

At  once  all  the  National  bayonets  were  on  the  present, 
•and  the  sabres  of  the  old  Invalids  up.  The  big  drum- 
major  looked  round  at  the  children,  who  began  very  slowly 
■and.  solemnly  on  their  drums,  Rub-dub-dub — rub-dub-dub 
—(count  two  between  each) — rub-dub-dub,  and  a  great  pro- 
fession of  priests  came  down  from  the  altar. 

First,  there  was  a  tall  handsome  cross-bearer,  bearing  a 
long  gold  cross,  of  which  the  front  was  turned  towards  his 
grace  the  Archbishop.  Then  came  a  double  row  of  about 
sixteen  incense  boys,  dressed  in  white  surplices :  the  first 
boy,  about  six  years  old,  the  last  with  whiskers  and  of  the 
height  of  man.  Then  followed  a  regiment  of  priests  in 
t)lack  tippets  and  white  gowns :  they  had  black  hoods,  like 
the  moon  when  she  is  at  her  third  quarter,  wherewith  those 
who  were  bald  (many  were,  and  fat  too)  covered  them- 
selves. All  the  reverend  men  held  their  heads  meekly 
■down,  and  affected  to  be  reading  in  their  breviaries. 

After  the  Priests  came  some  Bishops  of  the  neighbouring 
■districts,  in  purple,  with  crosses  sparkling  on  their  episcopal 
bosoms. 

Then  came,  after  more  priests,  a  set  of  men  whom  I 
have  never  seen  before — a  kind  of  ghostly  heralds,  young 
and  handsome  men,  some  of  them  in  stiff  tabards  of  black 
and  silver,  their  eyes  to  the  ground,  their  hands  placed  at 
right  angles  with  their  chests. 

Then  came  two  gentlemen  bearing  remarkable  tall  candle- 
■sticks,  with  candles  of  corresponding  size.  One  was  burn- 
ing brightly,  but  the  wind  (that  chartered  libertine)  had 
-blown  out  the  other,  which  nevertheless  kept  its  place  in 
ithe  procession — I  wondered  to  myself  whether  the  reverend 
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gentleman  who  carried  the  extinguished  candle,  felt  dis- 
gusted, humiliated,  mortified— perfectly  conscious  that  the 
eyes  of  many  thousands  of  people  were  bent  upon  that  bit 
of  refractory  wax.  We  all  of  us  looked  at  it  with  intense 
interest. 

Another  cross-bearer,  behind  whom  came  a  gentleman 
carrying  an  instrument  like  a  bedroom  candlestick. 

His  Grandeur  Monseigneur  Affre,  Archbishop  of  Paris : 
he  was  in  black  and  white,  his  eyes  were  cast  to  the  earth, 
his  hands  were  together  at  right  angles  from  his  chest :  on 
his  hands  were  black  gloves,  and  on  the  black  gloves 
sparkled  the  sacred  episcopal — what  do  I  say? — archie- 
piseopal  ring.  On  his  head  was  the  mitre.  It  is  unlike  the 
godly  coronet  that  figures  upon  the  coach-panels  of  our  own 
Right  Reverend  Bench.  The  Archbishop's  mitre  may  be 
about  a  yard  high :  formed  within  probably  of  consecrated 
pasteboard,  it  is  without  covered  by  a  sort  of  watered  silk 
of  white  and  silver.  On  the  two  peaks  at  the  top  of  the 
mitre  are  two  very  little  spangled  tassels,  that  frisk  and 
twinkle  about  in  a  very  agreeable  manner. 

Monseigneur  stood  opposite  to  us  for  some  time,  when  I 
had  the  opportunity  to  note  the  above  remarkable  phenom- 
ena. He  stood  opposite  me  for  some  time,  keeping  his 
eyes  steadily  on  the  ground,  his  hands  before  him,  a  small 
clerical  train  following  after.  Why  didn't  they  move? 
There  was  the  National  Guard  keeping  on  presenting 
arms,  the  little  drummers  going  on  rub-dub-dub — rub-dub- 
dub — in  the  same  steady,  slow  way,  and  the  Procession 
never  moved  an  inch.  There  was  evidently,  to  use  an  ele- 
gant phrase,  a  hitch  somewhere. 

[Enter  a  fat  priest,  who  hustles  up  to  the  drurro-major.'] 

Fat  priest — "  Taisez-vous. " 

LiUle  drummer — Rub-dub-dub — rub-dub-dub — rub-dub- 
dub,  &c. 

Drum-major— "(ixu'est-ce,  done?" 

Fat  priest — "Taisez-vous,  vous  dis-je;  ce  n'est  pas  le 
corps,     n  n'arrivera  pas — pour  une  heure." 

The  little  drums  were  instantly  hushed,  the  procession 
turned  to  the  right  about,  and  walked  back  to  the  altar 
again,  the  blown-out  candle  that  had  been  on  the  near  side 
of  us  before  was  now  on  the  off  side,  the  National  Guards 
set  down  their  muskets  and  began  at  their   sandwiches 
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again.  We  had  to  wait  an  hour  and  a  half  at  least  before 
the  great  procession  arrived.  The  guns  without  went  on 
booming  all  the  while  at  intervals,  and  as  we  heard  eachj 
the  audience  gave  a  kind  of  "  ahahah  !  "  such  as  you  hear 
when  the  rockets  go  up  at  Vauxhall. 

At  last  the  real  Procession  came. 

Then  the  drums  began  to  beat  as  formerly,  the  Nationals 
to  get  under  arms,  the  clergymen  were  sent  for  and  went, 
and  presently — yes  there  was  the  tall  cross-bearer  at  the 
head  of  the  procession,  and  they  came  back  t 

They  chanted  something  in  a  weak,  snuffling,  lugubrious 
manner,  to  the  melancholy  bray  of  a  serpent. 

Crash !  however.  Mr.  Habeneck  and  the  fiddlers  in  the 
organ-loft  pealed  out  a  wild  shrill  march,  which  stopped 
the  reverend  gentlemen,  and  in  the  midst  of  this  music — 

And  of  a  great  trampling  of  feet  and  clattering, 

And  of  a  great  crowd  of  Generals  and  Officers  in  fine 
clothes, 

With  the  Prince  de  Joinville  marching  quickly  at  the 
head  of  the  procession, 

And  while  everybody's  heart  was  thumping  as  hard  as 
possible, 

Napoleon's  coffin  passed. 

It  was  done  in  an  instant.  A  box  covered  with  a  great 
red  cross — -a  dingy-looking  crown  lying  on  the  top  of  it — 
Seamen  on  one  side  and  Invalids  on  the  other — they  had 
passed  in  an  instant  and  were  up  the  aisle. 

A  faint  snuffling  sound,  as  before,  was  heard  from  the 
officiating  priests,  but  we  knew  of  nothing  more.  It  is 
said  that  old  Louis  Philippe  was  standing  at  the  cata- 
falque, whither  the  Prince  de  Joinville  advanced  and  said, 
"  Sire,  I  bring  you  the  body  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon." 

Louis  Philippe  answered,  "  I  receive  it  in  the  name  of 
France."  Bertrand  put  on  the  body  the  most  glorious  vic- 
torious sword  that  ever  has  been  forged  since  the  apt 
descendants  of  the  first  murderer  learned  how  to  hammer 
steel ;  and  the  coffin  was  placed  in  the  temple  prepared 
for  it. 

Thesis:  hundred  singers  and  the  fiddlers  now  commenced 
the  playing  and  singing  of  a  piece  of  inusic ;  and  a  part  of 
the  crew  of  the  Belle  Poule  skipped  into  the  places  that 
had  been  kept  for  them  under  us,  and  listened  to  the 
music,  chewing  tobacco.     While  the  actors  and  fiddlers 
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•were  going  on,  most  of  the  spirits-of-wine  lamps  on  altars 
went  out. 

When  we  arrived  in  the  open  air  we  passed  through  the 
■court  of  the  Invalides,  where  thousands  of  people  had  been 
assembled,  but  where  the  benches  were  not  quite  bare. 
Then  we  came  on  to  the  terrace  before  the  place :  the  old 
.soldiers  were  firing  off  the  great  guns,  which  made  a  dread- 
ful stunning  noise,  and  frightened  some  of  us,  who  did  not 
•care  to  pass  before  the  cannon  and  be  knocked  down  even 
by  the  wadding.  The  guns  were  fired  in  honour  of  the 
King,  who  was  going  home  by  a  back  door.  All  the  forty 
thousand  people  who  covered  the  great  stands  before  the 
Hotel  had  gone  away  too.  The  Imperial  Barge  had  been 
dragged  up  the  river,  and  was  lying  lonely  along  the  Quay, 
«xamined  by  some  few  shivering  people  on  the  shore. 

It  was  five  o'clock  when  we  reached  home :  the  stars 
were  shining  keenly  out  of  the  frosty  sky,  and  Francois 
told  me  that  dinner  was  just  ready. 

In  this  manner,  my  dear  Miss  Smith,  the  great  Napoleon 
was  buried. 

FarewelL 


THE   END. 
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